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INTRODUCTION


All characters in this book are over eighteen years of age. This book features explicit content, kinks, and themes in a college setting that may be triggering to some, including: breeding kink, pregnancy, bullying, unequal power dynamics, scenes with noncon, somnophilia, lactation kink, stalking, pregnancy, and daddy kink.

If you are uncomfortable with these kinks/themes, DO NOT READ THIS BOOK.


ONE


Callista

I’m smiling through a heart attack.

The little organ in my chest thumps like a dying animal, railing against my ribcage. Blood is rushing to my ears, so much so that I can’t hear the music around me.

My fingers tighten on the banister as I stare down at the party beneath me. There are students all around me on the first floor, chatting, flirting, trying to get laid. The doors of most of the rooms are closed, showing that they’re occupied.

I scan the faces. Most of them look happy. Every now and then, somebody taps me on the shoulder and tells me this is the best party they’ve been to.

This is it.

It’s the day of all my blood, sweat, and tears culminating into the biggest event in Allister College’s social calendar—the Kappa House annual welcome party. Any senior who is invited knows they’re lucky. We only invite seniors who have shown promise during their college career. Most of them are members of other sororities or fraternities, but since I became president, I decided to invite non-members, too. I want everybody in college to see it as a social club that they need to work hard to get into.

“Callista, this is amazing. Never thought I’d be drinking champagne at a college party. Real classy stuff.” Boyle, the captain of the hockey team, grins at me. He’s huge, and alarmingly attractive in the way only a jock can be.

“Thanks. Have you tried the hors d'oeuvres? They’re great, too.”

“I did try them.” Boyle smiles. “I couldn’t tell what was in them, but they’re the best thing I’ve eaten. This isn’t like a regular party. It’s way better. All the girls are hot.”

I cough. Thankfully, he isn’t flirting with me tonight.

His gaze lands on Jennifer Martin, the treasurer. She is wearing a satin mini-dress, looking like she stepped out of an old money catalogue. Her blonde hair is straight and shiny. She fought me tooth and nail about inviting athletes like Boyle, who aren’t part of Greek life, but he’s big around campus, and his dad is a coach who often throws parties. I need them as my future clients, which is why I invited them. Of course, I didn’t tell Jennifer that. I told her he was popular and respected on campus, and our party would be the talk of the town if he came.

Jennifer notices and walks up, just as I tell Boyle. “Jennifer didn’t want me to invite you. Maybe stay away from her.”

Jennifer’s eyes widen, and she squeaks in embarrassment. I guess having the attention of a hot jock is making her reconsider her stance.

She tightens her hold on a glass of wine. “I was against inviting Boyle, true, but after seeing how much he and the others you invited are contributing to the atmosphere of the event, I have changed my mind.”

Ha. It feels good to have her acknowledge that I was right.

That makes my day.

Boyle puts his arm around her shoulder, and they drift away. I stand a little bit straighter. Things are going well. But I can’t fight the doubt at the back of my mind.

Today is all about showing the world what I can do. I, Callista Vale, will go down in sorority history as the best president and event organizer. Future generations will try to live up to my legend.

Glory aside, the real reason I’m doing this is that all these students and their parents could become potential future clients.

After I graduate, I’ll start my own event management company. I’m going to become independent from my father, show the world that Callista Vale is a woman of substance. I’m more than my tainted last name. I’m smart, competent, and hardworking.

My chest tightens when a tall, dark figure strides in through the doors. He’s wearing nondescript clothes: a black sweatshirt, black slacks, black shoes. The sleeves are rolled up to reveal muscled forearms and a hint of a tattoo. Silver-framed glasses are perched on his nose. His face is perfect, like a Greek sculpture, though his mouth is twisted into a scowl.

Despite wearing clothes that are meant to hide him, he stands out because of his height.

My gaze sticks to him like bubblegum to concrete. He’s magnetic, like he was born to command a room, born to rule an empire.

I invited Dmitry Antonov, but I didn’t think he’d actually come. He’s an honors student. A genius who has the best grades in accounting and who won the Dean’s award for creating a new system for online accounting. He’s not the type who parties. He’s a recluse and prefers to stay away from social events.

But I’ve heard the rumors that his family is related to the Russian mafia. Once, someone told me there’s a secret society at Allister that recruits people to join the mafia, and he’s the organizer.

A shiver trembles up my spine. Something about him makes my body tense. But not in fear. In anticipation.

When he looks up, his eyes meet mine, like he knows I’ve been staring at him. Like he felt my gaze.

I turn away, unable to withstand the intensity of his gaze. He can strip a person naked with those steely eyes of his. There’s no warmth in them.

I feel suddenly restless, so I resort to greeting people.

“Welcome, welcome—make yourselves at home,” I sing, gliding through the upper floor. My heels don’t wobble. My dainty golden necklaces don’t shift. My dress—a champagne silk slip that cost far more than it looks—falls just right. I hug, I air-kiss, I field compliments about the charcuterie boards as if I assembled them myself.

The Kappa house is a chandelier of sound. Ice clinks, laughter glittering in shards. Someone plugged in the string lights I ordered, and the whole room turns soft and expensive, like a magazine photo I crawled inside. I belong here. I always belong here. Everyone expects Callista Vale to know what she’s doing, to know what’s next, to know who’s worth knowing. I am a compass and a brand and a rumor you can’t kill.

My phone buzzes in my palm. I glance down at the screen in the shadow between the foyer and the staircase. My frantic heart nearly stops. This is the bad news I’ve been avoiding all day.

Dad: We’ll “revisit the budget” next semester. Focus on your grades and image.

Translation: He cut me off.

I smile bigger, so my face doesn’t break in half. My Dad and I have a strained relationship. My mom ran away with another man, and since then, he has resented me because I look like her. Things got worse when he married a younger, prettier woman and had kids with my step-mom. My step-mom absolutely hates me and sees me as competition for his attention.

Over the years, she has poisoned his mind. First, he shipped me off to a boarding school. Then he wouldn’t even visit. Now he thinks I’m a spendthrift with a shopping addiction just because I spent a thousand dollars to buy stuff for a charity event I was hosting that was going to benefit war veterans. My step-mom hates that I have better style, better taste, and better looks, so she lies to my Dad that I’m wasting money on expensive designer clothes.

He doesn’t even care if it’s true, because deep down, he resents me. That means I’m going to have to spend this semester living on almost nothing.

I should be used to it, to his anger, to his neglect, to his hate. But it plunges into my chest like a knife every time, cutting me deep, making me feel unloved and unwanted.

Suddenly, the social success means nothing, and I’m back to being a little girl, clinging to my father, begging him not to send me away to boarding school, telling him I’ll be a good girl. And watching my step-mother laugh in that shrill voice of hers as she reminds me that my step-siblings don’t like me, and they don’t need me around.

My knees tremble and I dash for the bathroom. But I’m caught on the way by one of the girls.

“Cal! The florals are perfection,” Lila trills, sliding an arm through mine. Her perfume is gardenia and envy. “And the donors from the alumni board love you. You got the Merton twins to RSVP to the gala? How?”

“Asked nicely,” I say, voice airy. “And threatened to seat them by the bathrooms.”

My cheekbones ache from being convincing. I slip down the hall and into the far bathroom, the one with the dimmer on the sconce.

The lock clicks. I press my back to the door and let it all drop, the smile, the pose, the choreography. For a second, I’m just a girl in a dress, breathing too fast.

I grip the vanity and bow my head. The polished marble is cold beneath my palms. The room hushes. I count my breaths like rosary beads.

You’re fine. You’ll fix it. You always fix it.

Except that a leak in the hull is still a leak.

I unscrew a lipstick I don’t need and stare at the bullet like it can redraw my life. In the mirror, a perfect stranger blinks back: glossy hair pinned in a sharp French twist; silk skimming a body trained into obedience. I feel like I’m pretending to be something I’m not. My father is a lawyer. We’re not rich. When my parents were married, he didn’t make much. He got a few promotions when I was in middle school and high school, so we’re upper-middle-class. I know I’m lucky to have grown up with financial stability, but most people at Allister are far more privileged than I am. Their parents own private jets and multi-million dollar mansions. They’re the kind of people who I want to organize events for, the kind of people who would pay me big money to do something I love doing. But fitting in with them means wearing a mask, presenting a façade of affluence that may not always be true.

My eyes sting. I blink hard. Tears wobble, betray me, spill anyway.

No. Not now. Not today.

I brace my knuckles against the marble and breathe through my teeth. It hurts in my chest, a stitch that won’t release. The text replays. For one more year, until I graduate, until I can start my business, I’m still financially dependent on my dad. Between my sorority responsibilities, studies, and networking, I don’t have the time to get a part-time job. The part of me that’s twelve and learning how to smile through a family dinner that felt like a board meeting wants to take this dress off and make a scene. But if I do that, if anyone sees that I’m not the perfect, polished hostess that I pretend to be, I won’t even have an event planning business to fall back on in a year.

Footsteps whisper outside. Laughter, a knock against the wall, the house alive with people who only know one version of me. My throat tightens more. A sound slips out. It’s small, humiliating. I clap a hand over my mouth and will every part of me to behave.

A soft click behind me makes me aware of a new presence.

I freeze.

The door eases open, even though I remember locking it. A tall shadow slips in before I can move, taking up too much space and not apologizing for it. The door shuts soundlessly.

I see him in the mirror first.

Dmitry Antonov looks like wealth doesn’t impress him because he invented a meaner version of it. Dark hair combed neat, a black button-down open at the throat, sleeves half-rolled in the kind of arrogance you can’t fake. He’s not from our world.

He’s so big, there’s so little space for me in the bathroom anymore. He sucks up all the air and everything else, shrouding himself in dark miasma like a true crime lord.

He watches me cry like it’s an equation. No flinch. No smirk. Just a steady, clinical assessment that feels like heat. Then he takes out his phone, and I hear the click of his camera going off.

I lunge for his phone, but he steps back.

“What are you doing? How did you get here? The door was locked,” I whisper, furious with how small my voice sounds.

“It was,” he says, tone even, Russian lilt tucked like a blade behind velvet. “You didn’t answer when they called your name.”

No one called my name⁠—

“Cal?” Lila’s voice floats down the hall, closer now. I see that the door is half open, and she can probably see me inside. “Where did you go? The Mertons are asking for you.”

Panic thumps my ribs. If they see my face like this—red eyes, streaked mascara—it’s over. The queen can’t bleed in public.

Panic spikes in my chest. I can hear footsteps approaching me. People outside can probably see me. The door is open. Somebody’s hand is pulling it away, mumbling, “If you’re done, can you come out? I need to go.”

“No!” I scream, but all that comes out is air.

I feel like the world is spinning away from me. I’m about to crash.

I try to turn away, to grab for concealer, for anything. My hands shake. I have an image to protect.

Dmitry moves before I do. Big hands bracket my hips and lift me. Just enough to angle me off the vanity and against him. The cool silk of my dress skims his shirt. He smells clean and expensive, something crisp with pine, like winter in a bank vault.

I stiffen. “Don’t⁠—”

His mouth is at my ear. “If you don’t want them to see you crying with your mascara running down your cheeks, you’re going to let me help.”

Another knock. Closer. “Cal? Babe?”

He turns me without asking, my breasts smooshing against his chest. If I weren’t wearing a padded bra, he’d know my nipples were hard. He just lifted me up and put me on the counter like I was a doll. Like he owned me.

I swallow, realizing my body likes the feeling of being owned by Dmitry Anotonov. My veins are zinging with desire. My thighs clench, and the moisture between them is spilling down, soaking my panties.

Dmitry is so fucking dominant, so sure of himself, and it turns me on even though it shouldn’t. My pulse skyrockets. I feel a sense of danger, and it coils low in my belly. My pussy throbs. I feel the wetness between my pussy lips, the intense arousal of being caged by a dangerous man.

He holds me down with his strong hands, kneading my fleshy hips, making me feel seen in ways I never imagined.

As my walls are coming down, as I’m relaxing, he lowers his mouth to mine. His hot breath washes over my neck, making goosebumps erupt all over my skin.

My heart misfires. The tension between us is palpable. I can feel the chemistry scorching my skin, turning my skin red like a sunburnt crisp.

He doesn’t kiss me. He just looks like he’s taking an inventory: breath, pulse, ruin. Then he bends that last inch and covers my mouth with his.

It isn’t tender. It isn’t mean. It’s… deliberate. The shape of a kiss performed for an audience that doesn’t know it’s the only thing standing between me and public collapse. His lips are warm, firm, patient. He lets me decide whether to pretend.

Something inside me—trapped and feral—goes quiet. It’s like he soothes the fighter in me, makes me lay down my arms and relax. In his arms, I feel like I can surrender. Because he’s giving me more than pleasure. He’s giving me a safe space, a sanctuary to hide in, a place where my flaws don’t matter anymore. He saw me crying, and he still kissed me. Just to protect my reputation.

I never knew Dmitry Antonov had a heart of gold. I chide myself for believing in the rumors that he’s connected to the mafia, for being shallow and assuming he’s a thug because he has tattoos. A thug would never care for a girl he just met. I wonder if he took that picture of me earlier because he likes me.

The doorknob rattles. Dmitry lifts his head, his mouth a breath from mine.

“Occupied,” he calls, all amused sin. “She’s with me. Go take a piss somewhere else.”

He stretches a leg backward, pushing against the door, slamming it closed. The thud is both comforting and relieving. My shoulders relax, and he moves away from me as we’re trapped together in a quiet bathroom.

Then the squeal I knew would come penetrates through the door, the giggle racing down the hall like wildfire. “Oh my God,” someone stage-whispers—probably Cal. “She’s kissing him in the bathroom.”

I sag. He doesn’t let me fall. He tips my face toward his shoulder, shielding.

“Ten seconds,” he says, counting softly in a language I don’t know and want to. It sounds like Russian, but I can’t be sure.

I hate that my body chooses this moment to memorize him. The press of his abdomen against my aching pussy, the steady rhythm in his chest that I feel under my palm, the possessive way his hand spreads over my hip as if I’m his.

Ten seconds pass. He steps away.

“Better?” he asks.

I nod because yes, I can breathe. The world isn’t tilting. The mirror shows a girl with kiss-flushed lips instead of red-rimmed eyes, and that’s a scandal everyone forgives.

“Good,” he says, and reaches for a tissue like he lives here. He dabs under one eye with disarming care, demolishing a trail of mascara with a surgeon’s focus. He does the other, dabbing until my cheeks are free of mascara stains. His knuckle grazes the corner of my mouth, and every time that happens, a blaze erupts in my groin. His fingers are steady, rough, and gentle at the same time. He holds my face with one hand, digging his fingers into my jaw as he works.

I don’t utter any protests. I’m stunned and speechless.

Being cared for by a man is a novel experience for me. I could get addicted to this, to having my face caressed, to someone letting me fall apart and being there to clean up the mess. My dad never wiped my tears after I cried. He never put on a Band-Aid when I scraped my knee, either. But this man I don’t even know cleans my face like we’ve loved each other for twenty years.

A tender emotion grows in my heart, filling my chest with warmth.

“Thank you,” I say. The tears have dried. The proof of my breakdown is gone, too. My eyes look like a raccoon’s, but at least there’s nothing on my cheeks. He did a good job.

Dmitry straightens, tossing the stained napkin into the trash can. Heat rushes through my stomach when I notice how wide his shoulders are. He towers over me like a sentinel. “Don’t thank me. I’m not your friend. I didn’t come here to save you.”

I draw myself back up, spine steel under silk. His tone has shifted. It’s cold, harsh, raspy. That sets off the warning bells in my head. He wasn’t friendly before, but now he’s looking at me like he’s a predator and I’m his prey. “If this is the part where you tell me to be more careful because you’re a bad guy, I’m fully booked for condescension this week.”

His mouth inches into what could be a smile if he believed in them. “I think you are very careful, Callista Vale.”

The way he says my name makes it feel less like a signature and more like a possession.

He nods toward the door. “They’re gone. Five minutes. Then you will walk out looking perfect, and look at them like nothing in the world could reach you.”

“I know how to do my job.”

He studies me, pleased and bored at once. “Yes. You’re excellent at pretending to be untouchable.” His gaze skims the clasp at my nape, returns to my eyes. “And now you owe me.”

The floor shifts one inch.

I laugh, a soft, practiced sound that buys time. “Owe you? For what? Trespassing? Invasion of privacy? An unasked-for kiss?”

“For leverage,” he says simply. “I helped you keep your image.” He nods at the mirror. “If I told them what I saw, you would bleed out by morning. You’re not who they think you are. You are just a desperate girl trying to hang out with people who are nothing like you. Your Daddy is not old money, nor is he a businessman.”

My pulse bangs loud enough to embarrass me. “I never said he was any of those things.”

“But you know that’s what they all think. Because you let them believe that you’re one of them. I suppose you want to fit in, to be popular.”

I bite my lip. I’m doing all this for the sake of my future business, but he doesn’t need to know that. The last thing I want is to give him more leverage.

“Is it a crime to want to be popular? I work hard for it. Also, how do you know about my Dad?”

He tilts his head. “I’ve heard things. And you don’t act like a girl who comes from money. You’re way too cautious and too much of a people pleaser. You see, real wealthy people are all entitled assholes like me.”

His smile is sharp with teeth. His canines shimmer under the light, making him look like an actual monster.

He takes his phone from his pocket, unlocks it with a thumbprint, and taps twice. He holds up the screen.

A photograph of me crying, and another one of the two of us in the mirror, his mouth on mine, my fists curled in his shirt like I planned to rip it, my wet lashes spiked. He must have taken it when my eyes were closed.

Panic punches the air from my lungs.

My voice is very calm. “Delete it.”

“I will,” he says, and my stomach drops even as a weird relief hits. “After you repay me.”

I swallow. He watches the movement like it’s interesting. “Repay you how?”

He slips the phone away, as if that part is finished. “You’re going to be my girlfriend.”

The laugh that leaves me is ugly and real. “Absolutely not.”

“Don’t get so prissy. I’m not asking you out for real,” he adds, generous, like he’s offering a discount. “You’ll be my fake girlfriend.”

I step back. He doesn’t pursue; he doesn’t have to. His attention follows like heat.

“And why,” I ask, crisp, “would Dmitry Antonov need a fake girlfriend?”

He considers me, the calculation back like a mask. “I need access. To the places you go, the people you meet, and the people you have influence over. You are everywhere, and you know everyone worth knowing. People trust you; they want to be around you. You are a key that opens everything on this campus.”

I should be flattered, but I feel like I don’t deserve these compliments.

“So this is a business arrangement. I guess you want to be popular, too.”

A tiny lift of one shoulder. “If that helps you sleep.”

He doesn’t look like he’s doing this for social clout. What could he want by using my connections? Is he also trying to get himself acquainted with rich people because he wants to use them to start his own business? I mean, that makes sense, given how ambitious and driven he is. He’s good at accounting. Being an accountant to the rich and famous would be highly lucrative.

But deep in my gut, I wonder if the reason is far more sinister. If he’s really a part of the mafia, and he just wants to sell drugs to unsuspecting college kids.

“And if I say no?”

He glances at the door. The private smile is back, the one that never reaches his eyes. “Then I suppose I will be very upset. And very talkative.”

I breathe in, slow. Then I breathe out and compose myself.

Terms. I need terms. I was raised on contracts and consequences. If I’m going to survive him, I will not do it on my knees in the dark.

“I have my rules,” I say.

“Spit them out,” he allows. “I’ll decide if they’re worth following.”

“You don’t touch me.” I square my shoulders, trying to show that I’m not someone who backs down easily. “You don’t humiliate me in front of people.”

“You do that well enough yourself,” he says, and when I bristle, he adds, quietly, “And I don’t want to touch you any more than you want to touch me. But if we’re going to convince people that you’re my girlfriend, I’ll have to show some affection.”

It shouldn’t steady me. It does. I crave his next touch like I crave oxygen. Even here in this small space where I should feel claustrophobic, his presence is like a rock that I’m clinging to. I feel cocooned by his dark energy, as if he’s secretly protecting me even as he threatens to ruin my social life and future plans.

“We keep it clean at official events.” I swallow.

“Define clean.”

I heat. “You know what I mean.”

A rasp. “I do. Which is why I’m going to enjoy reminding you that what you mean and what you want are not always the same thing.”

“Dmitry.”

He looks at my mouth when I say his name, as if I’ve given him something. “Callista.”

I lift my chin. “And you delete the photo.”

“When you show up for me Friday night and introduce me to all the people in your circle that I’m interested in,” he says. “Wear the black dress on your third hanger. The one with the low back. Hair down.”

My jaw hangs open in shock. “You’ve been in my closet? Are you stalking me?”

“Yes, and yes.” He doesn’t even flinch at my question. His response is flippant. Nonchalant. Like stalking and going through a girl’s closet are regular hobbies college-aged guys have. “I didn’t come here on a whim. I have been collecting information on you for a long time, Callista. I know a lot about you. Your secrets, your shame, your pain, the things about your family you never tell anyone.”

Every word sends a new spiral of fear into my bloodstream. I take back every good word I said about Dmitry Antonov. He’s not a good guy. He’s not my knight in a shining armor.

He’s a bully. He’s a villain. He’s a fucking stalker. But none of that stops my pussy from gushing for him.

Dmitry steps aside, granting me space like a benevolent tyrant. “Five minutes,” he reminds me, opening the door a crack, listening. The hallway is a hive again. He glances back at me, eyes dark and bright at once. “Smile, princess.”

“I am not your princess.”

His mouth curves. “Not yet.”

He slips out, the lock catching softly after him. The room expands around me like it was waiting to exhale.

I stare at the girl in the mirror. The kiss is still on my mouth, a flush I can’t powder away. I fix my mascara, press cold water to my wrists, reapply lipstick, twist one stray hair back into its place. The face I make is flawless. The girl behind it is in trouble. First, my dad cut me off. Now I am being bullied by a guy with connections to organized crime. Still, I tell myself I can use this to my advantage. I can make Dmitry fund me, buy me the things I used to buy with my Dad’s money. If he’s a bully, I can be a gold digger, too.

Five minutes later, I descend the stairs into a house that loves me because I never fail. Lila swoops in, eyes bright and nosy. “Where did you disappear to?”

I give her what she wants. “Kissing my boyfriend in the bathroom. I guess the rumors haven’t spread yet.”

“Oh my god, are you really dating Dmitry Antonov?” They giggle like they’d been waiting for that word. I decide I could use this fake dating scheme to my advantage. I always get hit on by guys. Having a boyfriend who comes from an actually rich family could give me advantages. I’ll feel like less of an imposter with him backing me. I’m going to use him, too. He’s not the only one who’ll benefit from our arrangement.

In the far corner, Dmitry watches the room like a man who already owns the deed. Our eyes meet for a brief second. He touches two fingers to his mouth and then to his phone.

Promise. Threat. Contract.

I glide into the center of my party and make it a stage again. I am the perfect hostess. I am the perfect lie. And in forty-eight hours, I am going to be Dmitry Antonov’s perfect girlfriend.

On paper. In public.

Everywhere he decides.


TWO


Dmitry

The house glows like a cruise ship when I pull in. Light spills from the colonnade, soft and expensive. Aleksei picked this place for privacy and for the long view from the terrace. Marble floors, tall windows, a grand staircase that looks like it should lead to a ballroom. The furniture is dark wood and leather, heavy enough to survive a war. It smells like pine cleaner and something sweet from the kitchen, vanilla and warm sugar, probably the cookies Lena bakes when she cannot sleep.

I let myself in and drop my keys in the shallow brass bowl by the door. The foyer is quiet, then I hear it, the soft static of a baby monitor left on the console table. A tiny sigh comes through the speaker, a little rustle, then silence. The family wing is dark, a nightlight glowing somewhere down the hall. Aleksei keeps the nursery at the far end so that no one can reach it without crossing three cameras and two motion sensors. The security system hums in the walls like a heartbeat.

The living room is chaotic as usual. A single lamp throws a halo over the low table. There is a plate of food on it, meat pies from the bakery near the Russian market, still warm. Aleksei always pretends he is cutting back at night, then he heats these up after everyone is in bed. He is not here. The refrigerator door thumps somewhere in the kitchen.

I stop when I notice someone sitting at the table. The shape of his nose gives him away.

Leo.

Leo Antonov, the pakhan of the Antonov bratva. My oldest brother. My boss, if we’re being technical. Leo sits in the corner chair, jacket off, sleeves rolled, a crystal glass resting in his hand. He looks mellow, not soft, never soft. He sits straight even though he’s alone, unable to let his guard down even in solitude.

I feel sorry for him sometimes. The responsibilities he shoulders, the way he always maintains a façade…it reminds me of Callista.

They both wear masks, but Leo’s never cracks. He has become the mask. I bet he doesn’t remember how to cry. Maybe that’s why I felt so protective of Callista. I shouldn’t have wiped away her tears, or kissed her, but I wanted to give her the space to cry, to be herself, before her true self disappears. I couldn’t help it.

Leo notices me instantly. “Dmitry. You’re home.”

“Forget about me. You’re home. It has been a while.”

“Thought I’d pay you a visit.” The lines on Leo’s forehead deepen. He must have some work for me. Otherwise, he wouldn’t bother coming. “Aleksei has been begging me to come and see his son. The boy might take my place in the future, so I had to oblige.”

“You could have waited to see him until he’s grown up,” I say.

“He might have to take over from me sooner than you think.” The cryptic statement makes me squint my eyes.

Leo never speaks of retirement and giving up his position, so I’m surprised at this suggestion. He has never married, and has always stated that his brothers’ sons will carry his title one day, but I never understood why. I know he’s a bit old, but men in their forties get married all the time in our world. To young, beautiful women, too.

It has been a few months since I saw Leo. We were at Mikhail’s wedding, celebrating the union of the third-oldest Antonov brother to a bride from a powerful bratva family. It was an alliance Leo forged years ago.

I notice the subtle changes in his features. He has the kind of body that still looks like it could lift a man by the throat, but the light shows lines at the corners of his eyes, silver at his temples, a quiet heaviness around the mouth that was not there before. He looks like a man who has carried a country on his shoulders and fears he will carry that burden to his grave.

“College,” he says, as if it is a greeting. “How is it.”

“Not well,” I say, and kick my shoes off under the table. “I never have time to study. I spend my nights laundering our money because you keep asking me to.”

Leo's mouth tilts. “I ask because you are good. I cannot wait for you to graduate and stop wasting time in classrooms. Then you will join the business and your professors will stop sending me emails about attendance.”

Aleksei strolls in with a bottle of mineral water. He is taller than both of us, broader, a wall with a face. Tattoos curl under the sleeves of his black T-shirt. There is flour on his forearm. He must have stolen a cookie on his way to the fridge. His eyes cut to the plate, then to us.

“You started without me,” he says.

“Started,” I repeat, and take a meat pie before he can blink. “You mean finished.”

He sets the bottle on the counter and walks back slow, like a man who has already accepted the loss. I hand Leo a napkin, then reach for another pie. We attack in silence. The crust flakes, the steam hits my face, beef and onion and peppered gravy. I do not realize how hungry I am until the first bite cracks something open in my chest.

Aleksei sits, watches us work, then laughs under his breath. “I leave for one minute and two wolves climb on the table.”

“You should guard your food better,” I say.

“You should fear for your life,” he says, but he is smiling.

Leo wipes his fingers, then leans back, glass on his knee, eyes on me again. He looks different tonight. There is something else under the calm. I see it now that I am not moving. A shadow that clings to him like a second coat.

“Did something happen?” I ask. “You look different.”

“Something is always happening in our world.” Leo frowns. The lines around his mouth dig deep into his skin. “Why do you ask?”

“You look sad,” I say, and then it sounds like an accusation, so I soften it. “Older.”

Leo watches the lamp for a second, the way the light settles in the shade. “It is nothing,” he says. “I was remembering a thing that is not worth speaking of.”

He is evasive, which means it is not nothing. He turns the conversation before I can press.

“Your mouth,” he says, switching to Russian. “Why is it red, bratishka?”

Aleksei tilts his head. He sees it too now, the raw look at the edges, the heat in my face that is not from the food.

“I kissed a girl,” I say.

The room goes very quiet. Somewhere, the baby monitor pops and then settles.

Aleksei stares like I have announced the moon has fallen into the pool. “You kissed a girl.”

“Yes.”

“I thought you were a virgin,” he says. “I thought Leo would have to chain you to an altar and marry you to some poor bratva princess, and that’s the only way you’ll ever get laid.”

Leo sips and does not deny it. “Do you want that,” he asks. “Arranged marriage. Easy alliance. Little work.”

“I want whatever makes money,” I say.

Aleksei snorts. “On his wedding night he will be making love to his laptop. Spare some poor girl that nightmare, Leonid.”

The words ‘wedding night’ and ‘making love’ slam into my brain, creating a strange visual. Callista, under me on a bed I have never seen, silk sliding off her shoulders as she pulls at her wedding gown. Her mouth flushed from my kiss. Her eyes glassy and wet and angry, not because she is afraid, because she is drowning in the same fire that is curling through my blood right now.

I feel hot. My body has been feeling tense since I kissed her. I have kissed other girls before. Fucked them, too. But it never made me feel anything. It was cold, transactional. And I forgot about it soon after. But Callista’s tear-streaked face, soft voice, and trusting eyes are imprinted into my brain like a tattoo.

My kiss with Callista was meant to be a transaction, too.

But it was a revelation. A revelation that I can feel more than I thought I was capable of feeling.

Her beauty softened something inside me. She made me ache for an emotion I cannot even name.

All I need is leverage. A tool. Most women I sleep with are shallow. What you see is what you get. But Callista is complex. She’s like an onion. The more layers you peel, the more layers she has. And seeing a part of her she doesn’t show other people felt like intimacy.

For one second, I felt alive in a way I never feel in classrooms, never feel even when the numbers hit the exact shape I planned. Her lie is better than other people's truths. She thinks she is pretending to be someone else, but the version she is concealing is louder, brighter, more interesting than any of the girls who orbit these parties.

I breathe. I keep my voice flat. “It was nothing.”

Aleksei narrows his eyes. “You are red like a teenager.”

“Eat your pie,” I say.

He grins, then sits forward, elbows on knees. “What is her name.”

I let the silence do the work. He will feel me lock down and leave it. He always does when it matters.

Leo sets his glass aside. The mellow look shifts and the room tilts toward business. “Since we are confessing, there is a thing you should hear. We have trouble on the east side. The laundromat on Blackstone. People in suits have taken an interest. Two visits in a week. One of the cashiers is talking too much to the wrong men.”

The warmth drops out of my stomach. The buzz of the kiss is gone, just like that. The dull math of risk calculation returns, fast and clean.

“Feds,” I say.

Leo nods. “They look like it.”

Aleksei goes still. The silly big brother who mourned his late night snack is gone. The enforcer is here now, quiet and sharp, eyes like ice water. “Names.”

“Not yet,” Leo says. “They are careful. I want you to look at the cameras and the alley route. Go tonight if you can, tomorrow at the latest. Do not spook the clerk. We switch him out after you are done. Dmitry will reroute cash until then.”

“I will go,” Aleksei says. He is already somewhere else in his head, walking a hallway, counting steps.

I push my plate away and lean back into the sofa. “I will close that branch for three days. I will push two days of intake to the florist registers and one to the car wash. The florist has capacity if I bump the morning inventory and print a wedding order sheet. We can justify a spike.”

Leo nods once. “Do it.”

The baby monitor crackles again. A tiny voice breathes and then hums for a second, like a song caught in a dream. Aleksei stands before the hum can turn into a cry. He moves toward the hall, stops, looks back at us, and something warm crosses his face.

“Thank you for eating my dinner,” he says. “It reminds me that I live with animals.”

“Go kiss your girl,” I say, and he rolls his eyes and disappears down the hall.

I stack the plates, wipe the crumbs with a hand, and think of Callista licking salt from her bottom lip after champagne. I think of the way her body softened against mine even as her spine stayed straight. I think of the photo on my phone, and the power in my pocket, and how power feels useless because it cannot give me what I really want.

I need to talk to Aleksei. The secret society we operate at Allister College is called The Griffin Society. It’s how we recruit high-level talent, even soldiers sometimes. Recruiting muscle through the society is Aleksei’s job. But I need financial whizzes, hackers, and other smart people who can help us launder money and deal with government security. A lot of bright college students with big student loans come to Allister. If I could make them join the society, trap them in a web of dark debt and obligation, they could come work for me.

We need more qualified finance people working for the Antonov bratva. Which is why I’m going to use Callista’s connections to lure bright, desperate students into joining me.
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Sleep doesn’t come.

The clock on my laptop tells me it is past two, but I am still sitting in front of the screen, trying to read emails that mean nothing. Lines of code blur. Bank transfers, wire logs, numbers that should feel clean and logical all melt into noise. My brain is a furnace, burning with the memory of her face.

Callista Vale.

Every time I close my eyes, I see her pressed against the mirror, tears streaking her makeup as she tries to hold the pieces of herself together. It is not the first time I have seen her like that. I know more about her than I should. I have watched her for months.

I’m her stalker. It started as work, then became a hobby. Now, it’s an obsession. My mind craves to know what she’s doing, to touch her when she’s asleep and in another world.

It started as a way to impress Aleksei and strengthen the organization’s financial prowess. I had been playing with the idea of recruiting smart members to the Griffin Society, training them in money laundering and using their skills and desperation to expand. Some of their families even run small businesses like laundromats that could be useful.

Callista was a perfect target. Beautiful, visible, connected. She knew everyone who mattered and everyone who wanted to matter. I thought if I followed her, I could use her network to find recruits. But the more I watched, the less it felt like work.

The first time I realized how fragile she was, her stepmother had come to visit her. I watched from the feed, the drone parked outside the sorority house window, sound filtered through my earpiece. Callista opened the door in jeans and a silk top, smiling like she always does. The woman did not even say hello. She looked her up and down with the kind of disgust that drips like acid.

“Do you enjoy dressing like a gold digger?” her stepmother asked. “You think men respect a girl who looks cheap? You look like a wannabe influencer, not the daughter of a respectable man.”

Callista’s smile wavered. “It’s just casual, it’s not⁠—”

“It’s embarrassing,” her stepmother cut her off. “No wonder your father can’t stand looking at you. You remind him of that woman he regrets marrying.”

I saw her jaw tighten, her throat work around the words she could not say. When the woman finally left, Callista sank to the floor, pressing her palms to her eyes. She didn’t cry at first. She just sat there, still, like she was waiting for her soul to return to her body.

Later that week, I saw her father come to campus. He was tall, expensively dressed, his eyes already distant. I watched through the camera hidden near the garden gate. She followed him, asking about tuition, about her future, her tone desperate and tired.

“Dad, you said you’d help with rent this semester. You promised.”

He did not stop walking. “I can’t. Selina is going to art camp in Paris this semester. Get a part-time job and make some sacrifices for the sake of your younger sister. I’ve spoiled you enough.”

“You can’t spring this on me suddenly,” she said, her voice breaking. “Rent is expensive. I don’t have much money saved up. Also, you never even come to see me. Do you even care?”

He turned to her, his face like stone. “You want honesty, Callista? I wish I could be done with you already. You look just like your mother, and I hate having to look at you. You better find a job, because the moment you graduate, I’m cutting you off. I did enough for you. I don’t want to see you again.”

She screamed when he left, a raw sound that echoed through the courtyard, and I stood there in my car, watching the footage as if it was happening to me. I should have turned it off. I couldn’t. Every piece of her pain felt like something I needed to protect.

Now I sit in my office, the glow of the screen making my hands look pale. I try to type a reply to Leo’s message about the laundromat, about the investigation, but the words blur. My pulse will not slow. I tell myself to focus, to think about the money, the ledgers, the risk.

Instead, I think about her.

How she hides behind that perfect smile, how she keeps her shoulders straight even when she looks ready to collapse. She wears her pain like jewelry, polished, glittering, impossible not to notice once you’ve seen it.

By three, I give up. I grab my keys and step into the night. The city is quiet, streets slick from a recent rain. I tell myself I am only driving to clear my head, but the road bends itself toward her.

When I reach the Kappa House, the mansion glows under the soft gold of porch lights. Her window is half open, the curtain moving gently with the air. I park across the street and lean back, watching the light shift against the glass. I imagine her asleep, her hair spilled across her pillow, her breathing slow and even. I imagine touching her hand, just to make sure she is real.

My chest aches in a way that feels like punishment. I should drive away. I don’t.

For a long time, I sit there, hands still on the steering wheel, staring at the house that holds everything I should not want. The night feels alive around me, humming with the same pull that brought me here. My mind is a mess of logic and madness, of control and craving.

I whisper her name once. Quiet. Reverent. Like a confession.

But my body craves closeness. It craves the soft, smooth coolness of her skin against my burning fingertips. She thinks all I’ve done is watch her and rummage through her closet.

But I’ve done far worse. Tonight wasn’t the first time I touched Callista. At night, when she’s sleeping I touch her in places that make her tremble. And she thinks it’s all a dream. When she wakes up, she doesn’t remember any of it.

It’s a fucked-up kink to have.

But I can’t fight it. Can’t fight the urge to feel her wet and shaking under me, completely oblivious to the fact that she’s coming for her bully. For her stalker.

With a sigh, I get out of the car. I use a key to grant myself access into the sorority house. I had a member of the Griffin Society steal Callista’s keys and make copies of them so I could use them to get in and out of her room whenever I wanted. That’s how I know what clothes she has.

But I’ve done more than rummage through her closet. I’ve given her pleasure while she was asleep, touched her in ways that defy decency.

I’m outside her door, the key in my hand like a dark promise. The hallway is silent, the sorority house asleep around me. My heart hammers like a drum in my chest, an obsessive rhythm that matches the relentless pulse in my veins.

I can’t rationalize this need, this hunger that gnaws at me. I despise this weakness, but I can’t resist it. I slip the key into the lock. It turns with a quiet click, the sound barely a whisper in the stillness of the night.

The door eases open, revealing her room bathed in the soft glow of moonlight filtering through the window.

Callista lies on her bed, a vision of innocence and vulnerability. Her hair is a halo of gold against the white pillow, her face turned slightly, lips parted in the soft breaths of sleep. She looks like an angel, but one who’s been bruised by life. There’s a quiet defiance in the lines of her face, even in repose, like she’s ready to fight the world the moment she opens her eyes. I kneel beside her bed, my fingers reaching out to caress her cheek. Her skin is soft, warm, and so fucking alive.

I smooth the lines between her brows, murmuring, “You look so pretty when you sleep.”

But I can’t stop there. My hand drifts lower, tracing the delicate curve of her throat. She stirs slightly, but her eyes remain closed, lost in the depths of her dreams.

I slide my hand under her lacy camisole, feeling the satin of her skin beneath my fingertips. Her breasts are supple, juicy, perfect. I cup them in my hands, feeling the hardened nipples pressing against my palms. The sensation sends a jolt through me, straight to my cock. I’m aching, throbbing with need. My cock swells, pushing painfully against the confines of my boxers. I can’t risk leaving any trace of my presence, so I resist the urge to lick her, to taste the sweetness of her skin.

Instead, I kiss her hard nubs through her top, feeling the heat of her flesh through the thin fabric. Callista moans softly, arching her back, pressing her breasts into my hands. It’s like she knows what I need, even in her sleep. She rubs her nipples against my hand, seeking the friction that will set her on fire.

The sight of her, so responsive, so desperate for my touch, sends a shiver of lust through me. I knead her breasts, reveling in the feel of her, so pliant and willing beneath my touch. But it’s not enough. My cock is a painful throb, demanding more.

I slip my hand under her panties, stroking her wet slit. Her clit is plump and needy, and even in her sleep, she rubs it against my fingers, seeking the pleasure that only I can provide. The sight of her, undone, begging, shakes me to my core.

I lean down, kissing her belly, imagining my cock buried deep inside her. I can almost feel it, the tight grip of her pussy around me, the way she would clench and writhe as I fucked her. The thought nearly drives me mad.

I grind my erection against her thigh, chasing a relief that’s just out of reach. She shifts, angling her body, craving my fingers more. Her hips move in a slow, sensual rhythm, her breath coming in shallow gasps. She’s still asleep, but her body knows what it wants. It knows me. The realization hits me like a punch to the gut.

I’m playing with fire, dancing on the edge of a cliff. But I can’t stop. Not yet. Not when she’s so close, so desperate for release.

I stroke her clit, feeling the wet heat of her arousal coating my fingers. She’s so close, so ready to fall over the edge. But I can’t let her. Not yet. I need to preserve this, to draw out the pleasure, the anticipation. I need her to crave me, to need me, even in her sleep. I pull my hand away, leaving her on the brink. She whimpers, a sound of frustration and desire that sends another jolt of lust through me.

I rise, my body shaking with restrained need. I can’t stay here. Not like this. Not when I’m so close to losing control.

I hurry back down the stairs, my heart pounding in my chest.

Once I’m in my car, I unzip my jeans, freeing my cock. It’s swollen, angry, demanding relief. I stroke myself, the image of Callista burned into my mind. Her parted lips, her flushed skin, the way she moved against me, begging for more.

The sensation builds, a tight coil of pleasure at the base of my spine. I come with a groan, spurting hot and thick over my hand, onto my shirt. I lean back, my breath coming in ragged gasps. The release is intense, but it’s not enough.

It’s never enough.

Callista is a dangerous obsession, a fire that burns deep in my soul. And now that she’s my fake girlfriend, she can’t escape me. I won’t let her.

I’ll draw her into my dark depths and consume her until her throat is hoarse from screaming in pleasure.


THREE


Callista

The ceiling is still the same pale cream it has always been, but this morning, it looks like silk stretched over a drum. My heart keeps beating against it, loud enough to hear. I roll onto my back, my sheet sliding down to my thighs. I should be getting up and getting ready for my classes. Instead, I’m my pussy is throbbing like I’m having a period cramp. My thighs are sticky with arousal, coated in my own slick. I feel half-embarrassed and half-horny.

I keep remembering the way Dmitry kissed me, not soft but full of ownership, his hands anchoring me like he could keep me from falling apart. It has awakened something that I don’t want to name, a hunger that feels like it’s burning through my blood. The more I try to push it away, the hotter it gets.

It has been two days since the party. Friday approaches, and with it, the promise of seeing Dmitry again, the anticipation of feeling his hands on me.

I press my palm between my thighs, just for a second, and whisper a curse. My clit is sensitive. Just one press sends a jolt of electricity through me. Moisture trickles through my tight channel, staining my panties that are already wet.

Bad idea. Dangerous man. But my body isn’t listening to my brain.

The room is dark except for the glow of my phone on the nightstand. When it rings, I jump. My first thought is that it’s my father calling to remind me what a disappointment I am.

But the name on the screen freezes me harder than that.

Dmitry Antonov.

I drag in a breath, roll onto my side and swipe to answer. My voice is polished sorority-girl neutral. “Hello.”

“Good morning, darling.”

His deep voice slides over my skin like a warm hand. Heat pools low in my stomach. I tighten my grip on the phone. “I’m not your darling.”

I hear the smile in his silence. He wanted that reaction. He got it.

“Why are you calling me?” I ask, sharper than I meant to.

“To remind you to start hinting to your friends that we are dating. People saw us together last night. If you tell them it started then, they will believe it. Our chemistry sells the story for us.”

I bite my lip. I hate that he’s right. I hate more that it isn’t really a lie. Whatever we have between us is wild and real, even if I wish it wasn’t. He dried my tears, held me, gave me a moment where I didn’t have to pretend. No one else has ever done that. I will never say it to him.

Instead I put on my mask again. “Fine. But if we’re playing boyfriend and girlfriend, I need new shoes for the Finance Society gala on Friday. The right ones. We have to make a strong impression. It’s our first outing as a fake couple.”

I except the same condescension and judgment that my father gives me when I ask for new clothes. I expect Dmitry to tell me to wear whatever I have. I don’t even need new shoes, to be honest. I’m only using it as an excuse to get enough money to pay rent since my dad cut me off. A girl has to do whatever she can to survive.

Relief floods my lungs at his straightforward response. “How much.”

“Five hundred.” My voice stays steady even though my heart is racing. I’m thinking of groceries, not stilettos. I’ll borrow something from Lila. We have the same shoe size. She often lends me clothes and shoes without digging for reasons.

The notification buzzes before I even lower the phone. I open my banking app and stare at the new balance. “You actually sent it?”

“I did.”

“Wait. How do you even know my account number? I never told you.”

“I’m your stalker,” he says, like it’s a joke but not a joke. “I know everything about you.”

The words land like a spark on gasoline. My pulse jumps.

I remember last night. There was a weird feeling, like someone was in my room. I could feel something on my body, but I can’t remember what. I was too sleepy to notice. The strange sensation of eyes on me as I lay in bed. The certainty that someone was near even though my door was locked.

“Were you watching me last night?” I whisper.

“I was doing more than watching,” he says, his voice low enough to crawl under my skin.

A shiver runs through me. No. It can’t be. I have to be imagining it. He wouldn’t actually touch me, would he? I mean, he doesn’t look that desperate for sex. But my pussy is exploding with heat and sparks at the idea of Dmitry Antonov, my bully/stalker caressing my intimate folds at night, making me come in my sleep. Did I really feel his hands on my body, touching me?

A stab of pleasure lances through my stomach. My pussy convulses, fluttering like a horde of butterflies. Is that why I was wet and needy this morning? Because he pressed his fingers into my puss last night and left me on the brink of an orgasm? If he did stroke my slit at night, how did I not feel it?

I have a lot of fever dreams at night, but they’re just dreams. I used to have them even back in high school. I shake my head. I’m blowing this out of proportion.

Also, my core should not be so heated at the idea of a man touching me without my permission at night, stroking my most intimate places while I sleep, oblivious. But god help me, I’m into some fucked-up shit.

“You need to stop.” I clear my throat, trying to sound confident. “It’s an invasion of my privacy.”

“That’s why I do it,” he replies. “So you know I have the power to invade your privacy. So you know you cannot hide from me. You are never alone, Callista. I’m always there, always watching you.”

I swallow hard. I want to tell him he’s a monster. I want to tell him to stop. But somewhere deep down, the part of me that has been crying alone since childhood feels something different. Just having a person by my side when I’m feeling vulnerable and lonely matters, even if that person shouldn’t even be there.

Paradoxically, his words make me feel less scared. Because if I’m in trouble and he’s watching me, he won’t let me do something stupid. No one has ever wanted to observe me. No one has ever cared enough to look under the mask. People are satisfied as long as I give them what they want. Flattery, connections, a perfect smile.

Dmitry is different. He looks for the truth. He wants to crack me open and see all the ugliness I hide. That terrifies me. If he sees who I really am, I will never be able to lie again. At least, not to him.

I force myself to speak. “Fine. Keep watching me. Maybe I’ll even put on a good show for you one of these days.”

Silence stretches. Then his voice, sharper now. “What do you mean by that?”

“You’ll find out.”

I hang up before he can answer, staring at my phone as if it can tell me why my heart is racing. The room is still dark, but I feel a new kind of heat rising in me. Not fear. Not entirely. Something else. Something I don’t have a name for yet.
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Friday comes to soon.

I don’t have enough time to psychologically prepare myself before I’m forced to be in the same space as Dmitry again.

He looks even more devastatingly handsome this time. He’s dressed in formal attire. The dark colors bring out the starkness of his features, the subtle charm of his tattoos that creep over the neckline of his unbuttoned shirt.

Dmitry Antonov in a black suit that fits him like it was sewn directly onto his body. No glasses tonight. His eyes are sharper without them, his cheekbones carved in gold light, his hair neat enough to make sin look formal. I can’t stop staring. He has a chiseled body. It was drowned by his sweatshirt the first night we met, but I can see the visible bulk of muscle on his arms and thighs now.

He looks hot. Not in a ‘hot nerd’ kind of way, but in a ‘hot Daddy’ kind of way. In a way that makes me want to be pushed against the wall and taken by those strong arms. My core hums in approval. Flames lick my groin. Fuck, this man is making my stomach flip. He’s confident, stunning, but there’s an edge of darkness that adds that perfect hint of roughness to his masculinity.

He catches me looking and his mouth curves. “Enjoying the view?”

“Can you even see without those glasses?” I ask, trying to sound casual.

“Contact lenses,” he says, spreading his arms. “Satisfied?”

“You cleaned up nicely,” I admit.

“I had to. I wanted to look like the perfect boyfriend for Callista Vale.” His voice is smooth, quiet, dangerous. “And that meant I had to look like the golden boy to your golden girl.”

The compliment lands like a touch. His gaze sweeps down my body, unhurried, deliberate. He drinks me in like I’m a goddess and he’s trying to commit all the details of my angles and curves to his memory.

“The shoes were a worthy investment,” he says, and something inside me melts. Men usually mock my taste, call me superficial, say I care too much about appearances. Dmitry’s voice carries no mockery, only approval.

The ballroom sparkles like money itself. Gold light pours from chandeliers, catching the sequins and the wine glasses. Laughter glides across the room in polished accents. The kind of laughter that hides teeth.

I tug the hem of my black dress lower, even though it already fits like a second skin. Dmitry told me to wear this one, and I hate that I listened. I hate how obeying us command made my pussy wet. How, as I dressed, all I could think of was him praising me, calling me his good girl for listening to him.

The spot between my thighs buzzes, cramping with yearning.

I know I shouldn’t expect anything. This is not a BDSM scene, nor did Dmitry sign up to be my Daddy Dom. But my nerves have been tight with anticipation all evening, waiting for him to notice that I followed his instructions.

“I wore the dress you mentioned,” I say, cringing internally. I’m acting so desperate for his attention. I doubt he’s going to tell me I’ve been a good girl. I’m only his fake girlfriend. He’s not here to validate me or help me live out my fantasies of being a submissive. Or maybe Dmitry Antonov is too vanilla to be into things like Ddlg.

“I noticed,” he replies. He doesn’t say more.

I pout, but he has already turned his head. He’s scanning the crowd.

“Come on, it’s time to socialize.” My breath catches when he places his hand on the small of my back. It’s just a touch, barely there, but my whole body lights up. The crowd is all around us, but in that moment, he feels like the only real thing in the room.

“Ready to play the part?” he asks.

“Do I have a choice?”

He leans close enough for his breath to brush my ear. “Not tonight.”

Before I can reply, a pair of students from the Finance Society walk over. One of them, a senior named Julian, grins wide. “Callista, you didn’t tell us you had a boyfriend. And this one’s a ten.”

“Yeah, where’d you find him?” another girl laughs. “Is he imported?”

“All the way from Russia. Can’t say I have a taste for foreign stuff, though.” My first instinct is sarcasm. I know it’s crazy to feel betrayed because he didn’t praise me for wearing the dress he wanted, but part of me craves validation. I never get any from my dad, and if I’m going to have a fake boyfriend, the least he can do is make me feel like I’m playing my part well.

Dmitry laughs softly, his arm tightening around my waist. The possessive touch satiates the ache in my core, but only for a moment. I need more from him. More than I he can give. More than I have a right to expect. “She’s always like this. Pretends she doesn’t like me. But she does.”

“I do not,” I mutter, but he keeps smiling at them like I’ve just confirmed it.

“She’s shy about feelings,” he tells them. “That’s what makes her adorable.”

Adorable. My face burns. I glare at him, but everyone else melts into approving smiles.

“You two are disgustingly cute,” Julian says, raising his glass.

“Well, you know what they say about cute couples,” I add. My chest has been stinging, even though I know there’s no rational reason for feeling betrayed. “They never last.”

Julian’s laugh turns awkward. Dmitry makes another comment about my sense of humor before shepherding me away from those people.

He literally shoves me in front of him, pushing me into the corridor, until we’re near the bathrooms.

I finally exhale, relieved to be away from people. My mask keeps slipping off tonight. It’s Dmitry’s fault. I just hope Julian bought his BS about my odd sense of humor. I can’t seem to be act like my usual, unflappable self around Dmitry. He brings out my teeth. My fangs. The real me. The girl who I’ve pushed down for years. She feels like she can breathe around him.

But her existence has the ability to destroy my social reputation.

“Don’t manhandle me, Antonov.” I grunt when he pushes my back against the wall. There aren’t any people here. Just us. The air vibrates with the flammable combo of my need and his anger.

He turns his head toward me, voice lower. “You keep acting like you don’t want me in front of them. Stop it.”

“What, you think I should be swooning in your arms?”

“You should act like you want to be here. If you keep throwing little barbs, people will think this isn’t real.”

I roll my eyes. “It isn’t real.”

“It needs to look like it is.”

“Sorry, but I’m not an actress.”

His jaw tightens. “You’re better than an actress. Pretending is your middle name. You’ve been fake since the day you set foot on this campus.”

Fake. The word stabs my heart like a knife.

Anger simmers, boiling over. I grab his collar, tightening my fingers on the fabric. It feels cathartic to get mad at someone, to rage instead of tamping down my emotions. What he’s saying is true. I’ve been a pretender all along. So why can’t I do it when I’m with him?

“I’m not pretending for you,” I yell. “Maybe you should have picked someone more cooperative.”

Something in him shifts. His eyes darken. The calm cracks.

I hear a bang, exploding into my ears. I flinch, closing me eyes. When I open them, Dmitry is leaning over to me, his palms against the wall on either side of me, caging me in.

My breath stutters. He’s so close. The proximity makes me feel small, like a hunted animal. His pupils are dilated, his rage apparent. He could kill me. I don’t think he will, but he can. His size, his strength, that predatory twist of his lips...it’s all too clear.

“If you want to be bullied for real, keep talking,” he says, voice low, calm in the way storms are calm before they break. “My family donates more money to this college than your father has ever made. I could have you expelled before sunrise.”

My throat dries. “You don’t have that kind of power.”

He leans closer until I can feel the heat from his body, his chest brushing mine. “If you keep being a brat, you’ll find out that I do.”

For a second, I can hear nothing but his heartbeat. It’s steady, hard, relentless.

I hate that my body doesn’t understand fear. It only understands the electricity running between us. My chest rises against his, and the air between us burns. My nipples are hard as diamonds under my dress and each time they press against his solid, unmoving chest, a crackle of electricity jolts through my system. I’m pressing my fucking breasts against him. It feels so intimate, even though we’re fully clothed.

“Keep misbehaving, and I’ll make you pay for it later.”

His voice drips with power. The woman inside me, the one who longs for punishment and praise, shivers.

“Oh, really?” I bat my eyelashes like an ingénue. “Are you going to break into my room and steal a dress as payback?”

“I’ll steal more than a dress.” His sigh is filled with seething frustration. It tightens around my core like a rope. His fingers bite into my shoulders. The prick of his nails against my skin hits me in my pussy. He’s rough, and I like it. Heat floods my senses. My core swells with delight. A dark, delicious feeling thrashes through my veins. Why do his touches arouse me so much?

“No.” Air slams into my lungs. I realize what he means. He plans to touch me, maybe even kiss me when he breaks into my room. When he narrows his eyes in a warning, I realize it won’t end with a kiss. “You won’t.”

“I will, and I am going to.” Dmitry raises an eyebrow. “Put on a good show for me like you promised, babygirl, and I might even let you come.”

I gasp. “You’re not serious.”

“You’ll find out, won’t you?”

Dmitry straightens slightly, catching my hand before I can move. His grip is firm, not painful, but final. “Now you’re going to introduce me to the right people, smile when I touch you, and let me do what I came here to do. Understood?”

I nod before I can think.

He smiles then, small and satisfied, and pulls me back toward the ballroom. My heart beats too fast, my skin too hot. I tell myself I hate him, that I want to escape. But the truth hums beneath everything else.

When he touches me, I feel seen. When he commands, I listen.

And that scares me more than anything.


FOUR


Dmitry

There’s a special place in hell for men like me.

Tonight, Aleksei is holding a meeting of the Griffin Society. I pressed a few discreet cards into the hands of some of the people I met at Friday night’s party. Callista and I haven’t made contact since then, but I’ve been using my drone to check up on her activities.

She pleasured herself after the gala. She gave me a good show like she promised, baring her pussy and grinding her pretty fingers into her tight cunt. The drone couldn’t get a perfect shot but I saw enough.

And now I want to taste that cunt, too. I want to feel her pussy juices running down my chin as I eat her out and make her come. I want to slurp up her arousal as I grind my tongue against her aching clit, reminding her that I own her. That I’m the one who makes her body ache and yearn at night.

I swallow, watching the last bit of footage from the drone. I’ve watched it fifty times at least. But this is my favorite part.

When her back arches on the bed, and she says, “Yes, Daddy. Please. Tell me I’ve been a good girl. You should praise me more.”

I didn’t know why she was pissed off at me at the gala, but now I do. She wanted me to praise her. For being a good little submissive.

Stalking her is the only way I have of infiltrating her mind, her psyche. It’s how I find out her deepest needs, and make sure I can use them to my advantage. I had no idea that Ms. Golden Girl had a praise kink and a desire to be dominated.

Looks like I’m not the only one who is into kinky sex. She’s hiding more than I imagined under that mask.

That intrigues me more. I haven’t been inside her room in two days, and I can’t go tonight, either, because I’ll have to go home with Aleksei after the meeting. He’ll ask questions if I don’t, and I can’t have my brothers finding out about my fucked-up hobby.

The old Allister library is quiet at night. Its gothic arches swallow sound, its stained-glass windows catch the moonlight in cold fragments. Most students think it closes at midnight. They never notice the east wing light flicker after hours.

That’s where we meet.

Aleksei walks beside me through the narrow hallway. His face is half covered by a black hood, the bottom half visible, all sharp jaw and stubble. He prefers mystery to disguise. Power, not secrecy.

“You’re quiet,” he says as we approach the oak door that leads to the restricted archives. “Something on your mind?”

“Nothing,” I say, though it isn’t true. My thoughts are full of Callista—her defiance at the gala, her voice trembling when she challenged me, the way it made me want to break her pride just to see what lay underneath.

Aleksei studies me for a beat, but he doesn’t press. “Keep your focus tonight. The new recruits need to believe you more than they believe themselves.”

Inside, the library’s lower hall is lit by a ring of candles. The long tables are gone, replaced by a single iron lectern at the center. Shadows crawl up the vaulted ceiling.

Everyone wears a cloak. Faces hidden, voices kept low. The Society isn’t a club. It’s an oath.

I pull my mask down into place before stepping into the circle. Aleksei remains in the corner, arms crossed, observing like an overseer. I am the one who speaks.

Five students wait before me, all of them talented and desperate. They were at the finance gala. I watched them watch me. They’re brilliant at numbers, but buried in debt. Their futures hang on the chance to be chosen.

“Welcome,” I say, voice carrying through the hall. “You’ve been invited because you see beyond what’s ordinary. You understand the world doesn’t reward honesty. It rewards precision, risk, and loyalty.”

A ripple of unease moves through them. Curiosity wins.

One of them, a boy named Carter, swallows hard. “What is this place?”

“A way out,” I tell him. “A way forward.”

They exchange glances. I let the silence build before I go on. “You owe money. You owe time. The Society erases debt. In return, you dedicate your skill to something greater. You will have tasks—projects that use your talents. They’re demanding. They will test you. But you’ll never worry about tuition or rent again.”

Another student, a girl with bright eyes and bitten nails, asks, “Who runs this Society?”

“You’ll know what you need to know,” I reply. “Knowledge here is earned. Obedience comes first.”

They lean in, hunger already shaping their expressions. It isn’t greed I see. It’s relief. Someone finally offering them purpose.

“Will we be paid?” Carter asks.

“You’ll be compensated,” I say. “Enough to live well. Enough to prove your worth.”

“And what happens if we want to leave?” another voice asks from the back.

“You won’t,” I tell them simply. “Once you join, the Society becomes part of you. You stay until you graduate. You work, you learn, you earn.”

Silence again. Then nods. Acceptance. Desperation looks like faith in the right lighting.

Aleksei steps forward, his presence cutting through the air. He places a small, leather-bound book on the lectern. Inside, a page filled with names written in careful ink.

“Step forward,” I say. “One at a time.”

Each recruit approaches. They place a hand on the page and speak the words we require:

“I pledge loyalty to the Griffin Society. I will serve its cause, keep its secrets, and follow its guidance without question. I will protect my brothers and sisters in this circle, and I will never betray them.”

When the last voice fades, the candles gutter and flare again. The room smells of wax and smoke and adrenaline.

“Welcome to the Society,” I tell them. “Your new lives begin tonight.”

The students exchange looks of awe, fear, excitement. Aleksei meets my eyes across the flickering light, his mouth a straight line. He knows this is more than recruitment. It’s indoctrination.

As the new members file out to receive their assignments, I stay behind, staring at the ledger. Five new names. Five new pieces on the board. Five new people who will help with our finances in a year, bringing us a wealth of cash and benefits.

I can retire some of the men who are too old to understand or use new technology, the old Russian soliders that my dad recruited in his time. They’re not efficient, nor do they understand hacking, laundering, cryptocurrency, or the need for technology and strategy.

I need people who will be useful. And the best part is that this is just the beginning. I can find more people like them, and it’s all thanks to my fake girlfriend.

Looks like fake dating Callista Vale wasn’t for nothing after all.


FIVE


Callista

The Kappa common room smells like espresso and panic. I have three girls arguing over the color of the centerpieces, one complaining that the caterer isn’t answering emails, and a spreadsheet that refuses to balance itself.

The charity auction is in two days. The frat we’re partnering with has already posted about it five times on social media. If anything goes wrong, the blame will land squarely on me.

My thighs tingle. I have masturbated twice to Dmitry after the gala. That’s a record, even for me. Still, my pussy seems to be permanently charged, as if waiting for the sound of his voice, his next command. He was so hot when he caged me against the wall and told me that there would be consequences if I didn’t listen to him.

He’s a true dominant, and he doesn’t even know it. I bet he doesn’t even care about sex, using it as a tool for gratification rather than self-expression.

My phone sits on the table beside the laptop. I keep checking it even though I know it’s useless. Dmitry hasn’t texted since Friday. Not a word. Not even a command. I hate that I want him to.

The worst part is that my brain keeps drifting back to him—the way he looked at the gala, the way his hand felt on my back, the quiet danger in his voice. I tell myself it’s just curiosity. But that isn’t true, and the lie makes me restless. I don’t want another man to make me feel small and invisible when he’s done using me. My father is proof enough of how that ends.

I can’t be obsessing over a man who doesn’t even want me.

“Callista!” one of the girls, Tessa, waves a clipboard. “Did you ever confirm the sound system rental?”

My stomach drops. “The what?”

“The sound system. We can’t have an auction without a microphone.”

“Oh, no.” I press my fingers to my temples. “I’ll call them right now.”

“Someone’s distracted,” Jenna sing-songs from the couch. “Must be her new boyfriend keeping her up at night.”

Laughter ripples through the room.

“Yeah,” says Hailey, flipping through her planner. “Why are you dating that guy anyway? He’s not in Greek life. He doesn’t even go to our events. He’s not your usual type. You like blondes. He has dark hair and he looks like a nerd. Why would you drop your standards? Plus, he’s… what’s the word…”

“Weird?” Jenna supplies. “Or shady.”

Laughter ripples through the room.

I keep my voice even. “Maybe I like mysterious.”

“You don’t know anything about him,” Hailey says. “And there’s talk. His family—” she lowers her voice, as if the walls are listening— “has… you know, connections.”

“Connections?”

“To the mafia,” Jenna says, eyes wide like she’s sharing a ghost story. “Someone told me his brother was involved in some, like, Eastern European crime thing.”

“That’s ridiculous,” I say, but my pulse spikes. I used to think that was nonsense, but after Dmitry told me that he stalks me, I’m not so sure. He talks about criminal activities like they’re perfectly normal hobbies. Maybe he has lived in a world where that’s normal.

Hailey shrugs. “Even if it’s true, they donate a ton of money to the school. The dean loves them. They say Dmitry was accepted into college even though he didn’t make the cut. He’s a legacy-plus applicant.” She leans forward, faux sympathy dripping from her tone. “Guess it’s smart dating someone who has that kind of influence. Must be nice to never worry about things like tuition or favors.”

The words hit harder than they should. The implication that I’m with someone for the benefits.

It’s the same tone my stepmother used when she’d catch me looking at clothes in a catalog.

You really think expensive things make you special? she’d say. Your father pays for everything you have, and you still walk around like you earned it. You’ll never be more than a pretty little leech, Callista.

My throat burns. I force a smile, but it feels brittle. “I do have to worry about things.”

“Oh, come on,” Jenna says. “We’re not judging. We expected you to date someone like him. Loaded. Powerful. With connections that you can use to get attention and shine more socially. You do love being the center of attention. And you’ve been wearing a lot of expensive clothes lately.”

“Yeah, did he buy you those shoes. They’re Dior,” another girl adds, staring at my feet. My shoes are not Dior. They’re cheap shoes I bought at a charity sale. I guess I just make things look expensive by wearing them.

But I hate the silent implication. Gold digger. Social climber.

It sounds the same as it did in my father’s house—people laughing while I’m breaking.

“Ladies.”

The voice comes from the doorway.

Dmitry stands there, black coat, dark eyes, every inch of him cutting through the noise. The room falls silent in an instant.

Hailey straightens, trying for charm. “We were just⁠—”

“Talking about me,” he finishes. “I heard.”

Nobody breathes.

He crosses the room slowly, stopping beside me. The energy shifts; the air tightens.

“For the record,” Dmitry says, his voice low but carrying, “Callista isn’t a gold digger. She didn’t chase me. I asked her out.”

The room stills.

“I can see why people talk,” he continues, eyes flicking from one girl to the next. “It’s easy to fill in blanks when you don’t have anything interesting in your own lives.”

Jenna bristles. “We didn’t mean anything by it.”

“I know,” he says smoothly. “You just forgot your manners.”

Silence. Embarrassment thickens the air. The girls glance at one another, flushed, caught between fear and fascination.

My heart races. I feel protected. For the first time in my life, it feels like I have someone in my corner. Someone clearing up the facts, someone defending me against people’s lies. Setting the record straight and showing people that I’m not defenseless. That there are people who care about me, too.

Dmitry turns to me. “You ready?”

I nod before I can think. My heart’s still racing, a mix of humiliation and something far more dangerous—pride. He stood up for me. Publicly. No one’s ever done that.

I look at the girls, my voice sharper than I intended. “Next time you’re curious about my relationship, ask me directly. Not when you’re gossiping like bored housewives.”

Their jaws drop.

It feels like breaking the surface after being underwater too long. I’ve never spoken like that, not to anyone.

Dmitry gestures toward the door. “Let’s go.”

I follow him out, every step a strange mix of adrenaline and satisfaction.

When we reach my room, I shut the door behind us. “You didn’t have to humiliate them.”

He looks at me, calm as always. “They humiliated you first.”

“I can handle myself.”

“You didn’t look like it.”

That stings, mostly because it’s true. “You can’t keep swooping in like some dark knight.”

“I’m not a dark knight, I’m you fake boyfriend” he says, and for the first today, I almost smile.

But then his tone changes. “You shouldn’t let people talk about you like that. You’re mine. They should know better.”

The word mine sends a shiver through me. I hate how much power it has.

“Stop saying that,” I whisper.

He takes a step closer. “You don’t want me to stop.”

I wish he were wrong.

The air between us hums with something I can’t name. Then my phone rings.

My stomach plummets when I see the name on the screen.

Dad.

“Oh God,” I whisper. “I can’t⁠—”

I hesitate too long. I bite my lip, hoping that the phone stops ringing. My father wouldn’t call me until he had bad news to deliver and I’m not in the mood for bad news.

Dmitry takes one look at me and snatches the phone from my hand.

“Dmitry, no⁠—”

“Hello,” he says, tone smooth, confident.

I lunge for the phone, mouthing give it back, but he steps out of reach and hits speaker.

“Who is this?” my father’s voice booms through the room, clipped and cold as ever.

“I’m Callista’s boyfriend,” Dmitry says, steady as stone. “Dmitry Antonov.”

I freeze. The room tilts.

My father goes silent for three long, horrifying seconds. “Her what?”

Dmitry doesn’t flinch. “Her boyfriend. It’s nice to finally speak with you, sir. Callista’s busy right now, but if you’d like to leave a message, I’ll pass it on.”

I shake my head violently, mouthing stop it, but he only watches me, eyes gleaming with quiet amusement.

My father clears his throat. His voice is tight, controlled, the way it gets when he’s forcing himself not to shout. “Tell her that her stepmother has generously decided to invite her to the party we’re hosting before Selina leaves for art camp in Paris. Some of our guests were asking about her, and it would be… impolite if she didn’t make an appearance.”

I can picture him: sitting in his study, tie loosened, whisky glass sweating in his hand, every word measured and heavy.

“It’s the Sunday after next,” he adds. “Six sharp.”

Dmitry’s tone doesn’t change. “Should I assume I’m invited as well?”

The silence that follows stretches like wire. When my father finally speaks, I can hear his teeth grinding. “If you must.”

Then the line goes dead.

I stand frozen for a second before I move. When I do, I tackle him onto the bed. He’s like a wall of bricks. Pushing him onto the bed, flattening him, takes the wind out of my lungs. I sit on top of him so he can’t move, pinning him in place.

I glare at him.

“Are you out of your mind?” I grab my phone back and push him. “You can’t just talk to him like that!”

He’s laughing quietly, the sound low and infuriating. “Relax, princess. He invited me. Also, I love you on top of me.”

I move my ass, but it only grinds against his hard abs. I stay on him, not wanting to move. He said he liked it, and the submissive side of me wants to please him, wants to give him what he likes.

His chest expands and contracts under me. I feel his breaths. And his hand caressing my ass slowly, the kind of slow that makes my pussy water and my breasts feel tingly.

“You pervert!” I scream, unable to admit how much I like it.

“Don’t blame a guy for liking a plump ass on his cock.” I choke at Dmitry’s filthy language as his hands cup my ass cheeks. I should be alarmed, but I’m not. His possessive touch feels playful rather than invasive. My blood heats, flowing slowly to my pussy, making my inner walls throb in time to his breaths. “Why are you so mad?”

“You don’t understand,” I snap. “He’s going to think I’m—” The words knot in my throat. “Like her.”

Dmitry’s brow furrows. “Like who?”

“My mother.” The word tastes bitter. “She cheated on him. All the time. She couldn’t stop herself. He said she was addicted to men. She slept with a new guy every week, even though she was married. She neglected me, left me alone at home.”

I wrap my arms around myself. “When she finally ran away, he looked at me like I was her reflection. Like I’d grow up and become just like her. That’s why I never bring guys home. I can’t give him a reason to think he’s right.”

Dmitry’s gaze softens slightly, though his tone stays level. “You think he’ll see me and assume the worst.”

“He will. He’ll think I’m reckless. Weak. Like her. That I need men to feel good, just like she did.”

He studies me, then shakes his head. “That’s not weakness, Callista. You’re allowed to want connection. A lonely girl like you, whose dad doesn’t care about her, whose step-mom hates her. You’re all alone in the world. You’re exactly the type of person who needs a boyfriend.”

I glare at him. “You don’t get to psychoanalyze me.”

“Then stop making it so easy,” he says, voice dropping lower.

I open my mouth to fire back, but he catches my wrist, tugging me closer until I can feel his breath on my cheek.

“You’re not like her,” he says quietly. “You’re not like your mother at all.”

“How do you know?” I ask, tears welling up in my eyes. Dmitry’s gaze is so sure, like he believes me. Like he knows I’m different. I want to cling to his certainty, to be the woman he thinks I am.

But he doesn’t know that I masturbate to him at night. Or that even now, all I can think about is grinding my pussy against his cock until I orgasm.

“I know.” He brackets my face, pulling me down until our mouths are only inches apart. “I’m your stalker. I know you better than anyone else.”

“Shut up,” I whisper, punching his chest.

“Make me.”

The words hang between us, daring me. I act before I can think.

There’s barely an inch between our lips. It’s the greatest opportunity. I can’t resist.

I lean in and kiss him.

It isn’t soft. It isn’t planned. It’s raw and impulsive and messy, and for a moment, everything else—my father, my mother, the endless pretending—falls away. All that’s left is the sharp rush of finally taking something for myself.

Power pulses through my veins. I kissed him because I wanted it. And there’s no one to judge me for wanting him.

When I pull back, my pulse is wild and my hands are trembling.

Dmitry looks up at me with something unreadable in his eyes—approval, challenge, maybe both.

“You do realize you’ll have to meet my parents in two weeks,” I remind him. “I know you were trying to bully me, but you miscalculated. This ‘fake dating’ thing between us is only so you can get into coveted social circles in college. Now you have to waste your time on my parents.”

“I won’t be wasting my time,” Dmitry replies, squeezing my ass. “Watching you squirm will be worth it.”


SIX


Dmitry

The screen glows softly in the dim light of my room, casting long shadows that dance macabrely on the walls. I'm supposed to be going over the new recruits' first missions, but my eyes are glued to the video feed from the drone outside Callista's window. She steps out of the shower, hair wet and glistening, face scrubbed clean of makeup. She looks fresh, innocent, and so fucking edible that my mouth waters.

Her towel is wrapped tightly around her, but it doesn’t hide the curves that I’ve memorized. She walks to her bed, and I lean forward, my breath catching as she begins to dry her hair. The way she moves, the way she tilts her head—everything about her is elegant, even in this private moment.

I’m looking forward to witnessing the perfect swells of her breasts when she drops her towel and changes into her pajamas.

But instead of feeding my dark obsessive need by throwing me scraps of her naked body, she

does something that makes my blood boil. She reaches for the curtains and draws them closed, blocking my view. A growl rumbles in my chest. I need to see her. I need to know what she’s doing, what she looks like in intimate moments. This isn’t just about control; it’s about needing to be there, to see every part of her, hear every small noise she makes. Because even if she doesn’t know it, her presence, her body, her face, everything about her feeds the monster inside me.

When I yearn for her, when I desire her, I feel human.

I’ve always been detached and unemotional. Sarcastic and unbothered. Nothing impressed me. Nothing made me want to possess it. But deep inside, I felt an emptiness. The hollowness that comes from not having anything to love, anything to care about. I needed an obsession, something I could fixate on, something that could rattle my heart, spark my emotions.

And I found that in Callista Vale. She makes me feel things I’ve never felt before. Desire, craving, protectiveness, tenderness, possessiveness. I’m not ready to let go of the one woman who makes my soul burn, makes my heart beat.

I grab my phone and dial her number. It rings twice, and I’m already on edge.

“What?” she answers, her voice sharp but slightly breathless.

“Open the curtains,” I command, trying to keep my voice steady.

“Why? So you can stalk me? No thanks.” Her tone is defiant, but there’s a hint of something else—a tremor, a catch in her breath.

“I have other ways of watching you, Callista,” I say, my voice low and threatening. “You won’t like them as much.”

“I won’t let you watch me,” she retorts, but there’s a slight waver in her voice. She’s turned on by the idea, even if she won’t admit it.

“You want me to force my way into your room?” I ask, my voice dropping to a seductive drawl. “You want me to see the filthy things you do at night? Maybe you want me to help you.”

She coughs, trying to cover her surprise. “You don’t know what I do at night.”

“I do. I’ve seen it all. I know you beg for a Daddy as you come. I know how your pussy glistens when you’re turned on. How you breathe hard when you’re close. I know how you fantasize about being submissive. You need praise. You need someone to tell you that you’re good.”

There’s complete silence on the other end. I can almost hear her heart racing.

“Do you actually have videos of me…like that?” She swallows so hard I hear an audible pop.

“Dozens of them. You naked, spread out on your bed like a⁠—”

She hisses, cutting me off before I can get more graphic with my description.

“Delete whatever footage you have of that,” she finally says. In contrast to her words, her tone is timid. Afraid.

“You’re not denying it, then.”

“Are you going to blackmail me with those videos?” she asks, her voice shaking.

“No. They’re for my eyes only.” The thought of anyone else seeing her like that makes my blood boil. I always delete the footage. No one gets to see my woman naked, not even accidentally.

She scoffs. “You’re just like all bullies. Harassing me, using illegal footage to blackmail me.”

“I’m not blackmailing you,” I remind her. “I only do it because it’s fun. You’re intriguing, and I want to see behind your mask.”

“Fun?” Her words break on a sob. “It’s fun to ruin my life, to make me feel powerless and scared?”

“Don’t you like being powerless?” I ask. “Isn’t that what you crave?”

“No.” I hear her sniffle, and it cuts through me like a knife. She’s crying. But I don’t think she’s crying because I’m wrong. I think s he’s crying because I saw something she didn’t want me to see, and yet, she can’t deny that she wanted someone to see that part of her.

“Callista,” I say softly, trying to shush her. “Don’t cry.”

“You’re terrible,” she says. “You had no right to see those things, to see me…”

“I had no right to,” I admit. “But I won’t apologize.”

She sobs harder. “I’ll be a good girl. I’ll be a good fake girlfriend. I’ll smile and do everything you say. I won’t be sarcastic. I’ll convince people that we’re in love. So can you please delete the videos and stop recording me when I’m trying to get off? That’s the only time I can be myself, and I don’t want to be paranoid and have to act all the time.”

Her words hit me deep in the chest. The vulnerability in her voice, the raw pain—it’s more than I can bear. When she said she wanted to be a good girl for me, it hit my cock like a firestorm, enveloping my dick in heat. But this isn’t about sex. It’s about her pain, her need for acceptance, her desperation to be seen and understood.

“Callista,” I say, my voice gentle. “I’m not trying to scare you or make you stop doing what you’ve been doing.”

“You don’t understand,” she sobs. “I can’t have anyone finding out. Everyone will judge me. I didn’t even want you to find out.”

“I’ve seen worse,” I tell her, trying to reassure her. “And don’t you feel better knowing someone knows your secret? You don’t have to carry all your burdens alone.”

“You don’t know what it’s like to feel like you’re always a bad girl because your mother was sex-crazed. It’s fucked up to want to be a good girl in bed to compensate for that.”

“It doesn’t matter why you want what you want,” I say firmly. “All needs are valid.”

She’s quiet for a moment, then whispers, “You don’t think that.”

“I do. You’re allowed to want what you want. You’re allowed to be who you are.”

She sighs, a soft, shaky sound. “I wish I could believe that.”

“You can.”

“How?” she asks, her voice small. “My whole life will crumble if I act like myself for one day.”

“Then act like yourself for one night. Let me see you.”

“I can’t.” She moans. “Not with you. You’re the worst person to be myself around.”

“I’m the only person you’ve ever been yourself around,” I remind her. “So can you stop lying to yourself?”

She’s silent for a long moment, then whispers, “I wish you were here. In my room. I want to claw your eyes out. I want to bite your annoying mouth and shut you up.”

My heart twists. I need to be there, to hold her, to soothe her. I need to see her, to touch her, to make her believe that she’s worthy of love and acceptance.

“I’ll be there soon,” I promise. “Don’t move.”

“Wait, you want to get your eyes clawed out?” She inhales a surprised breath.

“Yes. I want you to do whatever you want, whatever it takes to make you stop crying.”

I hang up and grab my keys, my heart pounding in my chest. I need to get to her, to hold her, to make her understand that she’s not alone.
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As I step into Callista’s room, the first thing that hits me is the scent—a mix of floral and something distinctly feminine. The lights are on, casting a warm glow over everything. Her room is a reflection of her—elegant, controlled, but with hints of chaos peeking through. Clothes are strewn over a chair, textbooks stacked haphazardly on the desk, and a vanity covered with makeup and hair tools. The bed is unmade, the sheets rumpled, and I can’t help but imagine her tangled in them, her body warm and inviting.

Callista stands with her arms crossed over her chest, pushing her breasts up in a way that makes my mouth water. She’s dressed in a lacy camisole top, her hard nipples visible through the thin fabric. I want to suck on them, to feel their hardness against my tongue. Her tiny shorts reveal creamy thighs, and the material clings to her perky ass. She’s a vision, and I’m already hungry for her.

She advances toward me, her eyes flashing with anger. Without a word, she slaps me across the face. The sting is sharp but brief, and I barely feel it. Her hand trembles as she retrieves it, her eyes wide with uncertainty.

“I’m sorry,” she whispers.

“You don’t have to apologize,” I say, my voice steady. “I deserved it.”

She looks at me, fear replacing the anger in her eyes. “I didn’t think you’d come.”

“I told you I would.”

“Why do you have a key to my room?” she asks, her voice shaking.

“I’ve been here before,” I admit. “Many times.”

Her blush deepens. “I thought those were dreams.”

“They weren’t.”

She slumps her shoulders, looking defeated. “Now that you know how much I’m like my mother, how much I crave sex, what are you planning to do?”

“I’m planning to give you what you need,” I say, moving to sit on her bed. I pat my lap. “Come here.”

She hesitates for a moment before stepping closer. The air between us is charged, electric. She sits on my lap, her body tense.

“I’m not used to being so vulnerable with anyone,” she says softly. “It feels…weird. You’re my bully. You threatened me into being your fake girlfriend. I mean, how fucked up is that?”

“Life is fucked up, babygirl,” I murmur, rubbing her bare knee. Her skin is soft, warm, and I like the way she feels under my touch. This is the first time I’ve touched her while she’s awake, the first time she’s let me. “Doesn’t mean we can’t enjoy what we have.”

“I want to run away,” she admits, resting her head on the crook of my shoulder, her voice barely a whisper. “This is so humiliating.”

I let her hide her face from me, let her nuzzle against my neck as she confronts her need for closeness and intimacy.

I keep rubbing her knee, my touch gentle. I can’t help myself when I see her nipples furling into bigger, harder buds. The urge to touch brings me to the verge of insanity. I move my hands up, cupping her generous breasts, teasing her aroused buds with my thumb, pinching them just to hear her whimper in my ear.

“Dmitry…” Her voice is breathy, laced with dark craving. “Why are you doing this?”

“Because I want to. Because you make me want to.”

I soothe the sting with soft strokes of my thumb over her aching breasts. She lets me do it all, never protesting. It’s like she has given up acting like she’s better them me, like she doesn’t want this.

She’s showing me her real self and that feels like holding the greatest treasure.

“If I try to run away now, will you catch me?” Her question comes out of the blue.

“Do you want me to?”

Her head jerks. Her eyes widen, meeting mine. I notice the lust in them, the need, the desire that she’s too scared to speak out loud. Her cheeks are flushed. Fuck, she’s aroused. She liked being held down. She likes it rough. And maybe, she likes being hunted, too.

I brush my finger over her lips, dragging them back and forth over her soft, plump mouth, waiting for her to pull away.

But she doesn’t. She leans in closer, her eyes wider, tears glistening on her dark, wet lashes. She looks like a doll, like an angel who wants to be tainted by the devil.

“I will catch you.” I lick the side of her throat. “And when I do, I’ll make you wish you had run sooner.”


SEVEN


Callista

His words punch me in the gut, triggering a primal response. I'm scared by his proclamation, by the dark promise in his eyes. I shoot off his lap and run, trying to get to the door, but even as my heart hammers in my chest, I know he won’t let me escape. Because he's strong, and he's probably the only person I trust to catch me.

My body is a riot of sensations—arousal, panic, danger—all mixed into a cocktail that sets my nerves on fire. I feel a deep, psychological need for someone to reach out, grab me, and hold me, even as I try to leave. It’s a fucked-up desire, but it’s real, and it’s coursing through my veins like wildfire.

I hear him growl, a low, animalistic sound that makes heat pool in my stomach. “Callista, stop.” His voice is a command, a demand that sends a shiver down my spine. He’s so masculine, like a beast, and I’m both scared and curious to find out how he will devour me once he catches me.

I’m almost at the door when I feel his strong hand grip my ass, pulling me back. I yelp, trying to wriggle free, but he’s too strong. He gets behind me, blocking my access to the door. I move out of his grip, darting towards my closet. I try to hide inside, but he doesn’t let me close the door. The sound of wood splintering fills the air as he nearly breaks the door with his strength.

“Dmitry, please—” I whimper, but he cuts me off with a harsh grip on my face.

“You’re not going anywhere, darling. You’re trapped with me now.” His fingers bite into my jaw, digging deep. A dull ache buzzes through my skull. It only adds fuel to the fire that’s ravaging my cunt. His touch is brutal. Possessive. My core is clenching so bad. I need him to push me harder, to be rougher, to overwhelm me completely until I have no choice but to surrender. I want him to use me, to prey on me, so I can let myself go, so I can tell myself I had no other choice but to let him take me.

“No.” I thrash, but he shoves my shoulders back, pushing his head into the closet. He kisses me, biting my bottom lip, making it hurt.

“Listen to me like a good girl,” he says. “Stop fighting this. You love when somebody controls you, tells you what to do. Isn’t that right?”

My yell stays bottled in my throat. I shrink back, my back scraping against the back of the wooden cupboard. His eyes bore into me, all-knowing. He just stripped away layers of my skin, revealing the crawling filth underneath. How does he understand me when I’ve never said any of this to him before? How does he hit those dark places in my psyche, the places that need to be seen?

I whine, “That’s fucked up.”

“It’s okay,” he murmurs, his breath hot on my cheek. “Your father never cared about you. He didn’t even know you existed. But I do. And I will do everything to keep you from leaving me.”

He gets more aggressive, using his size and strength to overpower me. I fight, but I’m helpless, so small and weak compared to him. He pulls me out of the closet, his hands gripping my body tightly. I kick and struggle, but it’s no use. He pins me against the wall, his breath ragged, his eyes wild.

His other hand presses between my thighs, and I instinctively try to close them. “Keep your legs open,” he orders. “You don’t close them unless I tell you to.”

I shiver, my body responding to his dominance. He lifts me up, throwing me over his shoulder as if I weigh nothing. The world spins as he carries me to the bed and throws me onto the mattress. I bounce, breathless, my heart pounding in my chest. My core is clenching, my pussy sore from convulsing with need. I’ve never experienced anything like this in my life.

Dmitry climbs over me like a ravenous beast determined to tear my flesh with his teeth. He grabs my camisole’s strap between his teeth and pulls. His hands tears away my shorts and the rest of my top, leaving me completely naked. His eyes rake over my body, and I feel a flush of embarrassment and desire.

My heart is flailing against my ribcage. My whole body is stinging with arousal like a swarm of bees stung me. My skin prickles with awareness. Even the cool rush of air over me makes my body cry with need. I’m so tightly wound, so ready to be devoured. My lower belly muscles are cramping. Every second that he makes me wait sends a wave of disappointment surging through me.

I’m completely at Dmitry’s mercy, pinned by his heavy body, slave to his lust.

And I need him to take me, to use me, to make me his. I will worry about the consequences tomorrow. Tonight, I will die if he doesn’t make me climax.

“Look at you,” he murmurs, his voice thick with lust. “Perfect tits, tight little nipples, and a pussy that’s begging to be fucked.”

I gasp, my lungs burning. This is both magical and unbelievable. I’m anticipating his next move, craving it, when he grabs my thighs and pulls them apart. He dives between my legs, his hot tongue licking my slit. All the breath whooshes out of me as he begins to devour me.

His tongue is rough, demanding, as he licks and sucks my clit. I writhe beneath him, my hips bucking as he pleasures me. He growls against my flesh, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure through my body.

“Soak my face like a good girl,” he whispers against my intimate folds. His words are dirty, filthy, and they make me even wetter. He’s rough, dominant, and I can’t get enough.

He fucks me with his tongue, his hands gripping my thighs, keeping them spread wide. I’m shaking, my body on the brink of orgasm. He sucks my clit hard, and I explode, squirting all over his face.

“Good girl,” he praises, licking his lips. “You taste so fucking sweet.”

I’m panting, my body limp from the intense pleasure. He climbs up my body, his eyes locked on mine. I can see my arousal glistening on his face, and it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

“I can’t wait to feel your pussy tightening around my cock,” he says, his voice low and hungry. “I’m going to fuck you so hard, you won’t be able to get up from your bed.”

I shiver, my body already craving more. His promises are like drugs. My head feels woozy when I hear the click of his buckle. He takes off his belt, then his jeans.

“Eyes on me, babygirl.” He cups my face, turning my head toward him. “Take a good look at the cock that’s going to ruin your pussy.”

He knees above me, his knees digging into the mattress on either side of my legs, as he pushes down his jeans. His erection tents his boxers. But when he pulls them off, the fear churning low in my belly turns into pure, high-octane lust.

His cock is pure masculinity, sculpted to perfection. It’s huge, thick and long, with beautiful veins cording its rough surface. Pre-cum beads at the tip. He wipes away my slick from his face, using it to lubricate his dick as he strokes it.

“Like what you see? Or maybe you’re too scared that it’s not going to fit.” He grinds the tip of his cock over my stomach, drawing spirals over my naked belly. “But don’t worry, darling, I’ll make it fit. I’ll stretch your pussy and fill you to the brim.”

I shiver, my body already craving his brutal assault. He’s right. I’ll never have enough of him. And as he positions himself between my legs, his cock hard and ready, I know I’ve craved this all my life. And now he has me addicted to something that’s both dark and dangerous.

He teases my slit with his cock, running it up and down my drenched folds. Electric sparks run up my pussy every time his aroused head brushes my clit. Spirals of rapture curl inside me the moment he brings his head to my entrance, teasing my pussy hole until my back arches off the bed.

“Please…” I grip the bedsheets, frustration rallying up my spine. My core is melting into a puddle of ecstasy, and he hasn’t even penetrated me yet. Dmitry Antonov is a fucking beast in bed. He knows how to control me, make me feel pleasure, even without being inside me.

“I like when you beg.” His smile turns sinister. “Maybe I’ll let you beg more.”

Alarm goes off in my system when he pulls his cock away. My cunt clenches, desolate without the warm pressure of his cock at my entrance. “No, please…I need you inside me.”

I’m a mess of need and desperation, my body aching for Dmitry to fill me. He teases me, his cock grazing my entrance, making me whimper and beg. I can feel my own wetness dripping down my thighs, my body ready and eager for him.

He thrusts into me, filling me completely. I gasp, my body stretching to accommodate him. He’s so big, so thick, and it feels amazing. He begins to move, his hips slamming against mine as he fucks me hard and deep.

“Dmitry,” I moan, my nails digging into his back. He extends my hands over my head, pinning them onto the bed. I cry out and writhe as he slaps my breasts together. His eyes never leave mine. He likes torturing me, showing me what my body is capable of. I’m shocked at what I can endure for him. All of this is heightened, more intense than anything I could have dreamed. And as he continues to fuck me, his cock hitting all the right spots, I know that I’m lost to him, completely and utterly.

“Drench my cock like the needy slut you are,” he growls, his voice a low rumble that sends shivers down my spine. “Let me feel that pussy squeezing all the cum out of my cock.”

I gasp, my back arching off the bed as he hits a spot so deep inside me that it sends waves of pleasure crashing through my body. He doesn’t give me time to adjust, pulling out and slamming back in, over and over, each thrust more powerful than the last.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” he grunts, his hands gripping my hips tightly, holding me in place as he fucks me. “So tight and wet.”

I can only moan in response, my body overwhelmed by the intensity of his thrusts. He’s hitting a spot inside me that makes my toes curl, my nails digging into his shoulders as I hold on for dear life. He leans down, his mouth capturing mine in a brutal kiss, his tongue mimicking the movements of his cock.

He pulls out suddenly, flipping me onto my stomach. Before I can react, he grabs my hips and pulls me up onto my knees, his cock pressing against my entrance again.

He slams back into me, his hips smacking against my ass, the sound filling the room along with my cries of pleasure.

“You look hot when your ass is up in the air and my cock is between your cheeks,” he growls, his hand tangling in my hair, pulling my head back. “You love this, don’t you? You love being fucked like an animal.”

I whimper, my body shaking with the force of his thrusts. He’s right. I do love it. I love the primal, brutal way he’s taking me, like he owns my body, like he knows exactly what I need.

He pulls out again, turning me onto my side. He lifts my leg, draping it over his shoulder as he slides back into me. This angle is even deeper, and I cry out as he hits my cervix, the mix of pain and pleasure sending me spiraling.

“Oh my God,” I gasp, my hands clutching his shoulders. “Nobody has ever been so deep inside.”

“I’m the first, babygirl,” he grunts, his hips moving faster, his cock pounding into me. “And I’ll be the last.”

I can feel my orgasm building, my body tensing as he fucks me relentlessly. He leans down, his mouth capturing mine again, his tongue fucking my mouth in time with his cock.

“Come for me,” he orders, his voice a low growl. “Your pussy will look so fucking beautiful when it’s filled with cum,”

His words send me over the edge, my body convulsing as my orgasm rips through me. I scream his name, my pussy clamping down on his cock, pulsing around him.

He groans, his body tensing as he finds his own release. I feel his cock pulse inside me, his hot cum spraying my unprotected pussy walls, filling me completely. He keeps thrusting, his cum leaking out of me, coating my thighs, marking me as his.

“You cunt looks so sexy when it's drunk up all my load. You’re like a bitch that has been bred. Full of seed,” he says into my ear.

I shiver at the implication of him breeding me. I look down at my stomach, imagine it swollen with his child, and that sends an intense shockwave through my system.

He pulls away, my leg sliding from his shoulder as he slips out of me, and I feel the wet trickle of his cum leaking from my pussy, flowing out of the most intimate part of me and running down my pussy lips to my thighs. It is so primitive, like his animalistic marking, making sure that when he leaves I will still feel him. I will still have him on me. As though I'm his conquest.

His breeder, carrying is seed inside my channel.

That last thought imprints itself into my brain like a tattoo.

Dmitry strokes my cheek. “You look so pretty when you’re being real.”

He’s panting from all the exertion. He did all the work. I made him chase me, tame me, and fuck me. And it was amazing. I can’t believe I just lived my fantasy. “Fake sex with my fake boyfriend feels better than I imagined.”

He frowns. “It was real sex from your fake boyfriend.”

“Whatever.”

I take a minute to recover. As my pussy stops convulsing, I feel the cool air of the room gust across my wet folds.

I look down, Dmitry’s attention following my own gaze downward. His cum is still leaking out of me in a creamy, sticky flow. It coats my legs in a glossy sheen.

Dmitry places his hand over my hips, squeezing the flesh there. His fingers drum over my knees.

Dmitry’s touch suddenly changes, becoming tender and gentle. He runs his hands over my skin, soothing the marks he left, his voice soft and husky.

“You were so good for me, babygirl,” he murmurs, his lips brushing against my temple. “So fucking good.”

His words send a warm flush through my body, a different kind of heat than before. It’s a warmth that spreads from my chest, filling me with a sense of contentment and safety. He’s feeding into a part of me that I’ve always kept hidden, a part that craves praise and approval.

He moves down my body, his touch gentle as he wipes the cum from between my legs with his hand, using his fingers to spread it softly, marking me again.

His kisses are soft and gentle, a stark contrast to the rough, primal way he took me earlier. He presses his lips to my thighs, my hips, my stomach, worshipping my body with his mouth. I can feel the sincerity in his touch, the genuine care and affection.

“You did so well, Callista,” he whispers, his voice a low rumble. his tongue traces the line of my thighs where the coating of liquid is making me quiver. He travels up to my lips, pushing his tongue inside where he kisses me and repeats “My good girl.”

His praise makes me melt, my body relaxing into the mattress. He pulls away slightly, grabbing a tissue from the nightstand to wipe me down properly. Each wipe turns the tissue into a mess of our joint pleasure. He disposes it and returns to me, his eyes soft and caring.

He rests my head on the pillow, pulling the bedsheets over my body. I feel a pang of loneliness, not wanting him to leave. I reach out, grabbing his arm.

“Stay,” I whisper, my voice small and vulnerable.

He looks at me, his expression unreadable for a moment. Then he nods, climbing into bed beside me. He pulls me against him, his body warm and solid against mine. It’s a feeling I’ve never had before, this sense of safety and comfort.

“You’re not alone, Callista,” he murmurs, his lips pressed against my forehead. “I’m here.”

I snuggle closer to him, my head resting on his chest. I can hear his heartbeat, steady and strong. It lulls me, making me feel safe and protected. This is something I’ve never experienced, this kind of intimacy and closeness.

“Thank you,” I whisper, my eyes already growing heavy.

He strokes my hair gently, his touch soothing and calming. “Sleep, babygirl. I’ve got you.”

And with those words, I drift off, feeling content and cherished. For the first time in my life, I don’t feel alone. I feel seen, understood, and cared for. And it’s all because of my bully.


EIGHT


Dmitry

By the time I’m done with Callista Vale, even hell will be too good for me.

The sky is still dark when I slip out of her sorority house. The streets are empty, painted silver by the streetlights. My pulse is steady, but everything inside me feels like it’s been scraped raw.

I should feel guilty. I should feel something.

Instead, all I can think about is how it felt to hold her afterward. How, for the first time in years, I fell asleep without a pill or a bottle.

It was a mistake.

A beautiful, ruinous mistake.

I didn’t use protection. The thought gnaws at me now. What if she gets pregnant?

What would I do? What would we do?

The image flashes in my head before I can stop it: Callista with a hand on her stomach, her soft, uncertain smile. The idea shouldn’t warm me, but it does, and that scares me more than anything.

I force the thought away as I pull into the driveway of the Antonov mansion. The security lights blink awake, splashing the stone façade in pale gold. It’s almost four in the morning. Everyone should be asleep.

But there’s light in the kitchen.

I step inside quietly, expecting Aleksei, but it’s Lena standing at the counter, tying her robe tighter around her waist. Her hair is loose, tumbling over her shoulders, her face still flushed from sleep. There’s a plate of cookies cooling beside her and a half-empty mug of tea.

“Couldn’t sleep?” she asks, smiling when she sees me.

“Something like that.”

“I fed the baby an hour ago,” she says, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “He’s out cold now, but it made me hungry, so I came down for a snack. You want one?”

“Sure,” I say. “I’d love that.”

She turns to reach for a plate on the top shelf and can’t quite get it. I move before I can think, stepping behind her, taking it down easily. She laughs softly.

“You’re always so quiet,” she says. “You and Aleksei both. You sneak up on people.”

“It’s a family trait,” I reply.

Her smile lingers, tired but kind. There’s something grounding about Lena. She’s warmth in a house full of ghosts. I don’t know how she does it, living among killers and kings and still managing to look like light.

“Is Aleksei asleep?” I ask.

Her smile falters. “No. He’s in Moscow. Something urgent came up. Leo sent him.”

Before I can answer, a low voice cuts in from behind us.

“Speaking of Leo,” it says, smooth and heavy, “mind if I join this midnight feast?”

Lena stiffens. Her hands go still on the counter.

“Of course not,” she says politely, without looking at him.

Leo steps into the light, jacket off, shirt sleeves rolled, as if he hasn’t aged a day since I saw him last night. But the lines around his eyes tell a different story. His presence fills the room in a way that makes the air feel smaller.

He nods to me. “Dmitry.”

“Leo.”

Lena turns away to busy herself with the food. The silence between them hums with history. I know enough to understand why she tenses up around him. Lena is two years older than me. She was once a Griffin Society member. Leo sent her on a mission so dangerous she almost didn’t come back. He never wanted her with Aleksei. Thought she was too ordinary. Too American. Plus, she was an orphan.

And now here she is, married to Aleksei Antonov, mother of his children. Proof that Leo doesn’t always get what he wants.

I wonder, uneasily, if he’ll feel the same about Callista. Callista is American, too, and though she’s from a rich family, her family is dysfunctional.

Leo takes a seat at the table. Lena sets a bowl of reheated pasta between us, the kind she makes when she’s tired but still wants to feed someone.

I thank her and she smiles back at me.

“Thank you, Lena,” Leo says.

She nods without meeting his eyes and turns back to the counter.

I sit down across from him, the chair creaking in the quiet. “How’s the laundromat situation?”

He exhales through his nose, rubbing his temple. “Handled. We removed the clerk. Things should settle, but the feds are sniffing around. It’ll be tense for a while.”

I nod. “I can adjust the routes if needed. Push more through the florist and the car wash.”

He studies me for a long second, then leans back. “Aleksei told me what you’re doing at the college. Recruiting smart ones. Future money launderers for the organization.”

“We’ll have to see if they can perform well with training,” I said. “This is still just an experiment. But I can’t keep handling the finances forever, especially since the men you have helping me are dinosaurs who can’t even use a computer.”

“They’re loyal men. Loyalty matters more in this business than brains,” Leo reminds, tapping the edge of his glass. He poured himself a glass of whiskey when I wasn’t even looking. He drinks more nowadays. Maybe because he has more headaches to deal with. Besides, I know he doesn’t like being in America as much as he likes being in Russia.

“If we want to survive the next generation, we need people who understand systems,” I say. “Banks. Digital transfers. Hidden ledgers.”

Leo’s eyes gleam faintly. “You’re thinking ahead. That’s what I like about you.”

The words hit harder than they should. Praise from Leo isn’t rare for me. He has always appreciated my brains, wanted me to take an important role in the family business. But his words sit warm in my chest for a moment, unexpected. It’s like being patted on the back by the father I never had, the father who died when I was young.

Leo has raised us all, even though he was only twenty-five when we lost our parents to a car crash. Nikolai and I were babies. Aleksei and Mikhail were grown-up, but not exactly mature men. Leo turned us all into assets, into proper bratva men.

The weird thing is, I remember Mikhail telling me that Leo argued with our father when he was young about leaving the family. He didn’t want to be a part of the bratva.

He lifts his glass from the table, swirling what’s left of his drink. “I was thinking the other day,” he says slowly. “If I were to retire early, who would I hand this empire to?”

I raise a brow. “You’d never retire early. You live for this. You don’t even have hobbies. Or a wife. You’d only micromanage the next pakhan with all the free time on your hands.”

He chuckles, low and humorless. “You’re right. I don’t.”

“Then why bring it up?”

He doesn’t answer.

Lena comes over with three plates, breaking the silence. “So,” she says, placing one in front of him, “who would you pass it to?”

Leo’s expression stays unreadable.

I take a bite of the pasta. It’s good. Simple, warm, real.

When I look up again, Leo’s gaze is on me. There’s something almost fatherly in it, something that feels like a weight being placed on my shoulders.

“You,” he says.

The word hits like a bullet. I freeze, fork halfway to my mouth.

Lena looks between us, startled.

Leo doesn’t blink. “You’ve got the mind for it. The control. The patience. You see the long game. You remind me of me, before the world got noisy.”

I can’t speak. For once, all the numbers, all the calculations in my head, go silent.

Lena’s hand trembles slightly as she sets down the last glass. The baby monitor crackles faintly in the background.

Leo finishes his drink, his voice calm, certain. “One day, Dmitry, this will all be yours.”

The words hang in the air, heavier than the silence that follows.

Me. The next pakhan.

I set my fork down, staring at Leo. “You’re joking.”

His eyes stay steady. “Do I look like I’m joking?”

“I’d never be good at that role,” I say, shaking my head. “I’m too young.”

“You’re twenty-one,” he replies evenly. “I was only a few years older when I took over.”

“That’s different.”

“Not really.” His tone is calm, matter-of-fact. “You’re strategic, you think ten steps ahead. You don’t make emotional decisions. You calculate what you have to gain from every deal, every alliance. That’s what makes a leader.”

A bitter laugh slips out of me. I don’t make emotional decisions? Every decision I’ve made with Callista has been deeply emotional. “I’m just a numbers nerd.”

Leo’s expression doesn’t shift, but there’s something sharp in his eyes, almost fond, almost proud. “That’s what you think. You don’t see what I see. You don’t lose your temper. You don’t waste energy proving yourself. I was much more emotional and less mature at your age. You build systems that last. One day, you’ll realize that control isn’t about violence; it’s about precision.”

I stare down at my plate. The steam from the food fogs my thoughts.

If he knew what I just did, if he knew I spent the night in a college girl’s bed, careless, reckless, without protection, he’d take back every word.

That wasn’t precision. That was chaos. Lust. Need.

A man like Leo would never forgive that kind of weakness.

“I don’t think anyone would listen to me,” I say finally. “Being praised by you makes our brothers feel like they were praised by our father. You’re a patriarch, but I’m just a boy. If I ever tried to give them an order, even Nikolai would roll his eyes and tell me to shut up.”

Leo leans back in his chair. “Respect isn’t inherited. It’s earned. You’ll earn it the same way I did. By acting when others hesitate, by doing what has to be done.”

He tilts his head, watching me. “The next pakhan doesn’t have to be my clone, Dmitry. Our father was brutal. I learned from him. You’ll learn from me.”

Lena, who’s been silent until now, sets down her glass. “I see what Leo means,” she says softly. “You’re sharp. Collected. But you’re still in college. You deserve a few more years before carrying that kind of weight.”

Leo smiles faintly, but it doesn’t reach his eyes. “The world doesn’t wait until you’re ready.”

The three of us fall quiet. The only sound is the faint hum of the refrigerator and the baby monitor crackling in the background.

Lena cuts a small piece of bread, her hands delicate but steady. She looks at Leo with something that’s half respect, half resentment. He looks back with the same. The tension between them has softened over the years, but it’s still there—an old wound that never quite healed.

I take another bite of food, the taste dulled by thought.

Leo’s faith in me should make me feel invincible.

Instead, it feels like a chain around my neck.

I want to be the man he sees, the strategist, the heir apparent, the quiet power behind the numbers. But part of me knows I’m already slipping.

Because right now, all I can think about is Callista Vale. The softness of her breathing as she slept against me. The warmth that seeped through my skin when I held her. The way she made my pulse stutter and my logic falter.

I’ve spent years building walls to keep feelings out. But I’m not the same anymore. Something changed last night.

Leo’s still talking, something about expansion, new fronts, allies in Las Vegas. I nod when I’m supposed to, but my mind is elsewhere.

I wonder if I’m already letting him down. If the empire he’s building for me will crumble because of a woman who makes me act irrationally.

Lena slides a small plate toward me, breaking my spiral. “Eat,” she says softly. “Whatever your brother’s planning, you’ll need your strength.”

I meet her eyes and nod.

Leo rises first, glass in hand. “Get some sleep,” he says, and turns toward the hall.

When the sound of his footsteps fades, Lena gives me a small, almost knowing smile. “You’re thinking too much again.”

“Always,” I murmur.

As she clears the plates, I sit there in the kitchen, surrounded by the smell of food and faint echoes of family, wondering what kind of man I’m becoming.

Am I the heir Leo wants, or the sinner Callista is slowly creating?


NINE


Callista

The Kappa House ballroom hums with life. Strings of fairy lights hang from the ceiling, their soft gold glow reflecting off the glass cases arranged along the walls. The air smells like perfume, champagne, and ambition.

It is not a grand event, but it feels elegant enough. Rows of chairs face the small stage. The fraternity boys from Delta Sigma are scattered through the audience, laughing too loudly and waving their paddles in mock seriousness as bids fly back and forth.

On stage, Erin, one of the juniors, hypes up the current item, a vintage Gucci bag someone’s mother donated.

“Come on, people,” she calls, grinning. “This beauty retailed for two thousand. Don’t tell me the men of Delta Sigma cannot break a sweat for a good cause.”

“Five hundred!” someone shouts.

“Seven hundred!” another answers.

“Sold for eight hundred to the man in the back with the questionable tie.”

Laughter ripples through the room.

The proceeds will go to a cancer charity, one that funds patient support and hospice care. It is close to my heart because my grandmother died of cancer when I was a child. She was the only one who ever made me feel loved and safe.

I move through the crowd, fixing a centerpiece, adjusting a light, answering questions. My mind runs through numbers. The goal amount, the remaining items, the shortfall we will face if we do not hit the target.

“Callista,” Jenna says, hurrying over. “We have a problem.”

My stomach tightens. “What kind of problem?”

“The Burberry trench,” she says, lowering her voice. “Someone spilled wine on it. It is ruined. We cannot auction it.”

My heart sinks. “That was supposed to bring in at least a thousand.”

“I know.” Jenna glances at Hailey, who fidgets beside her. “So we came up with an idea.”

I do not like her tone. “What kind of idea?”

Hailey smiles too brightly. “We will auction a date with you.”

I blink. “What?”

“It is perfect,” Jenna insists. “Everyone loves you, and you already said you are doing this for charity. You could easily make up the missing amount.”

“I already have a boyfriend,” I say quickly. “I cannot.”

Hailey waves a hand. “Oh, come on. It is just for fun. The winner gets coffee or dinner. You can always donate the date back to the charity if you want.”

“You do not understand. My boyfriend will not like this.”

“Then tell him it is for a good cause,” Jenna says with a sly smile. “Or maybe he will bid for you himself. That would be romantic.”

The girls giggle. I keep my face calm, but my stomach twists. Dmitry is many things, but romantic is not one of them.

Still, I look around at the crowd, the lights, the stage. The charity deserves the money. This cause is close to my heart. Dmitry can deal with his possessiveness. I’m not letting a deserving cause wither because I was too afraid of displeasing my fake boyfriend. He’ll just have to deal with it. He may have fucked me, he may have made me come multiple times, but he doesn’t own me.

“Fine,” I say finally, feeling defiance creeping up my throat. He hasn’t talked to me since we had sex. That was two days ago. This is justice. “I will do it.”

A cheer goes up. Erin grabs the mic immediately. “Ladies and gentlemen, we have a very special final item tonight. A date with our very own Callista Vale. Wait for it, and make sure to keep your wallets open.”

The room erupts in whistles and applause.

I smile because that is what they expect of me, but inside I feel a spark of panic. I pull out my phone and type quickly.

Callista: Do not freak out.

Dmitry: Too late. What did you do?

Callista: I am being auctioned for charity.

Dmitry: WTF?

Callista: Relax. It is just a date auction. You should bid on me.

A pause.

Dmitry: You want me to pay for something that already belongs to me?

I bite my lip.

Callista: I don’t belong to you. We have a deal, nothing more. Besides, it is for charity. Be generous.

Dmitry: I am generous. I just do not like sharing.

Callista: Then win me. That way, you won’t have to share.

There is a long silence. I smile, knowing I’ve used his possessiveness to my advantage. I know Dmitry has deep pockets. I am not above twisting his arm to support a worthy cause. It’ll be penance for all the criminal work he and his family does.

On stage, Erin’s voice booms through the speakers. “Alright, people. Starting bid at two hundred.”

Bids begin to fly. “Three hundred.” “Four hundred.” “Five-fifty.”

My phone buzzes again. My heart races. Dmitry had better get here quickly or some other guy is going to win me. And he’s going to be mad.

Dmitry: I am already here.

I frown.

Callista: Liar.

Dmitry: Turn around.

I turn. He is standing right behind me. Towering over me like a dark king who came to claim his queen. That familiar stinging ache envelops my core. My pussy squeezes at the sight of him, so dominant, with irritation crackling around him like thunderclouds.

Dark sweatshirt. Eyes cold and focused. His expression looks carved from stone.

Every muscle in my body goes tight.

The crowd parts as he steps forward.

“Two thousand,” Dmitry says.

The room falls silent.

Erin blinks from the stage. “Two thousand, going once.”

No one dares to outbid him.

I can feel his eyes on me, burning through the lights and laughter.

He moves closer, speaking quietly so only I can hear. “You should have known better than to sell yourself. I’m pissed. You’ll have to make it up to me on that date.”

My breath catches.

“Sold to Dmitry Antonov!” Erin’s excited squeal pierces through the fog of disbelief. “For two thousand dollars.”

And just like that, the auction ends.
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The room is still buzzing. People linger near the buffet tables, laughing, balancing plates of canapés and glasses of sparkling water. The music has softened to a mellow instrumental track that hums through the speakers.

A lot of people stayed after the auction to enjoy the food. Some of them are getting their items from the girls after paying for them. Dmitry wired the money to the charity and showed me the receipt. That means we’re good for our date. I can’t escape him.

“I owe you a dinner now,” I say. “Imagine that. We’re fake dating for real.”

Dmitry has not let go of my wrist. His grip is firm but not painful, his thumb brushing my pulse in slow, deliberate strokes that make it hard to breathe.

“Our date is going to be fun,” he says, his mouth curving into a slow, sinister smile.

I laugh softly, though my chest tightens at his tone. “You make it sound like a threat.”

“It is. I’m going to get my money’s worth.” He dips his head, pressing his mouth to my ear. “I’ll have your legs shaking, your pussy trembling and leaking by the time we’re done.”

A zap of electricity shoots through my nether regions. His dark, sensual promises will keep me up all night. I knew a date with Dmitry could never be PG-13. My body craves him way too much. All he’d have to do was brush my leg under the table and I’d be wet as a running faucet, begging for him to take me home and bury his cock inside me.

The corner of his mouth twitches as if he is holding back a real smile. The overhead lights catch in his dark hair, in the sharp lines of his face. He looks too perfect for this world, like marble brought to life.

“Thank you for bidding,” I say quietly. “It means a lot. The charity is close to my heart.”

He looks down at me, expression unreadable. “Why this charity?”

“My grandmother died of cancer,” I say. “She raised me for a while, after my mother left. I wanted to honor her, I guess. But before the auction, one of our items got ruined—a Burberry trench coat. It was supposed to bring in a lot of money. I didn’t want to disappoint the girls or go below the goal amount, so I volunteered myself instead.”

Something in his face shifts. The sharpness in his eyes softens. He looks at me differently now, like he understands.

“You should have said that earlier. I wouldn’t have been mad at you.”

I inhale. “You’re passionate about fighting cancer, too?”

“No, but I know what loss feels like,” he says.

My heart catches at the quiet in his voice. “You do?”

He nods once. “My parents died when I was very young. Car crash. I don’t remember much, only that after it happened, everything changed. I was born in Moscow. But my family moved to the United States after their death. We started a new life here.”

I do not know what to say. The sadness in his voice feels like something ancient, something that has been buried for years but never healed.

Without thinking, I move closer and wrap my arms around him. I pull him into my embrace, soft but not insistent.

He stiffens at first, but then his body relaxes. I feel the slow, steady rhythm of his heart beneath my cheek. I should not be touching him like this, not here, not in front of people, but I cannot stop myself. The sadness in his eyes is too much. All I want is to take it away.

“Do you miss them?” I whisper.

His voice is quiet when he answers. “I never knew them well enough to miss them. But sometimes it feels like there is a hole in my life. Something missing, something I cannot name.”

I rub his back gently. “Parental love?”

He exhales. “I don’t know. My older brother Leo stepped up to the plate after our parents were gone. He became my father before he even turned thirty. But I never had a mother figure. I never knew softness, compassion, empathy, or love. Nobody hugged me like this before. Leo is not the emotional type.”

That breaks my heart. I hug him tighter. “Then I’ll do it for you. I’ll give you a hug anytime you need one.”

He pulls back, his eyes softer but still shadowed. “Thank you,” he says quietly. Then his tone shifts, teasing. “But I came here to network, not be smothered by you.”

I frown. “Wow. That’s romantic.”

He gives a low laugh. “I’m joking.”

“Barely.”

He smiles again, and the world tilts a little. “Introduce me to the smartest frat guys here.”

I raise a brow. “Why?”

“Because I want to meet smart people.”

“That’s vague,” I say. “What kind of smart people?”

“The kind who understand numbers, investments, systems,” he says. “It’s for business. After I graduate, I’ll join the family business. We’re recruiting new talent.”

I narrow my eyes. “Family business, huh? People have been saying your family is… connected.”

He glances at me. “Connected to what?”

I hesitate. “The Russian mafia.”

The change in him is instant. His body goes still, his expression flat. His hand tightens slightly around my wrist. At that moment, I know it’s true. My instinct tells me. Dmitry isn’t easily caught off-guard. But the way his muscles are tensing is proof of the fact that I hit bullseye.

“Is that what they say?”

“Yes.”

He looks at me for a long moment. The air feels heavier, like the oxygen has been replaced with something dangerous.

“What do you think?” he asks finally.

I swallow hard, confronting the truth I’ve avoided for so long. The signs were there all along. He owns a drone, he stalks me like that’s normal, he has way too much money for a college kid, he is sinister and lives in a mansion. Plus, that muscled, tatted body should have been a dead giveaway. The strength and agility with which he hunted me down when I ran is proof that he was raised to be a predator. Raised to be a killer, even if he prefers more intellectual crime. “I think it’s true.”

He holds my gaze. Then he nods, slow, deliberate, but gives no clear answer. “You should be scared of me, Callista. I can ruin you if I want to.”

My pulse jumps, but fear is not what floods me. It is something hotter, something I do not want to name.

Maybe I should be scared. Maybe I should run from this. But the truth is, even knowing what his family is, I cannot look away.

He is danger wrapped in quiet calculation, sin disguised as intellect. And I’m already in too deep. I won’t be able to swim back to the surface even if I tried now.


TEN


Dmitry

I call her at midnight because I know she will be awake, lying in the dark, thinking about me the same way I have been thinking about her. The line rings twice before her voice comes through, low and groggy.

“Dmitry?”

Her voice does something to me. I can hear the sleep in it, the warmth, the little rasp that makes my blood rush to my cock.

“You sound tired,” I say.

“That’s because it’s midnight. Normal people sleep at this hour.”

“I’m not normal.”

“I’ve noticed,” she mutters. “Why are you calling me?”

“I’m taking you out on Friday,” I say simply.

There is a pause. “What?”

“The date,” I clarify. “The one I won at the auction. You owe me.”

She sighs, quiet and resigned. “You really like ordering people around, don’t you?”

“I like when you listen,” I say. “And you will. On Friday, you’ll wear what I tell you to wear. You’ll go where I tell you to go. You’ll eat what I order, drink what I hand you, and you’ll smile when I say so.”

“Are you serious?” she whispers.

“Yes. Think of it as payback.”

“For what?”

“For auctioning yourself off without asking me first.”

Her breath catches. “I didn’t think I needed your permission.”

“You don’t,” I say. “But it was a bad thing to do. And bad girls need to be punished. You’re going to be a good girl starting now. You’ll follow all of Daddy’s instructions to the t.”

Her silence says everything.

When she finally speaks, her tone is sharp, but I hear the tremor beneath it. “You really think I’d go along with that?”

“You will,” I tell her. “Because you want to know what it feels like to stop thinking for a while. To have someone else decide everything for you. You pretend to hate control, but deep down, you crave it.”

“That’s ridiculous,” she says. “You don’t know me.”

“I know enough.”

I can hear her shifting in bed, the rustle of her sheets, the soft sound of her exhale. She’s thinking about it. The idea is already getting under her skin. She fights it, battles for her dignity, but the dark craving inside her consumes her self-respect. Just like it has for me.

“What do I wear, Daddy?” she asks finally, her voice quieter.

The simple act of submission, of letting go, of loosening her mask, fills my veins with power. She must be ashamed to be calling me that. She has never done it before. But the word sounds sweet from her lips. I could get drugged on that sound.

“Something black,” I say. “Short. Elegant. I want people to look at you and know you belong to me.”

Her scoff is soft, nervous. “You’re unbelievable.”

“But you’re going to do what I ask, aren’t you? My little girl craves praise and she won’t get any if she disobeys Daddy. And wear dark lipstick,” I add.

“I don’t wear bold colors,” she says. “It’s not me.”

“It is now. I want everyone to see where you’ve kissed me, Callista. I want everyone to know you’re not what they think you are. You might be a good girl, but you’re Daddy’s good girl.”

The silence that follows is heavy. I can imagine her biting her lip, torn between outrage and arousal.

“This is...I’ve never done this before,” she whispers. “What if things go wrong?”

“I’m going to be with you, darling. I’ll catch you if anything goes wrong.”

“And if you can’t?”

“I will. So trust me.”

Her breath hitches again. Then, quietly, “Where are we going?”

“It’s a secret.”

“You like secrets.”

“I like control,” I say. “And you like giving it to me, even if you won’t admit it.”

She lets out a shaky laugh. “Fine.”

“I’ll see you at seven on Friday, Callista.”

Before she can answer, I hang up.

I stare at my phone for a long time, her voice echoing in my head. I should feel satisfied that she agreed, that she gave in, but instead, there’s a strange heat curling low in my chest.

Maybe it’s the memory of her hug, the way she held me like I was something fragile instead of dangerous. Maybe it’s the way she looked at me last time, eyes soft, lips trembling, as if she wanted to believe there’s more to me, that I’m the one who can fulfill her deepest desires.

She’ll learn the truth soon enough.

And I’ll make sure she never forgets who taught it to her.

The night smells like rain and perfume when I pull up to the Kappa house. Warm light spills through the windows, laughter floating out into the street. A few girls sit on the porch, their legs crossed, drinks in hand, eyes sharp and curious. They whisper when they see my car, when they see me.

I step out and wait.

Then she appears.

Callista Vale.

She moves down the steps like temptation given form. Her short black dress fits her like a secret she’s dying to keep, all soft fabric and bare skin. The heels make her legs look endless. Her lipstick is the color of blood and sin, just like I told her. She’s everything I imagined—and worse for my self-control.

When she reaches me, her chin tilts up, defiant, but I can see the faint flush climbing her throat.

“You look… breathtaking,” I say quietly.

Her lips curve. “You sound surprised.”

“I shouldn’t be. I told you what to wear.”

She rolls her eyes. “So you’re taking full credit for this?”

“Absolutely.” My voice lowers. “But you should’ve worn something longer. Did you want the entire street to see you like this?”

“Maybe.” Her smile turns playful. “You told me to wear a short dress.”

“I didn’t tell you to wear that short.”

A fire sparks in her eyes, like she won the silent game between us. “Then you should have specified the length down to the exact inch. I’m not every smart, Daddy.”

Her laughter is soft and sweet, but I feel the pulse of challenge behind it.

I open the car door for her, and when she slips inside, her perfume fills the air—warm vanilla with a hint of jasmine. I lean over her to fasten her seatbelt. My hand grazes her collarbone, my fingers brushing the slope of her neck. Her skin warms under my touch, her breath catching.

“Beautiful,” I murmur. “I wish I were the only one seeing you tonight.”

Her eyes dart to mine. “You’re very possessive.”

“I never said I wasn’t.”

She laughs again, quiet, but it trembles slightly. I shut her door and walk around to the driver’s side, forcing myself to focus on the road instead of the image of her legs crossed so neatly beside me.

When I slide into the seat, she gives me a once-over. “You’re wearing a suit.”

“I told you this was a date.”

“A suit and tie, Dmitry? Are we going to a gala?”

I smirk. “Yes.”

She blinks. “You’re joking.”

“I’m not. My brother Mikhail is hosting an event tonight. His wife, Zorina, is performing. It’s for a cancer charity.”

Her lips part. “You planned that?”

“I thought you’d like it. You can talk to Zorina about organizing events. She’s good at managing people. You could learn something from her.”

Something flickers in her expression, a mix of surprise and warmth. “That’s… thoughtful. I didn’t expect that from you.”

“I like surprising you.”

“I can’t decide if you’re a good surprise or a bad one.”

“I’ll let you find out.”

We drive through the city, streetlights flashing over her face. Every time she moves, the hem of her dress shifts, revealing another inch of smooth skin. I grip the steering wheel tighter.

“Why do I get the feeling this isn’t just a date?” she asks.

“Because it’s not.”

“What is it, then?”

“A lesson.”

She arches a brow. “In what?”

“Trust.”

She turns toward the window, hiding a smile. “You’re so dramatic.”

“At least I’m consistent.”

Her laugh slips out, light and real, and it does something to me. She doesn’t sound like the girl who always has to hold everything together. She sounds free.

“You’re different tonight,” she says softly. “Not as cold.”

“Maybe you’re imagining things.”

“Maybe I’m not.”

At the next red light, she looks out the window, her reflection glimmering in the glass. Her profile glows under the city’s neon haze—the curve of her cheek, the bow of her lips, the dark shimmer of her hair.

I can’t help it. She’s so unguarded, so vulnerable. So mine. I can’t resist the sweet temptation of her plump lips stained with red lipstick. Just like I told her. Pride swells in my chest. She followed my instructions, and I’m going to reward her for it.

I reach out, take her face in my hand, and pull her toward me.

Her eyes widen for a second before she closes them, breath stuttering as my lips find hers. The kiss starts slow but deepens when she parts for me, her fingers gripping my jacket like she’s falling. The world outside dissolves into a blur of color and light.

She tastes like sweetness and defiance. My tongue finds hers, mingling in a heated dance that makes my body temperature skyrocket. It’s a short kiss, but I make her moan, make her grip my jacket and lean in for more.

When I finally pull back, she’s breathing hard, lips glossy and swollen.

“Traffic light’s green,” she whispers.

“I noticed,” I say. “That was your reward for listening to me, by the way. That lipstick looks good on you.”

“So good you couldn’t resist eating it?” She chuckles.

“So good I’m going to want to feel your mouth on me all night, leaving those red marks all over my body.” I tuck my fingers under her chin, pushing her face up to meet my gaze. “Wait for it, babygirl.”

Our romantic moment is broken by someone honking behind me.

But I don’t start the car right away. I drink her in with my eyes until I’m certain I’ll never forget the way she looks tonight.

By the time we arrive at the venue, the desire to touch her is thrashing around me. I open the door for her, gripping her arm tightly as I help her to her feet.

The gala is held in one of the city’s oldest ballrooms—a place where money whispers and power wears a tuxedo. Crystal chandeliers drizzle light over marble floors, and the air hums with the low murmur of conversations laced with deals and secrets. Waiters glide between clusters of guests, silver trays balanced effortlessly, champagne flutes catching the light like stolen stars.

Mikhail and Zorina stand near the entrance, a picture of elegance and dominance.

Mikhail, at thirty-seven, is the third-oldest Antonov brother. He’s tall, broad-shouldered, with the same sharp features as Leo but softer around the edges, like a blade sheathed in velvet. His role in the organization is simple: he handles the legal businesses we run in Las Vegas. Casinos, hotels, resorts, and some of the businesses that launder our money, the restaurants and clubs that serve as neutral ground for meetings. He’s the face of legitimacy, the one who shakes hands with politicians and smiles at cameras while the rest of us do the dirty work.

Zorina is radiant, her dark hair swept into an elegant updo, her pregnant belly rounded beneath the draping silk of her emerald gown. Mikhail’s hand rests possessively on her stomach, his fingers splayed wide, as if daring anyone to look too long. She glows, not just from the pregnancy, but from the way he watches her, like she’s the only thing in the room worth seeing.

Callista tenses slightly beside me as we approach, her fingers twitching at her sides. I press my palm to the small of her back, a silent command: Relax. You’re with me.

Zorina’s eyes light up when she sees us. “Dmitry!” She steps forward, ignoring Mikhail’s low growl of protest, and pulls me into a hug. “You actually came. I didn’t think you’d leave your spreadsheets for a night.”

I smirk. “I had an incentive.”

Her gaze flicks to Callista, curiosity sparking. “And who is this?”

“Callista Vale,” I say, my hand still firm on her back. “My… girlfriend. Callista, meet my older brother Mikhail and his wife Zorina. They’re the organizers of tonight’s event.”

Mikhail’s eyebrow lifts. “Girlfriend?”

I don’t flinch. “Fake girlfriend.”

Callista stiffens, but Zorina only laughs, her eyes dancing. “Oh, I like her already.” She turns to Callista, extending a hand. “Zorina Antonova. And you must be the reason my husband’s little brother is finally socializing.”

Callista shakes her hand, her smile genuine now. “I don’t know about that. He’s still glued to his computer half the time.”

Zorina grins. “Then you’re a miracle worker.”

Mikhail studies Callista with the quiet intensity of a man who misses nothing. “So why did you come tonight?”

Callista nods. “I organize events for my sorority. Dmitry said I could learn a thing or two from Zorina.”

“She’s brilliant at it,” I say, before she can downplay it.

“Are you thinking of going into event planning the future?” Zorina asks, keeping her question light and neutral.

“I’m considering it.” That’s the first time I’ve heard Callista admit to it. She’s tight-lipped about her future plans so it feels like a triumph to make her spill the beans. “I like organizing events, and I can see myself doing this long-term.”

Zorina’s eyes widen. “Really? That’s amazing! You should talk to my event planner—she’s always looking for fresh talent. I could introduce you.”

Callista blinks, surprised. “That would be… incredible. Thank you.”

I feel the shift in her, the way her shoulders relax just a fraction. She’s not used to people offering help without strings. Not used to being seen.

Mikhail claps me on the shoulder. “You’ve got good taste, bratishka.” His voice drops. “Just be careful. Women like her don’t stay fake for long.”

I don’t answer. I don’t have to.

I set my hand on Callista’s back, pushing her deeper into the crowd, away from my brother and his wife.

The ballroom is a symphony of wealth. Silk dresses swishing, cufflinks glinting, laughter like champagne bubbles in the air. Callista moves beside me, her gaze sharp, taking in the details. She watches the way the centerpieces match the table linens, the precise timing of the waitstaff, the subtle lighting that makes everyone look their best.

“Zorina has an incredible eye,” she murmurs. “The way she’s layered the lighting—it’s warm but not overwhelming. And the floral arrangements… they’re not just pretty. They’re strategic. The height draws the eye upward, makes the room feel bigger.”

I watch her, fascinated. This is the real her—the one who notices the mechanics behind the magic. The one who cares.

A waiter approaches with a tray of champagne. I take two flutes and hand one to Callista.

She shakes her head. “I shouldn’t. I need to keep a clear head.”

“Drink,” I say, my voice low.

Her eyes flick to mine, wide for a second before narrowing. “You’re not my⁠—”

“Daddy,” I remind her, leaning in just enough that my breath ghosts over her ear. “I am. Tonight, you do what I say.”

A flush creeps up her neck. She takes the glass, her fingers trembling slightly as she brings it to her lips. The way she obeys—fuck, it goes straight to my cock.

We weave through the crowd, and I notice the way her smile changes depending on who she’s talking to. Polite for the older donors, warmer for the students she recognizes, reserved for the men who look at her too long. I don’t like that last one.

When a server passes with a tray of hors d'oeuvres, Callista smiles at him, her lips curving in that effortless way she has. “Thank you.”

My hand tightens on her waist. “Stop smiling at him.”

She blinks. “What?”

“You heard me.” I pull her closer, my mouth near her ear. “Tonight, you only smile for me.”

She coughs. “That’s ridiculous.”

“Is it?” I drag my thumb along the inside of her wrist, feeling her pulse jump. “Or do you like knowing I’m jealous?”

Her voice is scratchy as she opens her mouth and doesn’t answer. She takes a swig of the champagne.

I take her hand, leading her to an empty table in the corner. I take the chair against the wall, wreathed in shadows. When she tries to sit next to me, I growl.

“Not there. On my lap.”

“What?” She looks around in panic, like a deer caught in headlights. “We’re in public.”

“That doesn’t change anything. You listen to me, babygirl. Daddy knows what’s best for you.”

“Sit,” I order, patting my thigh.

Her eyes widen. “Here? Now?”

“Unless you’d rather I bend you over my knee instead.”

She hesitates, but the challenge in my voice does something to her. Slowly, she lowers herself onto my lap, her dress riding up just enough to tease me. I wrap an arm around her waist, my hand splayed over her stomach, holding her in place.

“Good girl,” I murmur, my lips brushing the shell of her ear. “Now tell me, do you like when I control you like this?”

She shivers. “I—I don’t know.”

I slide my hand up her thigh, my fingers inching toward the heat between her legs. “Liar.” My thumb grazes the lace of her panties, and she gasps, her hips jerking slightly. “You love it. You love when I tell you what to do. When I make you obey. When I leave you no other choice.”

She whimpers, her body tensing. “Dmitry⁠—”

“Shh.” I press a finger against her lips. “No talking unless I say so.”

Her breath comes faster, her chest rising and falling against my arm. I can feel the way her body responds to my dominance, the way her thighs tremble when I trace the seam of her panties. I slide my hand under her dress, teasing her wet folds through her soaked panties. God, she’s so cute when she’s squirming on my lap, face as red as a tomato. I have her where I want her.

“You’re so wet for me,” I murmur, my voice rough. “Aren’t you?”

She nods, her face pink, her lips parted.

“Good.” I slip my finger beneath the lace, finding her already slick, already ready. “Because tonight, I’m going to teach you that nothing feels as good as obeying. And if you do a good job, I’ll stuff my fingers inside you slick cunt and make you come right here.”

“Dmitry!”

The ballroom fades into a blur of noise and color as I focus on Callista, her body tensed and trembling on my lap. I slide my finger deeper into her panties, tracing her wet slit, feeling her heat and slickness. She’s soaked, her arousal coating my fingers, making them glide effortlessly against her sensitive flesh.

“You’re dripping for me, babygirl,” I whisper into her ear, my voice low and commanding. “You want this so bad. Control turns you on, doesn’t it?”

She whimpers, her hips jerking slightly as I circle her clit with my thumb. Her breath hitches, and she bites her lip to stifle a moan. I can feel her body responding, her pussy clenching around my fingers as I slide two inside her, stretching her, filling her.

“Shh, be quiet,” I order, my other hand gripping her waist tighter, holding her in place. “Do you want everyone to know what a dirty little slut you are? How much you love being fingered in public?”

Her eyes widen, her cheeks flushing a deeper shade of pink. She shakes her head quickly, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. Her hips move in rhythm with my fingers, seeking more friction, more pleasure. Her ass bounces on my lap, grinding against my growing erection, making my cock strain against my pants.

“That’s right,” I murmur, my voice a low growl. “Grind against me. Take what you need from me. Make your body feel good.”

She obeys, her hips rolling, her breath hitching as I thrust deeper, curling my fingers to hit that spot inside her that makes her eyes roll back. Her pussy clenches around me, squeezing my fingers tightly, her arousal coating my hand.

“Fuck, your cunt is so soft inside,” I growl, my cock throbbing with the need to be inside her. My fingers caress her inner walls. They’re velvet soft, like slick jelly. I can’t get enough of the texture. I shove my fingers deeper, curling against her G-spot, making her breath fray. “Look at me, babygirl. Let me see how pretty you look when I’m fingering you.”

She nods, her breath coming faster, her body tensing as I increase the pace, my fingers pumping in and out of her, my thumb rubbing her clit in tight circles. Her nails dig into my thigh, her body shaking as she tries to hold back her moans.

But she keeps her eyes on me. Steady. Trusting. Innocent. And her gaze alone makes me want to give her the world.

“I want to feel you orgasming around my fingers,” I command, my voice a harsh whisper. “I wish you could see yourself right now. You look so hot. Now squeeze me with that pussy, baby.”

Her body convulses, her pussy clamping down on my fingers as she comes, her arousal gushing out, soaking my hand. She buries her face in my shoulder, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm. I can feel her heart pounding against my chest, her breath hot and ragged against my neck.

I slow my movements, easing her down from her high, my fingers still buried inside her. I press a kiss to her back, my voice low. “Good girl. You did so well. You’ll feel me inside you for the rest of the night.”

She looks up at me, her eyes glazed with pleasure, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted. Fuck, she looks so beautiful like this, so vulnerable and open. I want to bury my cock deep inside her, make her scream my name, make her come again and again.

I slide my fingers out of her, bringing them to my lips, tasting her arousal. Her eyes widen, her breath hitching as she watches me lick my fingers clean. I stand up, setting her on her feet, her body still trembling slightly.

“I wipe my hand on a napkin, and pull her in for a bruising kiss.” You taste so good.” My voice is a growl.

She melts into me, her body soft and pliant against mine. I can feel her heart still racing, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps.

“We’re leaving,” I say, my voice harsh with need. “I need to fuck you properly.”

She nods, her eyes wide with anticipation and desire. I take her hand, leading her through the crowd, my cock throbbing with every step. I can feel her stumbling slightly, her feet wobbly, her body still shaking with the aftermath of her orgasm.

We make it to the car, the cool night air doing nothing to ease the heat coursing through my veins. I open the back door, pushing her inside, my body following hers, my mouth capturing hers in a fierce, hungry kiss.

She moans against my lips, her body arching into mine, her hands gripping my shoulders tightly. I push her back onto the seat, my body covering hers, my cock pressing against her, aching to be inside her.

I hike up her dress, my fingers finding the edge of her panties, tearing them off in one swift motion. She gasps, her eyes wide with shock and desire. I spread her thighs wide, my cock pressing against her entrance, teasing her, making her whimper with need.

“Please,” she begs, her voice a desperate whimper. “Please, Dmitry.”

I don’t make her wait. I can’t. I need to be inside her, need to feel her tight pussy wrapped around my cock. I thrust into her, filling her completely, making her cry out with pleasure and pain.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” I growl, my hips moving, my cock pounding into her. “I can feel my cock sinking into your perfect cunt. You’re stretching for me so well, babygirl. Taking every inch I give you.”

She nods, her body arching to meet my thrusts, her nails digging into my back. I can feel her pussy clenching around me, her body already close to another orgasm. I increase my pace, my hips slamming against hers, my cock filling her over and over again.

I capture her mouth again, swallowing her moans, my tongue mimicking the movements of my cock. She’s shaking beneath me, her body convulsing as I fuck her harder, faster, chasing my own release.

Her muscles clasp me even as she chocks out my name, and it’s then that I can't hold back any longer. “Fuck, Callista,” I breathe as I spurt my semen deep inside her. I keep pumping until every last drop has been released inside her.

She whimpers, and I capture her lips as we come down together. I kiss the top of her head, brushing my thumb against her bottom lip.

“You did so well, babygirl,” I say. “Just look at the way you just took my cock. And did it feel good, baby?”

“Yes, Daddy.” She nods, her voice a whisper.

“Callista…”

She looks up at me in curiosity. “Yes?”

I cup her cheek. “Nothing.” My voice is gentle now. “You’re just so good, so beautiful, so perfect.”

She sniffles, like her emotions are swirling inside her. “Did I please you?” she whispers, vulnerability evident in her voice.

I lean down to kiss her. “Yes, you have.”

She steadies her breathing, looks into my eyes with clear, tender sincerity, and shows me how much she appreciates me. “Can you just do me a favor?” she asks. “Don't leave me tonight, okay?”

I rise and brush my lips against hers. “Anything for you.”


ELEVEN


Callista

The morning light pours through my open curtains, brushing across my skin as I pull my shirt over my head. I should close them, but I don’t. I never do anymore.

It’s ridiculous, I know. But part of me hopes he’s out there somewhere, watching.

Knowing Dmitry is keeping an eye on me—seeing me move through my morning, catching the little pieces of my life no one else notices—gives me a strange kind of comfort. The thought that he might be out there, eyes fixed on me, makes the world feel less lonely.

I tell myself I hate it, but I don’t. Not really.

My mind keeps circling back to our date. The soft hum of the city as we drove, the way his fingers brushed my neck when he fastened my seatbelt, the way he kissed me at the traffic light like he couldn’t hold back anymore.

I trusted him that night. Completely.

When he touched me, it wasn’t like before—with anyone else, it was always about performance, about pretending I was wanted. With him, it felt like surrender. Like I didn’t have to do anything but breathe.

He made all my secret fantasies come alive. He took control, but in a way that made me feel safe, seen, and accepted for the first time.

Now I want it again. That feeling of floating somewhere between trust and danger.

I grab my bag and decide to get coffee before class. I didn’t sleep much. My thoughts kept replaying every glance, every word, every touch. I need a hit of caffeine or I’ll fall asleep during the lecture.

So I head to my favorite café.

The café near campus smells like roasted beans and warm croissants. Students fill the tables, their laptops open, their voices buzzing in a low murmur. I step up to the counter and smile at the barista, a guy with slick hair and a bored expression.

“Medium caramel latte, please,” I say, pulling out my card. I tap it on the card machine, but the big red cross and message that comes up makes my heart stop.

Declined.

Fear and panic jam through my veins like a rock song. I knew this was going to happen one of these days. I used the money I got from lying to Dmitry about the shoes to pay rent. I knew I was running low on cash, but I thought I could manage. I thought Dad would deposit money into my account like he used to.

I’m an idiot.

The barista swipes it again, but there’s an irritated expression on his face. “Declined.”

I frown. “That can’t be right.”

“Try again.”

I do. Same result.

A girl behind me huffs. “Can you hurry up? Some of us have class.”

My cheeks burn. “Just one second,” I mumble, trying to keep my voice calm. My hands shake a little as I try the card again.

The machine beeps. Declined.

The barista sighs. “Do you want to try another card?”

I shake my head quickly. “No, it’s fine. I don’t need coffee.”

Before I can step away, a familiar voice cuts through the chatter.

“I’ll pay.”

That deep voice. Calm, certain.

I turn. Dmitry stands behind me, tall and steady, wearing black jeans, a sweatshirt, and glasses that make him look like the most dangerous man in the world. He’s over six feet of pure muscle and masculinity. His voice radiates assurance and certainty and my desperate, scared mind clings to that sound like a reed in a storm. I’ve never been more glad to see anyone.

I was having a meltdown. I hate being humiliated socially and this was going to go down as one of the worst days in my life, but my knight in dark armor just showed up to save the day.

I can’t believe it. Is he psychic? How does he know exactly when I need him? Then I realize he is my stalker. He knows where I am at all times. But he doesn’t use that knowledge to hurt me. He uses it to come to my rescue.

I can’t decide whether he’s a bully or my savior.

Just seeing him freezes the panic in my chest.

He steps closer, his presence swallowing the space between us. His hand comes to rest on my shoulder, warm and heavy. He leans in, his breath brushing my ear. “It’s fine. I got this.”

It’s such a simple sentence, but it cuts through my anxiety like light through fog. For a moment, I just want to melt into him. I want to disappear into the crook of his arm and stay buried there all day. I want to be enveloped in his strength and heat, to let him carry the burdens that have become too much for me.

He moves steadily, rubbing my hips, rubbing my back, keeping me steady while the storm inside me rages. Keeping me anchored while I try to find my calm again. His presence is all I need to remind me that there’s someone in my corner. That I don’t have to figure everything out alone.

He pays, takes both drinks from the counter, and hands me mine. “Here.”

“Thank you,” I say softly. “I’ll pay you back.”

He gives me a small smile. “I don’t need the money.”

“Then why?”

“Because you look like you haven’t slept,” he says. “And because I can.”

He nods toward an empty table near the window. “Sit with me.”

I follow him, the edges of my embarrassment blurring as I watch him set down our drinks. He sits across from me, leaning forward, his gaze steady.

“What’s going on?” he asks.

I hesitate. I could lie. Tell him it’s a glitch. But something in his tone, steady, unyielding, yet somehow gentle, that makes me want to tell the truth.

He reaches across the table, taking my hand. His thumb moves in slow circles over my wrist, grounding me. I relish in the quiet comfort of his caretaking. Those hands were inside my pussy last night, giving me another kind of pleasure. And I thought that’s all we were. That’s all we’d ever be—two people who were sexually attracted, whose kinks matched. But I was wrong. The heaviness crowding my chest isn’t lust. It isn’t even gratitude. It’s the realization that he means more to me than I thought. I like Dmitry Antonov. I even like the way he stalks me. I like things about him that would make other girls run away. His red flags? They don’t matter to me, because underneath everything, he’s a man who cares, who understands, who supports. And that’s more than enough.

“Callista,” he says quietly. “I’m not going anywhere. Talk to me.”

My throat tightens. “My dad cut me off.”

His eyes darken. “Why?”

“To pay for Selina’s art camp in Paris.” My voice cracks when I say her name. “She’s not even serious about art. She just wanted to go because her friends are going.”

He stays silent, letting me talk. It’s the most wonderful thing he does; he gives me space. He’s the man who makes me feel calm, makes me feel taken care of in my worst moments.

“I have financial aid, so he doesn’t even pay my tuition. But now he says I need to learn responsibility, that I’ve been ‘coasting on appearances.’ I can’t get a part-time job right now, not when I’m running the sorority. If I quit, I’ll lose everything I worked for. I love organizing events, Dmitry. It’s the one thing I’m good at.”

“Stop worrying,” he says. “I’ll take care of it.”

My eyes widen. “You can’t just⁠—”

He pulls out his phone and taps the screen a few times. He’s silent, secretive, and mysterious as always. I sip on my coffee, letting the caffeine jerk me awake and pull me back into reality.

“What are you doing?” I ask.

“Fixing it.”

A moment later, my phone buzzes. I pull it out and stare at the notification.

Deposit: $10,000.

My mouth falls open. No fucking way. Did he just give me ten grand because I couldn’t buy coffee? Who does that? That’s beyond generous. That’s…real boyfriend territory. Not that I can say that out loud, not when my heart is bursting with emotions. I’m afraid I’m falling in love wit Dmitry Antonov. And he will never want me back.

I wipe my eyes, trying to prevent tears from forming. “Dmitry. That’s… too much. I can’t take that from you.”

“I’m not giving it to you for free,” he says easily. “You’ll keep pretending to be my girlfriend. You’ll introduce me to the people I need to meet. It’s a fair exchange.”

I know he’s lying. He doesn’t need to pay me for that. I’d do it anyway. He has that photo to blackmail me with. And a lot of footage of me masturbating. I’d do it for that alone.

He’s giving me financial support because he wants to. Because he doesn’t want me to be worried about my bills. That means he cares, even if he won’t admit it to himself or me.

The realization makes my chest ache.

“Thank you,” I whisper.

Dmitry squeezes my hand. “You don’t have to thank me.”

The thumping of my heart is getting louder, so loud I can feel it in my brain, throbbing like the world’s most obvious alarm. I haven’t felt this way before. With every gesture, every touch, ever word, Dmitry is making me fall harder for him. I can’t afford to develop feelings for someone like him. I’m just a pawn in his game to recruit people into the bratva. When I’m no longer useful, will he still want me?

I glance at the clock on the wall. My throat stings as I push down my burgeoning feelings for my bully. “I should go. I have class in fifteen minutes.”

“Then I’ll walk you.”

I smile, shaking my head. “No, it’s fine. But maybe we can meet tonight? After my classes. Grab a drink, maybe make a plan to expand your social circle?”

He grins, leaning back. “I’d like that.”

We both know he isn’t talking about the circle.

He’s talking about me.
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The late afternoon sun glints off the glass walls of the finance building, scattering light across the courtyard. I check my phone again.

Dmitry: Class is running late. Meet me out front.

That was twenty minutes ago.

I’ve been waiting ever since, tapping my foot, pretending not to care while my chest tightens every time the doors open.

All day, he’s been in my head. Every time I tried to focus in class, I found myself remembering the warmth of his hand in mine, the way his voice softened when he said he’d take care of me. It wasn’t just about the money. It was about how he made me feel seen. Safe. Wanted.

I’m beginning to realize that those are emotions I need and crave. Feelings I’ve been missing all along.

And now, standing here in the chill of the fading day, I hate how much I miss him.

I know I should be careful. He belongs to a world I’ll never fit into. His family is in the bratva. I read up on it in class. In their world, a world of secrets, power, and danger, marriages are often alliances arranged by families to increase their power. Even if I fall for him, it’ll never end well. What if his family kills me because I’m a distraction? That thought sends a cold wave of fear up my spine. But my heart doesn’t care about logic. My heart just keeps whispering go to him.

The passion, the desire, and yearning I feel for him is dangerous, wild, and untamed. I can’t cut it away without cutting my heart loose.

Then I see him.

Dmitry steps out of the building, surrounded by a stream of students. His tall frame rises above the crowd, dark hair slightly tousled, bag slung across one shoulder. His shirt is rolled at the sleeves, revealing strong forearms, and his glasses catch the sunlight.

I raise my hand to wave.

He doesn’t see me.

Because he’s laughing—with her.

The girl beside him is petite and blonde, with bright blue eyes and the kind of easy smile that probably gets her anything she wants. She’s holding her notebook against her chest, leaning in a little too close as she talks. Dmitry says something that makes her laugh again, and the sound hits me like a slap.

Jealousy isn’t new to me. I’ve felt it before—at family dinners, watching my father dote on Selina, the daughter he actually loves. But this is different. This feels sharp and hot, like something tearing through my chest.

I hate it.

I hate that he’s looking at her like that, with focus and interest. I hate that she’s getting his smile. I hate that I care.

Before I can stop myself, I move.

My heels click across the pavement, quick and determined. I reach them just as she’s finishing a sentence.

“—so if you want to study together before midterms⁠—”

“Hey, baby.” My voice comes out too bright, too sweet. I loop my arm through Dmitry’s, feeling the muscle in his arm flex against my side. “Looks like class is finally over.”

Dmitry’s head turns instantly. His mouth curves, slow and knowing. “Callista.”

The blonde blinks, her smile faltering. “Oh. I didn’t realize you had a⁠—”

“Girlfriend,” Dmitry finishes for her. His voice is calm, but there’s amusement glinting in his eyes. “Callista, this is Maya. We were just talking about our finance project.”

“Oh?” I ask lightly. “Is that what they call flirting now?”

He laughs, low and dangerous. “You’re jealous.”

“I’m not jealous,” I snap, even though we both know I am.

Maya looks uncomfortable. “Um, I should⁠—”

But Dmitry’s enjoying this. He leans closer to me, his arm brushing my waist. “She gets like this when she’s hungry,” he tells Maya with a grin.

“I’m only hungry because you promised me dinner and kept me waiting outside for half an hour.” I roll my eyes at the girl. “Can you believe it?”

“Dinner? I thought we were going to work on my social life?”

Shit. I realize I misspoke. The original invitation was to make a plan for him to meet the students he has his eye on. Now I’ve made it seem like I’m asking for a date. It’s too late to backpedal so I make the best excuse I can come up with.

My cheeks burn. “Well, I can’t work on an empty stomach.”

That earns me a small, smug smile. “Fair point.”

Maya clears her throat. “I’ll, uh, see you in class, Dmitry.”

“See you,” he says easily.

When she’s gone, I turn on him. “You’re impossible.”

He chuckles, stepping closer. “You’re adorable when you’re possessive.”

“This isn’t funny,” I say, glaring up at him. “You were enjoying that.”

“Maybe a little.”

I punch him lightly in the chest. “I wasn’t jealous. I just didn’t want you wasting my time.”

He catches my wrist midair and holds it, his thumb stroking my skin. “You sure about that?”

I look away, heart pounding. The warmth of his hand spreads through me like static. “You’re so full of yourself.”

“Only when I’m right.”

He’s standing so close now that I can feel the heat from his body, smell the faint scent of his cologne. Clean, expensive, masculine. The air between us hums with tension.

His voice drops. “If you promise never to look at another guy like that again, I’ll never look at another girl again.”

I blink, taken off guard. “What?”

“Promise me,” he says quietly. “That you won’t look at anyone else the way you look at me.”

My stomach flips. The logical part of me knows this is crazy, but my heart is already answering for me. “Fine. I promise.”

His eyes light up, slow and satisfied, and I realize I’ve walked right into his trap. Since last night, he has wanted me to be exclusive. To be his. And now I realize that’s what I want to.

He got exactly what he wanted. So did I.

I can’t even bring myself to regret it.


TWELVE


Dmitry

The burger joint is loud, greasy, and perfect. Neon lights buzz over the counter. The air smells like salt and smoke, and the chatter of college students fills every corner. This is not the kind of place I expected Callista to bring me to for our unofficial second date.

Callista sits across from me in a booth, her hair loose around her shoulders, her eyes bright under the cheap yellow light. She looks wildly out of place and yet completely at home.

There’s a smear of ketchup on her wrist, a strand of hair falling across her cheek. She bites into her burger too fast, and a piece of lettuce slips out and lands on her T-shirt.

I laugh quietly. “You’re a mess.”

“Am not,” she says, though her words are muffled by food.

I lean over the table, wipe the ketchup off her lip with my thumb. Her mouth parts slightly in surprise, and I see the faint flush rise on her skin. I take a napkin next and dab at the red spot on her shirt before she can do it herself. Taking care of her comes naturally to me. I don’t know why that is. When she’s honest and vulnerable, she awakens my masculine instinct to protect. I like doing these small things for her, feeling like I’m contributing to her life in small, meaningful ways.

Her eyes flick up, uncertain, soft.

She’s beautiful in a way that hurts a little. It’s not about the makeup or the dress. It’s how she looks when she forgets to be perfect. When she lets herself laugh, unguarded. When she talks with her hands and drops crumbs everywhere.

“I didn’t think a girl like you would eat burgers,” I say. “I was thinking you’d pick someplace bougie.”

She swallows, wipes her fingers. “A girl like me?”

“Polished. Perfect. The kind who drinks smoothies with kale and lectures people about calories.”

She grins, reaching for her fries. “You clearly don’t know me. I love burgers. In case you can’t tell from the way I’m devouring this one.”

“I can tell.” I take a bite of mine, still watching her. “You’re adorable when you eat like that.”

She laughs, rolling her eyes. “You’re mocking me.”

“I’m admiring you. You’re cute. For a fake girlfriend.”

She shakes her head, smiling, but I can see her cheeks warm. There’s something grounding about this. The two of us sitting in a sticky booth, sharing fries, the normalcy of it. I haven’t felt normal in years. Callista makes me hope for a life I might never have. It’s as scary as all the things she makes me feel. My goes to places it has never gone to before when she’s with me. Some dark places. And some really wholesome places that would make my brothers laugh. I wonder how it’d be to be old, our hair white, and still smiling while eating burgers. To be able to enjoy good food and each other at that age seems like the kind of romantic wish that teenage girls wish for. In the brutal world of the bratva, most men don’t even live to be that old.

Especially men in power. Leo has been through a lot of near-brushes with death. And if I take his place, my life will be in danger constantly. Not that it isn’t now. We have enemies, but they would probably pick Aleksei or Leo to kill first, not me. I work behind the scenes. That keeps me hidden.

Callista leans forward, elbows on the table. Her sweet voice cuts through my depressing thoughts. “So, who are the students you’re recruiting?”

I pull out my phone and show her a list. “A few finance majors. One computer science student. They all have what I need—numbers brains, connections, or access to data. Most of them have heavy debt and difficult family situations. That makes them easier to bring in. Getting a traditional job will be difficult for a few of them. They’ll like my offer.”

Her smile fades. “You make it sound like you’re rescuing them by exploiting them.”

“Maybe I am,” I say simply. “But they’ll get paid. They’ll belong somewhere. That’s more than most people get.”

She studies me, curious. “You’re strategic. You know how to use people to get what you want.”

“My brother says that too.”

“Because it’s true.”

I shake my head. “No. It’s just obvious. Doesn’t everybody know that’s how people think?”

She tilts her head. “You make everything sound so simple.”

“It is simple.” I glance at her. “You just have to stop expecting fairness.”

She sighs, then smiles faintly. “Maybe that’s why I like being around you. You’re so real. My parents pretend to love me in front of other people, but they’re so fake. They only care about themselves. At least with you, what I see is what I get.”

“I’m not sure if that’s a compliment.”

“It is.”

She takes another bite, ketchup smudging her thumb. I’m mesmerized by small, ordinary things: the curve of her mouth as she chews, the little hum she makes when she likes the food, the way she looks up at me between bites, soft and warm and entirely unaware of what she’s doing to me.

“You really like this place,” I say.

“I like how it has that casual college vibe,” she replies. “No one here is pretending to be something they’re not.”

“Except us,” I say.

Her gaze meets mine. “Maybe not.”

The words linger between us, heavier than they should be.

I take a sip of Coke to hide the way my chest tightens.

She changes the subject. “What are your plans? After you graduate.”

I shrug. “Maybe I’ll end up running a big operation. An organized crime empire. My brother says I’m good with numbers. Maybe one day, I’ll be running everything.”

She goes quiet.

I don’t tell her the rest, that when I imagine that future, she’s there too. Standing beside me, throwing galas, looking beautiful, filling the hollow places I’ve carried for years. I don’t say how much I want her laughter in those dark spaces, or her softness to balance everything I’ve become.

She’s still silent, looking down at her drink.

“That sounds like a big responsibility,” she says.

I cough. “No shit. If I take over, I’ll run half the West Coast. I’ll be rich and powerful. We might meet someday, if you develop a drug habit. Or not.”

“I just don’t know what to say,” she admits. “Because the idea of you in that world… scares me. But also…” She trails off, eyes glistening faintly. “I wish I’ll still be part of your life. Even if it’s just a small part. Maybe you’ll come to my charity events when I’m an event planner, and we’ll see each other from across the room. You’ll pretend not to know me, but you will. And we’ll never really be rid of each other.”

My heart clenches. I smile, but it feels bittersweet. “I’d like that. To never be rid of you.”

It aches to know how much I mean it. Every conversation with Callista deepens the knowing inside me. That our connection, our time together means something.

She relaxes me. With her, I don’t have to be a genius, don’t have to impress or get results or solve complex problems. I can be myself. Talk about mundane things, act like a man instead of a future pakhan.

She blushes, glancing down, fumbling in her bag for something to hide her expression.

The air between us thickens, too much and not enough all at once. Neither of us can confront the truth. Not yet. Being a fake couple seems safe, especially when the emotions are so strong. I’m afraid I might drown in them and forget myself if I give in. I’m not used to feeling so strongly. This isn’t rational. This isn’t like anything I’ve known before.

Yet, the desire to hold her, to see her again, to talk to her, is a constant voice in my brain, drowning out everything else.

Callista finally pulls out her phone and opens a photo. “You’re meeting my family this weekend, so you should at least know their faces.”

On the screen is a perfectly posed family portrait. She lays it on the table so I can get a better view.

“That’s my stepmother,” she says, her tone clipped. “She’s cold and greedy. Married my dad for his money and status. Then there’s Selina—she’s the golden child. Shallow, self-absorbed, she thinks the world revolves around her. And that’s Andrew. He’s the youngest. He’s ten, already a bully. My stepmother covers up his messes so my dad never finds out.”

I study the photo. “The way you describe them makes your feelings clear.”

“I can’t wait to graduate, find a job, and never see them again.” She lets out a long-suffering sigh. “Once I’m independent, I’ll never have to pretend again.”

“Won’t you be lonely?”

Her fingers move to the ends of her hair, twisting the strands around her finger. “Maybe. But someday, I’ll make my own family. That way I’ll never have to go back to them. I’ll have people who actually want me around. A husband, kids… someone to spend holidays with.”

Her voice softens, and something fragile flickers across her face. I watch her twist that golden strand again and again, like she’s winding hope around her finger.

“What would that family look like?” I ask. I don’t know why I’m asking, but I want to know.

She smiles, faint but dreamy. “A loving husband. Someone who’s protective and loyal. He’ll kiss me good morning every day and never make me feel like I’m too much or not enough. We’ll have a big kitchen, maybe two or three kids. They’ll make noise all the time, and I’ll complain, but I’ll love it. I want our house to always be full of laughter.”

As she speaks, the image forms in my mind too easily. Her arms wrapped around small children. Her hair loose and glowing in the light. Her belly round with another child, the way her hands would instinctively cradle the life inside her.

It shouldn’t hit me this hard.

But the thought of her—soft, maternal, smiling—lodges in my chest.

And I want it. I want her.

“I want that kind of family too,” I hear myself say.

Her eyes lift, wide and searching. “Really? Is that even allowed in the mafia? To have a normal, happy family?”

A small growl escapes me before I can stop it. “I can bend the rules a little.”

She laughs, teasing. “What kind of wife would you have, then? Someone Russian, connected to a powerful family?”

“No.” My gaze holds hers. “I’d like a blonde with a mouth on her. Someone who looks perfect in front of others but shows her real self only to me. A woman who craves passion, who needs to be protected, who’d carry as many children as I want to put in her belly.”

Her breath catches, and I can see the heat creep up her neck. She reaches for her milkshake and sips it too fast, pretending to be busy, her cheeks flushed pink.

“Well,” she says, avoiding my eyes, “good luck finding your dream woman.”

I lean back in the booth, watching her struggle to look anywhere but at me. She’s fidgeting, stirring her drink even though it doesn’t need it, trying to escape the tension that she started without even realizing it.

She’s adorable when she’s flustered.

And in that noisy, greasy diner, with fries growing cold between us, I realize there’s nowhere else I’d rather be.
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Sunday afternoon feels like a test I didn’t study for. It comes too soon for my liking. I’ve been texting Callista all week, because I’m addicted to her thoughts, her energy, and most of all, the way she lets me be myself.

We ate at the burger spot again. It’s quietly becoming ‘our place’. This fake dating thing doesn’t feel fake anymore. My feelings are growing, expanding so fast I can’t control my behavior around her anymore. I keep an eye on her all the time, letting her distract me from my work. My obsession, my lust, and my craving is close to boiling over. But now there are new feelings squeezing my chest—love, protectiveness, caring, and the desire for companionship.

Callista’s hand is small and clammy in mine as we walk up the cobblestone driveway to her father’s estate. The house sprawls across the hill like a showpiece. Huge columns decorate the front, which seems both tasteless and excessive for a mere lawyer’s home. I can tell these people are pretentions and trying to make themselves seem grander than they are. The tinkle of glasses fills my ear and a pristine garden stretches around the house like a crown. On the back lawn, the party is already in full swing. Strings of lights hang from trees, tables draped in white linen, waiters carrying trays of champagne. The air smells like money, perfume, and polite poison.

Callista’s fingers tighten around mine as we step onto the grass. She’s dressed beautifully—cream dress, pearl earrings, her hair brushed into soft waves—but there’s a stiffness in her shoulders, a tension I can feel through her skin.

She looks up at me, trying for a smile. “Well? Impressed?”

I scan the crowd. Women in designer dresses. Men in tailored suits. Laughter that sounds rehearsed. “I’ve seen better.”

Her lips twitch. “Good. Because they all think they’re better.”

We move through clusters of people, conversation lowering to a hum behind us. I can feel eyes on me, on my tattoos that stretch down my arms and peek from under the cuff of my shirt. The whispers follow us like gnats.

“They’re staring,” she murmurs.

“They always do,” I say. “Let them.”

She glances toward the center of the garden. “That’s them.”

Her father stands in a pale blue suit beside her stepmother, a woman too polished to look real. Selina, radiant in a pink dress, is surrounded by friends, her laughter sharp and sweet. Near the buffet, a young boy—Andrew—shoves another kid aside to reach the cupcakes.

“Family,” I say quietly.

She nods. “Unfortunately.”

Her stepmother notices us first. She steps forward, her voice high and grating. “Callista. Good heavens. Did you bring him?” Her eyes sweep over me, disapproving. “Really, dear, is this necessary? You know how people talk. Are you trying to humiliate Selina?”

Callista’s fingers tighten on mine. She tilts her chin up. “Dad invited Dmitry. If you have a problem with him being here, take it up with him.”

For a second, her stepmother freezes, her perfect smile faltering. Then she huffs, muttering something under her breath as she walks away.

I lean close and say quietly, “You did good.”

“She’ll make me pay for it later,” Callista whispers.

“Then I’ll pay double.”

Her mouth softens into a small smile before she exhales, the tension easing just a little.

Selina notices us next. When Callista approaches her to say congratulations, Selina doesn’t even turn her head. “Thanks,” she says in a flat tone, still chatting with her friends. “Paris is going to be so inspiring.”

Callista’s shoulders go taut, her skin stretching across her perfect collarbones. I want to reach for her hand again, but her father appears before I can.

He’s tall and lean, graying at the temples, his face sharp with disapproval. He looks at me, at my inked skin and dark suit, and his expression tightens before he forces a smile.

“Mr. Antonov,” he says. “We spoke on the phone.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You sounded… normal on the phone.”

“I’m normal,” I say, meeting his gaze.

He studies me with cool disdain. “You don’t look it.”

Callista steps in. “Dad, he’s one of the top accounting students. He’s brilliant.”

Her father ignores her. “You’re dating him?”

“Yes,” she says, voice steady.

He sighs. “You always have to be the difficult one, don’t you? You couldn’t bring a respectable young man? Someone who fits in?” He looks me up and down again. “You had to bring this.”

My jaw tightens. “This?”

He doesn’t even glance at me. “You’ve always been jealous of Selina. Is that what this is? You couldn’t stand her getting attention?”

Callista’s voice trembles. “Dad, that’s not true.”

He cuts her off. “Your mother was just like you. Always chasing men who didn’t belong in our world. Always looking for trouble.”

Something inside me hardens. “That’s not fair.”

He turns to me. “This is between me and my daughter.”

“She’s not your punching bag,” I say, my voice low.

His eyes flash. “You don’t know anything about this family. Her mother destroyed our reputation. She ran off with a man like you. Tattoos. Arrogant. No discipline. I see her every time I look at Callista.”

Callista flinches. “I’m not her.”

He doesn’t stop. “It’s in your blood. Recklessness. Shame. It always shows up eventually.”

My fists clench. “She’s nothing like her mother,” I say sharply. “She’s kind, she’s intelligent, and she works harder than anyone here. But you’re too blind to see it.”

He points a finger at me. “Watch yourself, young man.”

“Maybe start watching how you treat your daughter,” I shoot back. “She deserves better than this circus.”

“Dmitry,” Callista whispers, tugging at my arm, panic in her eyes.

Her father steps closer. “Proud of her? She sleeps around and brings home trash like you. She’s proving me right every day.”

“This isn’t about me.” My feelings are spiraling out of control. I hate how this guy talks to Callista. Talks about Callista. He has no right to criticize what’s mine. He doesn’t deserve to be her father, but I hate that I’m the one who feels powerless. Because at the end of the day, I’m nothing more than Callista’s fake boyfriened. “You’ve never seen her as an independent person with her own personality and tastes. She’s not an extension of her mother. You already judged her to be flawed even before you gave her a chance to prove herself.”

“Well, she has proved herself, hasn’t she?” Her father’s arrogant smirk makes a nerve pop on my forehead. “She has proved herself to be just like that whore, spreading her legs for any man who catches her fancy.”

Anger, adrenaline, and righteousness surge through my blood like a potent cocktail. That’s it. I’ve had it with this man.

My vision narrows.

Before I realize it, my fist connects with his jaw.

The sound silences the crowd. The music stops. Champagne glasses tremble in people’s hands.

He stumbles back, clutching his face, eyes wide with shock.

Callista gasps, hand over her mouth. I can see the terror and disbelief in her eyes.

But I can’t regret it. I saw the way he looked at her, the way his words crushed her, and I couldn’t stand it another second.

For the first time in her life, someone needed to defend her.

And as I stand there, breathing hard, watching her shake in front of me, I know I’ve just crossed a line that changes everything.

Because I’m no longer pretending to be her boyfriend.

I’ve become something else entirely.


THIRTEEN


Callista

The ride back to campus is quiet. I see the blood on Dmitry’s knuckles as he grips the steering wheel hard. It has dried. It’s not his blood. It’s my Dad’s. He broke a tooth, and then we left. He grabbed my hand, said he couldn’t stand seeing me get insulted, and dragged me back to the car.

I didn’t protest. I was too shocked to do anything. But I let him start the engine. I let his rough hands put on my seatbelt and I let him whisk me away from the home I detest, from the family I hate.

A soft patter presses against the windshield, gradually intensifying into a full-fledged downpour. Dmitry’s jaw is clenched, his knuckles white against the steering wheel. The tension in the car is thick, almost tangible. The windshield wipers hum, their mechanical whir intensifying the silent tension between us. I can feel my skin crackling from proximity with Dmitry. He’s suppressing so much. I can tell from the tight jaw, the veins protruding at his temples, and his refusal to look at me.

“Why are you so angry?” I finally ask, my voice barely above a whisper. “I should be the one who’s angry. You fought with my dad, and now I can’t face my family. They might cut me off completely.”

Despite the prospect that my dad might call tomorrow and disown be for ‘dating’ someone like Dmitry, I’m not afraid. With him by my side, I feel stupidly strong, like I can handle anything the world throws at me. He’s like my anchor.

His gaze doesn’t waver from the road, but his jaw tightens further. “I’m angry because of the way they treat you. You don’t deserve that. Every single family member treated you like crap today. It was fucking painful to watch.”

A pang shoots through my chest. His voice is harsh, filled with emotions. He’s angry on my behalf. He hates seeing me put down. Nobody has ever felt that way before. Nobody has believed that I deserved better. “I’ve been putting up with it for years. I’m used to it. It wasn’t going to be for much longer anyway.”

He glances at me, his eyes dark with an emotion I can’t quite name. “No one should have to put up with that crap. They don’t see how hard you work, how exceptional you are. They don’t deserve you.”

His words hit me like a punch to the gut. The intensity in his voice, the protectiveness—it’s more than I’ve ever had from anyone. “Dmitry…”

“If they cut you off,” he says, his voice firm and unyielding, “I’ll take care of you. You won’t be alone. You work for me now. I take care of my people. My family.”

The word family sends a shiver down my spine. My pussy trembles at the word. A heavy weight settles in my stomach. I know that in the bratva, the soldiers who work for the organization are seen as a part of the family. Is it the same for me? Or did Dmitry mean something more?

The rain is pouring down now, the wipers working overtime to clear the view. The world outside is a blur of gray and green, the road slick with water. Suddenly, Dmitry pulls off the highway and into the parking lot of a small, rundown motel. The neon sign flickers intermittently, casting an eerie glow over the wet pavement.

“What are you doing?” I ask, turning to look at him.

He doesn’t answer. Instead, he unbuckles his seatbelt and then mine, his movements deliberate and precise. Before I can react, he leans over and kisses me, his mouth hungry and demanding. His hands cup my face, holding me in place as his tongue delves deep, exploring every corner of my mouth.

I gasp, my body responding instantly to his touch. His hands move down to my breasts, groping them roughly, his thumbs circling my hardening nipples. A moan escapes me as he slides one hand under my dress, his fingers finding the lace of my panties and stroking my clit through the thin fabric.

“Dmitry…” I whisper, breathless.

“On my lap, babygirl,” he commands, his voice low and rough. “I need to feel you.”

He lifts me effortlessly, pulling me onto his thighs. I feel his strong, masculine muscles, and they offer my ass support. His fingers slip under my panties, finding my slick folds. He groans, his breath hot against my ear. “You’re so wet for me, aren’t you?”

I can only nod, my body aching with need. He thrusts two fingers inside me, stretching me, filling me. His other hand moves to my breasts, plucking at my nipples, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core.

“Fuck, you feel good,” he growls, his hips grinding against me, his hard cock pressing against my ass. “You love this, don’t you? Being fingered in the car, in the pouring rain.”

I whimper, my body shaking with the intensity of his touch. His fingers move faster, deeper, hitting that spot inside me that makes me see stars. His thumb circles my clit, the sensation almost too much to bear.

He curls his finger at my G-spot, flooding me with rapture. I arch my back, pushing my chest out, pressing my aching breasts to his mouth, hoping he’ll suck on them. He does. He latches on one breasts, closing his lips around a hard peak. When he sucks, pleasure jolts through my system. My lungs contract when the tip of his tongue paints circles around my needy bud, making it furl. My brain melts from the combination of the forceful suction at my sensitive breasts and the insistent pressure of his calloused fingers stroking inside my channel.

Fireworks explode behind my eyes. He draws out sensations I have never felt before. My neither region are on fire, burning like an open bonfire, feeding his lust, his dominance. My cunt feels raw and tender when his fingers deliberately brush over my velvet inner walls, stimulating my nerves. My nervous system lights up, screaming with joy every time the friction of his fingers registers in my pussy.

He fucks me hard and deep, penetrating harder with each thrust.

“Come for me, babygirl,” he orders, his voice a low growl. “I want to feel your pussy clenching around my fingers. I want to hear you scream my name.”

It’s him biting down on my overstimulated nipple that pushes me over the edge. My body convulses, my pussy clamping down on his fingers as I come, my scream filling the car. He doesn’t stop, his fingers still moving inside me, drawing out my orgasm until I’m shaking and breathless.

He pulls his fingers out, bringing them to his mouth, tasting me. His eyes meet mine, dark and intense. “You taste so fucking good.”

I swallow hard, my heart pounding in my chest. His fingers dip back into my pussy, feeling the wet, throbbing hole he has created with his demanding touch.

“Fuck, you’re dripping,” he says, his voice husky. His gaze is focused on me. Honest. Needy. I see myself reflected in his eyes—equally needy and desperate. “I need to breed you, Callista. I need to come inside you.”

Breed me? He wants to come inside my unprotected pussy? I’m not on birth control, yet the idea appeals to me so much. I want to feel him in my raw pussy, just like I did before. Except, this time, he’d be claiming me explicitly, trying to plant a baby inside me.

It’s reckless. It’s taboo. It’d be a disaster if I got pregnant when I have only a few months left to graduate. But all of those reasons only make me want it more.

I want him to claim me, to assert the most primal form of dominance over my body, and make me carry his child.

His words send a shiver down my spine, my pussy contracting at the idea. After the spectacle with my family, the thought of his warm cum inside me, of carrying his child, feels like a lifeline. A promise of a happy, loving future, even if it might not be with him.

“I want to be your good little breeder,” I whisper, my voice barely audible over the pounding rain. “I want to keep your cum safe in my womb.”

His eyes widen, a dark hunger flashing across his face. Before I can react, his strong arms are under me. He picks me up, carrying me through the pouring rain to the motel. The rain soaks us both, but neither of us cares. He kicks open the door to the motel office, demanding a room. The clerk, startled, hands over a key without a word.

Dmitry carries me to the room, throwing me onto the bed. His hands are assertive, tearing away my clothes, his mouth hot and demanding against mine. I’m breathless, my body aching with need, ready for whatever he has planned.

His gaze meets mine, dark and hungry. “I’m going to fuck you, Callista. I’m going to breed you. And you’re going to take every drop of my cum.”

I nod, my heart pounding with anticipation. I want this. I need this. I need him to fill me, to claim me, to make me his in every way possible.

“This is serious,” he climbs on top of me, caging my body between his knees. His shirt is soaked and the water drips onto my naked body, drop by drop. Each cold whisper of water makes me shiver. My pussy clenches every time another drop lands on me, until my channel is slippery enough to welcome his cock. “If we do this, it changes everything.”

“I know,” I reply.

“We’re not fake lovers anymore.” He kisses my forehead. When he peels his mouth off my skin, he starts unbuttoning his shirt. In the light of the night lamp, I spy the massive bulge of his cock. It makes my mouth go dry. “If I breed you, you’re mine forever. Understand that, Callista?” His hand squeezes my jaw. His pupils dilate. “Once Daddy’s baby is growing inside you, there’s no running away. I’ll hunt you down and make you give birth. I’ll stroke your swollen belly and kiss your growing womb every day, so you never forget who bred you.”

Oh my god. How can he make being pregnant for him and having his baby sound so hot? How can he make me want to be forced to carry his child? Each dark, lustful promise he makes triggers something primal inside me. The desire to be fertile for him, to let him satisfy himself by filling my womb, and to give him the fruit of our sex.

Clear streams of slick slide down my thigh, making my arousal embarrassingly obvious.

“Yes.” My response is barely more than a whisper. I don’t speak the words; my body does. The aching emptiness inside my core needs to be sated. And only his warm cum coating my insides will be enough to calm down my raging heat.

I see Dmitry’s eyes narrow a fraction. His chest relaxes, and lets out a breath. “I’m going to plant my seed inside you, babygirl. Give you the family you deserve. Give you a baby to carry and nourish. You’ll look so pretty when you’re growing our baby. Everybody will know you’ve been a slut, spreading your legs for me.”

He doesn’t say the last part but the way he gently caresses my cheeks, eyes filled with a mixture of lust and longing tells me what he’s thinking: I’ll give you something that ties us together forever.

The room is dimly lit, the faint smell of must and old cigarettes lingering in the air, but all I can focus on is Dmitry.

His clothes are damp from the rain, clinging to his muscular frame, and he peels off his shirt, revealing the tattoos that snake down his chest and arms. The sight of him, so powerful and dominant, sends a shiver of anticipation through my body.

He crawls onto the bed, his body caging mine as he leans down to capture my mouth in a fierce kiss. His tongue dives deep, exploring every corner, claiming me completely. I can taste the rain on his lips, the earthy scent of him filling my nostrils. His hands roam over my body, rough and possessive, as if he’s memorizing every curve and contour.

Breaking the kiss, he moves his lips to my neck, nipping and sucking at the sensitive skin. His hands cup my breasts, his thumbs circling my hardened nipples. He lowers his head, capturing one nipple in his mouth, sucking hard before moving to the other. He lavishes attention on my breasts. “These will swell when you’re pregnant. They’ll get even more sensitive. Imagine me suckling on them while you breastfeed our baby. You’ll be so hot, Callista. A fertile, milky goddess,” he murmurs against my flesh, his voice a low growl.

I gasp, the mental image and the sensation of his mouth on me sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core. He trails kisses down my stomach, his fingers hooking into the waistband of my panties and pulling them down. He spreads my thighs wide, his eyes locked on my pussy.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” he growls, sliding a finger through my slick folds. “Your womb is ready for me, isn’t it? Hot and eager to be bred.”

I whimper, my hips lifting off the bed as he presses a finger inside me. He pumps it slowly, his thumb circling my clit. The sensation is intense, the pleasure building with each thrust of his finger.

“You feel that?” he asks. “You’re so hot inside, babygirl. Perfect temperature to get knocked up. I can feel your little womb pulsing, begging to be seeded.”

His words send a flush of heat through me. He adds another finger, stretching me, preparing me for his cock. He leans down, his tongue licking at my clit as his fingers pump in and out of me. The dual sensation is overwhelming, and I can feel my orgasm building, my body tensing.

“Not yet,” he commands, pulling back just as I’m about to come. He moves up my body, his cock pressing against my entrance. “You come when I say so. And you’ll come with my cock deep inside you, filling you with my seed.”

I nod, my breath coming in quick gasps. He thrusts into me, filling me completely in one swift motion. I cry out, my body stretching to accommodate him. He gives me a moment to adjust before he starts moving, his hips slamming against mine.

He leans down, capturing one of my nipples in his mouth again, suckling hard as he fucks me. He is in rough, endless pursuit of my orgasm. The sensation of his cock filling me, his mouth on my breast, sends waves of pleasure crashing through me. He fucks me deep and hard, awakening spots inside me with rough, jabbing thrusts that make my pussy explode in delight and pain. He's filling me up, owning every part of me.

He lifts his head from my breast and places his palm on my belly. His pelvic thrusts hit the sensitive button of my clit, and I raise my legs instinctively. He looks at the place where my legs join, grunts, places my legs on his shoulder, and explores me even deeper. His cock hits my cervix.

Instantly, my body tenses. I’ve never been touched there by anyone else.

He does it again. My pussy squeezes him tighter as shockwaves ripple through me. I can feel myself being pulled under by an intense ache. I’m drowning in rapture, and Dmitry pushes me underwater with each successive thrust, feeding my need for deep, wild intimacy.

His fingers dig into my hips, keeping us locked together.

His huge cock spears in and out of my puffy pink hole as his balls slap against my wet entrance with each deep thrust. His rough, masculine heat seeps through my pussy walls, engulfing me.

My pussy flutters uncontrollably and gasps lurch out of my throat now as I absorb the rough shocks of rapture, opening myself up to him completely. Letting him ravage my fertile womb.

The room echoes with the sound of our bodies coming together, the scent of rain and sweat filling the air.

My breasts bounce with each thrust. It feels obscene, like I’m in a porn movie. Made worse by the fact that we’re fucking because we need to copulate. Because we need to merge in the most primal way.

“Do you want Daddy’s cock filling you, Callista?” he growls.

My words are incoherent sobs. All I can say is, “Yes, Dmitry.”

“Do you want me to put a baby inside you?”

I nod, clutching his shoulders. “Yes, Daddy. I want to be bred by you. I want to walk around gently cupping my belly, crawling in and out of bed carefully, wearing maternity clothes, feeling every kick inside me… “

He moans at my response. He pulls back, grabbing my hips and flipping me onto my hands and knees. He positions himself behind me, his cock pressing against my entrance once more.

I lift my hips and he grabs my ass, spreading my cheeks, his fingers digging into my smooth, wet flesh. His cock prods at my entrance and I re-adjust my knees to give him better access. He surges forward, impaling me with his full length, filling me to the brim as I moan, submitting myself to his savage plundering.

“Imagine yourself six months from now, heavy with my child," he whispers into my ear. “Your belly will be big and round and your tits engorged with milk, because you’ve been fucked raw by me every day for half a year. And everybody will know that Callista Vale isn’t a good girl. She’s a fucking whore who enjoys being pregnant.”

His voice turns dark, low, dripping with possession. “Remember that, Callista. I will stalk you all day, watching you shower with your big belly, watching your tits grow ripe and big for our child. I’ll never let you out of my sight, not even for a second.”

His voice is woven with so many dark, dominant promises. It shakes me to the core. My toes curl and my fingers dig into the bedsheets tightly.

The pleasure is tightening in my core. It’s so strong that it feels like I’m about to faint. His hand comes up to grab my breast. He finds my nipple, teasing it. Pinching it tightly till the bud is hard in his hands, filling his hand.

Each deep thrust makes my body tremble. My ass fills his palms. My tits bounce invitingly, the nipples flushed with rosy tips, and looking ripe, wet from his saliva.

“Your womb is going to make such a perfect, pretty home for my sperm.”

Thrust.

“Oh yeah, you were fucking built for this.”

Thrust.

Thrust.

“For being bred. For taking all my fucking come.”

Thrust.

My heart is pounding with intensity, hot and wild in my chest.

He fucks me non-stop, each deep thrust carrying him closer to my womb. To my final undoing.

He grips my hips hard, and I feel his every ridge and vein heightening my pleasure as his slick, s cock rams back into me.

His thrusts deepen each time my pussy grips and clenches his girth like a vice, squeezing and milking him. It’s so intimate, so primal to feel the direct force of his body caging mine from behind, taking me to the highest of heights.

“I need this cunt stretching to carry my child, Callista,” he grunts, panting for air. He picks up a fast, relentless pace, his hips making a low slapping sound between the wet crevice of my thighs every time he plunges back into me. The growl of his words, and his thrusting pumps build to a feverish height until my toes curl and my eyes fall shut.

He fucks me fast and hard, making me whimper and cry for release from the shuddering climax building in my bones. “I need you to let go, to smear my cock in your juices” Dmitry mutters through gritted teeth, pushing into me harder and faster with each word.

My clit feels like it’s strummed with pained pleasure as he brings me closer to a shattering climax.

I’m on the verge of exploding. My eyes roll back in my head. My skin is crawling with tingles. My pussy floods with wetness. It’s all so intense. I can’t escape the gravity of the attraction that pulls out bodies together like magnets.

The room is warming up. My moans and whimpers are getting loud and urgent. Everything else is being blocked out. There is nothing but Dmitry’s cock thickening inside my pussy.

Then… I’m being shoved over the cliff, a million fragments of euphoria bursting in me.

I pant out my orgasms into the soft comforters, the velocity of my climax making me soar. My body floats on air.

A shuddering climax erupts through me, unleashing like a hurricane. I buck and writhe beneath Dmitry as my orgasm spikes, sharp and intense. My pussy clamps down on his cock, squeezing it tightly as I come, my screams filling the room.

Dmitry grunts, his body tensing as he finds his own release. He slams into me, his cock pulsing as he unloads rope after rope of his hot cum deep inside me.

Each time another drop of semen leaves Dmitry’s dick, I feel out of control and delirious. I imagine myself pregnant, unable to leave the bed, heavy and lethargic, eating comforts foods and becoming rosier and plumper with every passing week.

My ass cheeks part for him as each violent thrust stuffs me with more of his seed.

“That’s it. Good girl. Take every last drop I give you. Keep milking me.” He doesn't stop thrusting until his balls drain. Until I’m overflowing with semen.

“Thank you,” I mutter, marshalling the last of my energy. I’m completely exhausted. He just gave me the headiest orgasm of my life.

My heart beats so fast and so hard I feel like it’s going to jump straight out of my chest. I start puffing in short, winded gasps as each load of his cum soaks into me, fills me, settles deep within me. The wet trickle of his seed running down my thighs makes my belly cramp with knowing. I let him breed me, and I could be nurturing his baby in my womb already.

Dmitry rolls me over without pulling out, and slides one big rough hand down to my belly. He spreads his fingers out and runs them over my skin, drawing slow circles on my skin with his thumb as he pants for air.

“Little baby-maker,” he whispers to my belly, like it’s a pet, and I chuckle at the silly fondness in his tone, feeling small beads of his sweat as they drip down and make me sizzle and tingle.

We stay like this for long, quiet moments, breathing in the earthy smell of the rain lingering in the air. I feel sore. The lingering remnants of our breeding session flicker at the edge of my consciousness as a warm, comforting thought.

I cuddle back against his strong frame, and he hugs me tighter, wrapping me up in his embrace.

In the dim light of the motel room, everything feels right. I feel warm and safe having Dmitry behind me like this. His hands running circles on my belly is soothing and as I feel the steady breeze of his breaths in my ear as he drifts off to sleep, I start to smile too.


FOURTEEN


Callista

Two weeks later…

The bathroom is a haven of luxury, all polished marble and gleaming chrome. The air is thick with steam, the scent of expensive soap and something deeper, more primal—the smell of us, of our bodies intertwined. The massive bathtub is nestled in the center, surrounded by flickering candles that cast dancing shadows on the walls. It's like a scene from a romance novel, but it's real, and I'm living it.

Dmitry's arms are wrapped around me, his chest pressed against my back, and his cock buried deep inside me. He moves slowly, lazily, as if we have all the time in the world. His hands cup my breasts, fingers teasing my nipples until they’re hard and aching. Every touch sends jolts of pleasure straight to my core, where his cock fills me completely.

I lean back against him, feeling the steady rhythm of his heartbeat against my skin. The room is hazy with steam, and it feels like we’re cocooned in our own little world, safe from everything outside. There’s a comfort in his embrace, a sensation of being home.

“Your pussy is like an angel’s,” he murmurs, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. “So tight and perfect.”

I close my eyes, savoring the feeling of him inside me, the warmth of his body against mine. “Maybe we should start using protection,” I say softly, even though the idea of it feels wrong, like it would shatter this perfect moment.

His grip on my breasts tightens slightly, his thumbs still circling my nipples. “It’s too late for that, babygirl,” he says, his voice low and husky. “I’ve been coming inside you for weeks now. My seed is already planted.”

His words send a shiver down my spine. I try to reassure myself that getting pregnant isn’t easy, that it won’t happen just because we’re having sex all the time. But the possibility fills my heart with a strange, warm joy. The thought of carrying his child, of our future intertwined, even if it’s still uncertain, makes me happier than I thought possible.

The smoke from the candles curls around us, and I feel a deep sense of luxury and comfort. This isn’t just about sex; it’s about intimacy, about feeling safe and loved in his arms. I wonder if this is what it would feel like to come home to him every day, to spend my time with him, to share a life together.

“What’s on your mind?” he asks, his voice soft but commanding. He knows me well enough to sense when my thoughts wander.

I take a deep breath, letting the steam fill my lungs. “I was just thinking about the future. About what happens if I get pregnant.”

His hands still on my breasts, and he leans forward to press a kiss to my shoulder. “If you get pregnant, I’ll marry you,” he says, without missing a beat.

My heart skips. “Just like that?”

“Just like that,” he confirms. “I’ve been obsessed with you, Callista. Stalking you, watching you, wanting you. But it’s more than that now. I love you. You fill a hole in my chest that I never knew was there. With you, I feel whole.”

Tears well up in my eyes, and I blink them away. “I feel protected with you too. And I might be falling in love with you.”

He smiles against my skin, his stubble rough and comforting. “That’s good to know. I guess that means we’re not fake dating anymore.”

I nod, feeling a lump form in my throat. “It’s real now.”

He kisses my shoulder again, his hands resuming their slow, deliberate movements on my breasts. “My world isn’t like yours, babygirl. You’ll have to get used to it. I can give you opportunities to make your dream of being an event planner come true, but you’ll have to turn a blind eye to a lot of stuff.”

“What kind of stuff?” I ask, even though I already know the answer.

He sighs, his breath warm on my skin. “We do the worst, evil things. Killing people, laundering money, dealing drugs. Just before dinner, I might order to have people killed. You need to be able to live with that.”

I swallow hard, trying to reconcile the man I know with the one he’s describing. “I like you as a person, Dmitry. Your job, even though it’s dangerous and bloody, doesn’t scare me as much as I thought. I can live with it, as long as I have you.”

He kisses the back of my neck, his lips lingering. “You need to think carefully about this, Callista. Once you’re in, there’s no going back.”

I nod, feeling the weight of his words. But in his arms, with his cock still buried deep inside me, I feel at ease. Physical intimacy comes easily with him, and I crave his touch as much as he craves mine. My fingers trace patterns on his thighs, feeling the muscle and strength beneath his skin.

“I know,” I say softly. “I want this, Dmitry. I want you.”

He thrusts gently, a slow, deep movement that makes me gasp. “I want you too, babygirl. More than you know.”

The water laps around us, the steam rising, and I feel content, safe, and loved. Whatever the future holds, I know I want to face it with him. In his arms, I’ve found a home, a place where I belong. And I never want to let it go.
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Steam still curls in the air when we step out of the shower. Water trails down Dmitry’s chest, the robe hanging loose on his shoulders. I grab a towel and reach for the robe draped over the vanity, but before I can slip it on, his fingers circle my wrists.

“I want to dress you,” he says quietly, his voice a low rumble that vibrates through my chest. “Let me take care of you, babygirl.”

I should laugh, tell him I can handle it, but something in his tone stops me. It isn’t a command—it’s affection disguised as authority. My heart flutters.

“Okay,” I whisper.

He grabs a towel. He kneels to dry my legs first, slow and gentle, his eyes intent. The towel moves in careful circles over my skin. Then he reaches for the silk slip he picked out, helping me step into it, drawing it up over my thighs and shoulders with reverence. Every touch feels deliberate, like I’m something fragile he wants to protect. When his knuckles brush against my collarbone, my heart skips.

“There,” he murmurs, adjusting the strap on my shoulder. “Perfect.”

No one has ever treated me like this before. My father was distant, my mother vanished, and my stepmother only ever looked at me like I was a stain. But Dmitry… he’s patient, steady, warm.

When he’s done, he stands behind me and wraps his arms around my waist, pressing his lips against my hair. “We can study,” he says softly. “Or read. Whatever you want.”

I smile. “I’d like that.”

It’s my first time in Dmitry’s house. It’s a mansion, way bigger than my parents’ home. Yet, I don’t feel like an imposter here. He has made me feel comfortable, made me feel like I don’t have to be self-conscious.

He takes my hand, guiding me down the hall. The marble floors gleam under our feet, and the house is quiet except for the faint hum of air conditioning and the distant sound of birds outside.

We turn a corner, and almost bump into a woman carrying a basket of laundry. She stops, eyes widening when she sees us.

“Dmitry,” she says, her voice light and teasing. “You didn’t tell me you were bringing someone home.”

Lena Antonova. She’s his sister-in-law. He warned me that he lived with her and his older brother, Aleksei.

I recognize her from the stories Dmitry told me. She’s American, too, and she went to Allister, but didn’t graduate. She’s beautiful in a soft, natural way, her hair tied up in a loose braid and her clothes casual but elegant. She has a kind face, with that calm energy that comes from someone who’s found her peace.

Dmitry clears his throat. “Lena, this is Callista. My girlfriend.”

Girlfriend. Hearing him say it still makes my chest flutter.

Lena’s eyes brighten, and a knowing smile spreads across her lips. “I see. So that’s how it is.” She glances at Dmitry. “Don’t worry, I won’t tell your brothers.”

He sighs in relief. “Thank you.”

Lena laughs softly. “Leo’s in Russia, and Aleksei’s not home. He’s out with Anechka. So it’s just me and Konstantin today. I was baking cookies. Want some?”

Cookies. Real, homemade cookies. I can’t remember the last time anyone offered me something made with care.

“Yes, please,” I say, trying not to sound too eager.

Lena crooks her finger. Dmitry and I follow her without a protest.

The kitchen smells like heaven. Sweet butter, vanilla, and chocolate swirl together in the air. The oven light glows warm against the tiles, and for a moment, the mansion doesn’t feel intimidating. It feels like a home. Dmitry pulls out a chair for me, his hand brushing mine as I sit.

“This place is beautiful,” I say softly.

Lena smiles as she takes out a tray of cookies. “Thank you. Aleksei wanted a fortress. I wanted a kitchen. We compromised.”

I laugh, and so does Dmitry. The sound feels natural.

Then a faint cry breaks the moment. Lena looks up. “That’s my cue.”

She disappears down the hall, and I turn to Dmitry. He leans close, stealing a quick kiss, his lips soft and tasting faintly of the vanilla air. “You look good here,” he murmurs. “You belong here. In my house. Lena sensed it, too. You blend into our family so easily.”

“You think so?” I tuck a wet strand of hair behind my ear. From the moment I stepped in, I fell in love with Dmitry’s house. And his family—or at least what I’ve seen of it—seems great. Lena accepted me warmly, welcomed me with open arms. Even my own family doesn’t treat me so well.

“You would look so good walking around with a swollen belly.” Dmitry bites my ear. My face heats up when he kisses my belly, but he straightens himself when we hear footsteps echoing.

Before I can compose myself, Lena returns, holding a chubby baby with dark hair and piercing eyes. “This is Konstantin,” she says, smiling. “He’s cranky, but sweet.”

“Can I hold him?” I ask without thinking. I love babies, and he’s so cute.

Lena nods, transferring the baby into my arms. He’s warm and solid, with little fingers that curl around mine immediately. My heart melts.

“Hi there,” I whisper, rocking him gently. He blinks up at me, curious and calm. For a moment, I can’t look away. Something inside me aches—a longing I didn’t know I had.

Dmitry makes a funny face, trying to coax a laugh from the baby. Konstantin stares for a second, then bursts into tears.

Dmitry sighs. “He doesn’t like his uncle.”

Lena chuckles. “He does. He’s just tired.”

I cradle Konstantin closer, swaying lightly until his cries fade. “He’s perfect,” I say quietly.

“You’re good with him,” Lena says warmly. “He already likes you.”

I smile, brushing a hand over his soft hair. “He makes it easy.”

Lena sits across from me, watching. “You’re a natural. Stealing his heart already.”

Her words make me blush. “I used to play with my step-siblings when they were babies.”

My step-mom hated it, hated how Selina and Andrew seemed to prefer me over her. But all that changed when they grew up and started to act like their mom.

“Well,” Lena says, leaning back with a cookie in hand, “You have the touch.”

I glance down at the baby in my arms. “He’s beautiful. You must be so happy.”

“I am. I had him young. I never thought I’d have another kid so fast. But when you find the right person and the time is right, everything else falls into place.” She winks at me.

Her words make an impression. I slide a brief glance at Dmitry, who is munching on a cookie. He looks so innocent, like a regular man. Like the kind of man I want to spend the rest of my life with.

He’s the right kind of man to have a baby with. And my heart tells me the time is right, too. Maybe Lena’s wisdom is what I needed.

I stare at her, surprised by her calm confidence. “How young are you, though?”

“Two years older than you,” she says with a grin. “Life just… happened fast. But I wouldn’t change a thing.”

My gaze drifts toward Dmitry, who is watching me quietly, his expression unreadable. But his eyes—those sharp, calculating eyes—are softer now. Almost tender.

And in that moment, holding a baby and sitting in a kitchen filled with warmth, I finally understand what I’ve been searching for my whole life.

Good, warm people. People who accept me and whose stories inspire me.

A family.

And the thought that it could all be mine fills me with hope and joy.


FIFTEEN


Dmitry

One month later…

It’s been a month since I told Callista I loved her, and somehow, every day since has felt like both a lifetime and a heartbeat.

She has become my constant. My gravity.

The mornings start with her voice and end with her asleep in my arms, her breath warm against my chest. I never thought I’d enjoy something as ordinary as having someone to wake up next to, but now, I can’t imagine not having her there.

Our lives have fallen into a rhythm that feels too perfect for the world I come from.

I wait for her outside her dorm with a cup of coffee every morning. Vanilla latte with an extra shot, exactly the way she likes it. Her face lights up every time she sees me holding it, even when she tries to hide it behind a yawn.

“You’re going to spoil me,” she teases.

“That’s the plan,” I tell her.

Between classes, I carry her books from the library. She pretends to protest, but I can see the way her fingers brush against mine when I take them, how her eyes linger on me before she looks away.

I kiss her before she walks into her classroom, slow enough that her lip gloss smudges onto my mouth. It earns her a few jealous glances from other students, and I can’t help but enjoy that. The world should see that she’s mine.

I used to think romance was weakness. That caring about someone meant losing control. But Callista has made me realize that loneliness isn’t strength. It’s emptiness.

And I’ve been empty for too long.

I used to think I felt alone because people didn’t understand me. Now I know it was because I didn’t have anyone to give my love to. Someone to take care of. Someone who made me want to be gentle.

With her, I finally understand what peace feels like.

The business side of my life is flourishing, too. The new recruits from the finance gala are working well. The laundering operations are smooth again, and I’ve started exploring other ventures to expand our influence—cryptocurrency trading fronts, shell corporations, even property investments. Leo will be pleased.

But as I watch Callista leave her last class of the day, walking toward me in her skirt and cardigan, all that matters is her.

She spots me and smiles. That shy, sweet smile that makes everything else fade away.

“Hi,” she says softly, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

I slip an arm around her waist, pulling her close. My thumb strokes her stomach through her sweater. It’s flat now, but sometimes I let myself imagine what it would look like rounded with my child. The thought makes something deep inside me ache.

She leans against me. “I have to write an essay tonight,” she says, frowning a little. “You?”

“I have work,” I admit. “We can do it together. In the library.”

Her smile returns. “Deal.”

The library is quiet at this hour, the low hum of the air conditioner and the rustle of turning pages filling the space. We take our usual spot at the far corner near the tall windows. She sets down her laptop and a notebook filled with colorful pens and sticky notes.

I open my laptop beside her, running numbers and reviewing reports.

For a few minutes, she distracts me completely. The way she chews her pen when she’s thinking. The tiny crease between her brows. The faint scent of her shampoo.

“Stop staring,” she whispers without looking up.

“I wasn’t,” I say.

“You were,” she says, glancing at me from under her lashes. “I could feel it.”

I smirk. “Maybe I just like watching you think.”

She rolls her eyes but her lips curve into a small smile. “Then you’re easily entertained.”

“I am, when it’s you.”

She shakes her head, pretending to focus on her essay, but I see the blush rising on her cheeks.

We fall into a comfortable rhythm after that. She types, I run figures, and somehow, the quiet between us feels warm instead of empty.

Every so often, she reaches for her coffee and our fingers brush. Every time, I have to stop myself from leaning in to kiss her again.

I used to think I could never balance my two lives—the bratva and the boy. But when she looks at me like that, I start to believe I can.
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It’s close to midnight when I finally close my laptop. The library is quiet except for the rustle of pages and the soft hum of fluorescent lights.

Across from me, Callista yawns, her hand covering her mouth as her eyes flutter. She blinks a few times, trying to stay awake, then rubs her eyes with the back of her hand like a sleepy child.

She looks adorable.

“Come on,” I say softly. “You’re done for the night.”

“I just need to finish this paragraph,” she mumbles, squinting at the screen.

I lean forward, pushing her laptop closed. “It’ll still be there tomorrow. You need to eat.”

She groans quietly. “I should head back to the sorority house. The girls will worry.”

“Stay over,” I say before I can stop myself. “I’ll cook for you.”

Her head pops up, her eyes widening. “You can cook?”

I smirk. “A few things. I’m in the mood to make something for my girlfriend. So why not?”

She bites her lip, her tiredness fading into a shy smile. “I like when you call me that.”

“I like it too,” I tell her. “It makes it clear you’re mine.”

Her cheeks color, and she starts to pack up her bag. I do the same, taking her books before she can protest.

When we step outside, the air is cool and the parking lot is nearly empty. I open the car door for her, watching her slide in, her hair catching the glow of the streetlights.

The drive to the mansion is quiet. She leans her head against the window, half-asleep, while I sneak glances at her from the corner of my eye. Her face is relaxed, soft, peaceful in a way that makes something in me ache.

But the moment I unlock the front door, the peace shatters.

Leo is sitting in the living room.

I freeze. He wasn’t supposed to be here.

He looks tired—more than tired. His shirt is half unbuttoned, his hair slightly disheveled, and his eyes have that hollow, sleepless look that means something went wrong.

“Leo,” I say slowly. “You were supposed to be in Moscow.”

He lifts his gaze to me, then notices Callista standing behind me, clutching her bag. One eyebrow arches.

Before I can explain, she blurts out, “Hi. I’m Callista. Dmitry’s… friend.”

“Girlfriend,” I correct, stepping closer and taking her hand.

Leo’s face doesn’t change. No reaction. No teasing. No shock. Nothing. Just that same empty calm that makes me uneasy.

I expected him to say something, make some kind of remark, but he seems too tired to even alter his facial expression.

Callista’s stomach growls. She blushes, her fingers tightening around my hoodie. I hold her hand, saying, “It’s okay. I’m going to whip up something fast.”

Leo’s presence marks the space. He looks past me, toward the kitchen, then back at me. “You were going to cook?”

“Yeah,” I say. “For her. But you look like you could use something too.”

He shakes his head. “No. I have to go.”

There’s something heavy in his tone, something I don’t like. But before I can ask, he’s already standing.

“Have dinner in peace,” he says quietly, brushing invisible lint from his sleeve as he walks past us.

I watch him leave, his footsteps echoing through the marble hall. The front door shuts, and silence settles over the house again.

Callista lets out a breath. “He seems… intense.”

“He’s usually like that,” I say, still staring at the door. “But he was really quiet tonight. Something happened.”

She touches my arm gently. “Should we check on him?”

“He wouldn’t want that.” I force a smile. “Let’s eat. I promised you dinner.”

Her eyes soften. “Okay. But I’m helping.”

I don’t want her wandering alone with Leo still somewhere nearby, so I nod and lead her to the kitchen.

She ties her hair up while I find the apron hanging by the pantry door. When I put it on, she giggles. “You look good in an apron.”

I glance at her, raising an eyebrow. “Yeah?”

“Yeah,” she says, leaning against the counter. “It’s very… domestic.”

I cross the space between us, catching her chin with my finger. “Only you get to see me like this,” I murmur, and kiss her.

It’s a slow, lazy kiss that tastes like sugar and promise, the kind that makes me forget the world outside this house.

When I pull back, I hand her a cutting board and a knife. “Now chop those onions before I change my mind.”

She laughs, brushing her hair off her shoulder. “Yes, chef.”


SIXTEEN


Callista

Dmitry’s body is on top of me. Dmitry’s breath kisses my forehead as his eyes focus on me. We had dinner and finished washing the dishes. But the moment his hand brushed my hip, the electric attraction between us surged to life. He had me on the kitchen counter within seconds. He caressed my tits while he kissed me senseless, drugging me with keep intense kisses.

My pussy was dripping when he picked me up and carried me to his room. He peeled away my clothes as my heart drummed a steady, violent beat. Blood fizzes in my veins. Heat is curling up my spine, stroking the tension low in my belly.

“You look so innocent, so vulnerable.” He kisses the hard peaks of my breasts. “I want to breed you, babygirl. I want to come inside you and keep you plugged up with my cock all night. Hold you tight while you get pregnant on my cum.”

I swallow, but my throat has closed up from arousal. The filthy words ignite a blaze in my core.

“Yes. Stuff me with your seed.” I grab his hands, feeling like I’m clinging to a raft for support. A storm rages inside my pussy.

Ache grips my channel, dripping out of me as clear streaks of moisture.

His hands are firm but gentle as they roam over my body, tracing the curves of my hips, the swell of my breasts. Every touch sends a jolt of pleasure straight to my core. I’m already wet, my pussy aching with need. He leans down, his lips capturing mine in a deep, hungry kiss that leaves me breathless.

“You look so innocent, so vulnerable,” he murmurs against my skin, his voice a low growl. “I want to breed you, babygirl. I want to come inside you and keep you plugged up with my cock all night. Hold you tight while you get pregnant on my cum.”

His words ignite a blaze in my core, a heat that spreads through my veins like wildfire. I swallow hard, but my throat is dry, my breath coming in short, desperate gasps. “Yes. Stuff me with your seed,” I whisper, my fingers gripping his hands, clinging to him like a lifeline.

He moves down my body, his mouth finding my hard nipples. He sucks and nips at them, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. I arch my back, pressing my breasts closer to his mouth, desperate for more. His hands slide down to my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh as he holds me in place.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” he growls, his voice rough with need. “I can’t wait to see you round with my child. Your belly swollen, your tits heavy with milk. You’ll be so fucking sexy, Callista.”

His dirty talk sends a shiver down my spine, my pussy clenching with anticipation. He moves lower, his tongue trailing down my stomach, his hands spreading my thighs wide. He buries his face between my legs, his tongue finding my clit, licking and sucking until I’m writhing beneath him.

“Fuck, you taste so good,” he murmurs, his voice vibrating against my sensitive flesh. “Your pussy is the best dessert.”

I gasp, my hips lifting off the bed as he slides two fingers inside me. He pumps them slowly, his tongue still teasing my clit. The dual sensation is overwhelming, my body tensing as I feel my orgasm building.

But Dmitry keeps me on edge, not giving me the relief my body craves.

He pulls back, his eyes dark with lust as he looks down at me. He undoes his belt, his pants falling to the floor. His cock is hard and thick, the tip glistening with pre-cum. He strokes himself a few times, his eyes never leaving mine.

“You’re going to take all of this, babygirl,” he says, his voice low and commanding. “You’re going to take every inch of my cock, and you’re going to thank me for it later, when you’re stroking your big belly.”

I nod, my breath coming in quick gasps. He positions himself between my legs, the head of his cock pressing against my entrance. He slides in slowly, filling me completely. I gasp, my body stretching to accommodate him. My pussy walls feel the pressure of his cock sliding into my channel, demanding complete submission from me. He gives me a moment to adjust before he starts moving, his hips slamming against mine.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” he growls, his hands gripping my hips tightly. “So slippery. My cock slides into your tight cunt so easily because you’re always dripping for me.”

I whimper, my body shaking with each thrust. He leans down, his mouth finding mine in a fierce kiss. His tongue mimics the movements of his cock, claiming me completely. He breaks the kiss, his mouth moving to my ear.

“I want to plug you up with my cum,” he whispers, his voice a low growl. “I want to fill you so full that you’re dripping with my seed. I want to see your belly round with my child. I want to fuck you every night, fill you with my cum, and watch you grow with my baby.”

His words send a shiver down my spine, my pussy clenching around his cock. He thrusts deeper, his hips moving faster. I wrap my legs around his waist, pulling him closer, needing more.

“You’re mine, Callista,” he growls, his voice rough with possession. “You’re my perfect little breeder. You’re going to carry my child, and you’re going to love it.”

I nod, my breath coming in quick gasps. “Yes, Daddy,” I whisper, my voice barely audible. “I want to be your breeder. Thank you for filling me.”

He groans, his body tensing as he finds his release. He slams into me, his cock pulsing as he unloads rope after rope of his hot cum deep inside me. He doesn’t pull out, his cock still buried deep inside me as he rolls us over, pulling me on top of him.

His hands stroke my back, his breath warm against my ear. “I love you, Callista,” he murmurs, his voice soft and gentle. “I love going through my daily life with you. I love studying with you by my side, cooking for you, watching you eat. But most of all, I love watch you naked, falling asleep next to me. I want to do it for as long as I can.”

Tears well up in my eyes, my heart swelling with love and fear. I yearn for the security of his words, for the promise of a future together. But even as he holds me close, his cock still buried inside me, his cum warm in my pussy, I can’t shake the feeling of uncertainty.

His hands move down to my belly, stroking it gently. “You did so well, babygirl,” he whispers, his voice firm with possession. “You’re my perfect little breeder. Now get some sleep so your body can do what’s needed.”

I close my eyes, savoring the feeling of his touch, the warmth of his body against mine. In this moment, I feel complete, fulfilled in a way that defies words. But even as I drift off to sleep in his arms, I can’t help but wonder what the future holds for us.
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One month later…

My breasts hurt before I’m even fully awake. The ache sits under my skin, heavy and tender, and when I stretch, it makes me wince.

For a second, I lie there blinking at the ceiling, confused. Then my stomach twists.

I barely make it to the bathroom before I throw up.

When it’s over, I rinse my mouth and lean against the counter, breathing hard. My reflection looks pale, my lips colorless. It must be the hangover.

I shouldn’t have had that last drink at the frat party last night.

I wash my face, hoping cold water will help. It doesn’t. My head is pounding, my stomach unsettled. Definitely a hangover. Definitely not anything else.

The thought that it could be something else flashes in my mind, but I shove it away. It’s ridiculous. I’m just tired. Overworked. Hungover.

A knock sounds at the door.

“Callista?”

Dmitry’s voice.

My heart lifts a little, even though I still feel like death.

“One sec!” I shout, splashing more water on my face and brushing my hair back before opening the door.

He’s standing there holding two paper bags. “Grocery delivery,” he says with that faint smirk that always makes my stomach flutter. “Thought I’d drop them off before class.”

“You didn’t have to,” I say, stepping aside to let him in.

“I wanted to.”

He sets the bags on the counter, and I start unpacking them. Fruits. Bread. Cheese. Yogurt. Everything I like.

Then I spot it—the chocolate almond snack bar I love. I freeze for a second, touched.

“You remembered,” I say softly.

He shrugs, watching me with that knowing look. “You eat one every day after your first class. It’s not hard to remember.”

Right. I forgot that he stalked me once. Followed me, learned everything about me.

It should bother me. But instead, it makes me feel cared for. Wanted.

He notices my smile and leans against the counter, looking pleased with himself. “See? I’m a good boyfriend.”

“The best,” I admit, pulling one of the bars out and unwrapping it. “You take care of me too much, though. Since my dad cut me off, you’ve been feeding me, paying for my groceries, and driving me everywhere.”

He steps closer. “That’s what a boyfriend does.”

I roll my eyes. “You’re setting an impossible standard for other men.”

“Good,” he says. “Then you won’t ever want anyone else.”

I laugh softly, feeling warmth bloom in my chest.

As I bite into the bar, a thought hits me. His birthday. It’s in a week. I want to do something special for him. Something to show him I can take care of him, too.

Maybe a party. A surprise one. Something intimate but meaningful.

“Why are you smiling like that?” Dmitry asks suspiciously.

“Nothing,” I say quickly. “Just… thinking about class.”

He gives me a look that says he doesn’t believe me but lets it go.

When we step outside, the air is crisp and cool. He takes my hand automatically, his thumb brushing over my skin in slow, lazy circles.

“You don’t have to walk me to class,” I say. “I’ve been doing this alone for three years.”

He squeezes my hand. “You don’t have to anymore.”

I glance up at him. “Because my big, scary boyfriend will protect me?”

“Exactly,” he says with a straight face.

I laugh. “You know, people are going to think you don’t trust me to cross the street by myself.”

“I don’t,” he says easily. “You get distracted too easily. Last week, you almost walked into a pole while texting me.”

“That was one time.”

“And it was hilarious,” he adds.

I nudge him with my shoulder. “You’re never going to let that go, are you?”

“Not a chance.”

We reach the building, and he stops, turning to face me. “You sure you’re okay? You look a little pale.”

“I’m fine,” I lie.

He studies me for a second, then nods slowly. “Alright. But if you feel off, call me.”

“I will.”

He leans down and kisses me, soft and lingering. The kind of kiss that makes everything feel right again.

“I’ll see you after class,” he murmurs against my lips.

I watch him walk away, tall and steady, and even though I still feel queasy, my heart feels light.

Because somehow, even when everything feels uncertain, being with him makes me feel safe.


SEVENTEEN


Dmitry

“Where are you taking me?” I ask.

Callista’s fingers squeeze mine as she leads me forward, her laugh soft and secretive. A silk blindfold covers my eyes, blocking out everything but the sound of her voice and the faint click of her heels on the floor.

“Patience,” she says, her tone laced with amusement. “You’ll ruin the surprise if you keep asking.”

I sigh, pretending to be annoyed even though I’m smiling. “You know I hate surprises.”

“I know,” she says, tugging me closer. “That’s why I planned one.”

Her hand is warm, her steps confident. I can hear faint music. Soft piano notes. A sweet and buttery aroma drifts through the air. My stomach tightens, curiosity rising.

“Okay,” she says finally, her voice a whisper at my ear. “You can take it off now.”

I pull off the blindfold, blinking as light floods my eyes.

And then I stop breathing.

The room has been transformed.

It’s quiet and private, decorated with soft white lights that hang across the ceiling like stars. There’s a small table set for two, covered with linen and silverware, candles flickering between us. On one side of the room, a cake sits waiting—dark chocolate, decorated with tiny edible gears, a nod to my obsession with precision and control.

“Happy birthday,” she says shyly.

For a long moment, I can’t speak.

She did this for me.

“It’s…” I clear my throat, still stunned. “Perfect.”

Her eyes brighten. “You like it?”

“Like it?” I step closer, sliding a hand around her waist. “You planned all this just for me.”

She nods, looking pleased. “You’ve done so much for me. You take care of me, you’ve been my rock. This was the least I could do.”

My chest feels too tight. “You didn’t have to.”

“I wanted to.”

The table is filled with food—blini with caviar, pelmeni, roast chicken, and honey cake. My mother used to make meals like this before she died. My heart fills with emotion.

“You talked to Lena, didn’t you?” I ask, recognizing the dishes.

Callista grins. “I asked her what you like to eat. I wanted it to feel like home. I wanted to feed you the dishes you love on your birthday.”

It does feel like home. Not my old, childhood home. But a new one that Callista has created for me. My chest muscles squeeze. She could create this kind of warm, loving home for me and my kids in the future.

“Come on,” she says, tugging me toward the table. “Sit down before it gets cold.”

I obey, watching as she pours wine and hands me a plate.

We eat together, laughing when she drops a bit of sour cream on the tablecloth. I tease her about it, and she retaliates by flicking a crumb at me.

“This is good,” I say, cutting into the roast chicken. “Better than what most restaurants serve.”

“I had help,” she says with mock humility. “You think I know how to cook Russian food without Lena’s guidance?”

I shake my head, smiling. “Still impressive. You made all this happen.”

She blushes, eyes dropping to her plate. “You deserve it.”

After we finish eating, she lights the candles on the cake. “Make a wish,” she says softly.

I look at her across the table, her face bathed in golden light, and I already know my wish.

It’s her. Always her.

When the last candle flickers out, she brings me a forkful of cake. I take it from her hand, then catch her wrist before she can pull away, leaning forward to kiss her.

Her lips taste like chocolate and wine.

“I love you,” I whisper. “So much it feels like my heart might explode.”

She exhales a shaky breath. “I love you, too. You’re the one for me, Dmitry. I can’t imagine loving anyone else.”

I see it then—the flicker of fear in her eyes.

“What is it?” I ask.

She hesitates. “I know we’re from different worlds. I’m just scared about the future. About how we can be together.”

I reach across the table, taking her hand in mine. “You’re the one for me, too, Callista. I don’t care what happens after graduation. I’m not going anywhere. I want you in my life.”

She nods slowly, smiling through the uncertainty.

But as I watch her, I know she doesn’t understand the depth of what I mean.

I don’t just want her beside me after graduation as my girlfriend.

I want her bound to me.

I want her wearing my ring, carrying my name, my child.

I want her forever.

I take her hand, pulling her to her feet. Before she can speak, I capture her mouth in a kiss that's anything but gentle. It's rough, savage, driven by a need I can't contain. My tongue invades her mouth, claiming her, tasting the sweetness of cake and wine mixed with something uniquely her.

She gasps against my lips, her hands gripping my shoulders for balance. I deepen the kiss, my hand sliding down her body until my fingers find the hem of her skirt. I slip beneath it, stroking the soft skin of her inner thigh, moving higher until I reach the damp fabric of her panties.

"You didn't get me a gift," I murmur against her mouth, my voice rough with desire. "So I'm going to devour you instead."

She laughs, breathless and flushed. "That was the gift I planned to give you."

"Good," I growl, spinning her around and pushing her against the wall. The force of it makes her gasp, her palms pressing flat against the cool surface. "Because I'm taking it right now."

I push her skirt up over her hips, exposing the curve of her ass. My fingers hook into the sides of her panties, yanking them down her legs. She steps out of them, her breathing already ragged.

I undo my belt, the metallic clink echoing in the quiet room. My pants and boxers fall to the floor, freeing my aching cock. I grip it, stroking myself as I press against her from behind, letting her feel how hard I am for her.

"Feel that?" I ask, my voice a low rasp in her ear. "That's what you do to me, babygirl. You make me lose control."

She whimpers, arching her back, pushing her ass against me. I run the head of my cock through her slick folds, coating myself in her arousal. She's already dripping wet, her body ready for me.

"Please," she whispers, her voice trembling with need.

"Please what?" I tease, circling her entrance but not pushing in. "Tell Daddy what you want."

"I want you inside me," she gasps. "Please, Dmitry. I need you."

"Not yet," I say, my thumb finding her clit and rubbing slow, torturous circles. "First, I'm going to make you beg properly."

She moans, her hips bucking against my hand. I increase the pressure, my fingers stroking her swollen nub until she's trembling, her legs shaking. She's so responsive, so perfect, her body singing for me.

"You're soaking wet," I murmur, sliding two fingers inside her tight heat. "Your pussy is greedy, isn't it? Hungry for my cock."

"Yes," she whimpers, her walls clenching around my fingers. "Please, I need more."

I pump my fingers in and out of her, curling them to hit that spot that makes her cry out. My thumb continues its relentless assault on her clit, and soon she's panting, her body taut with pleasure.

"You want my cock, babygirl?" I ask, my voice dark with promise. "You want me to fill you up, breed you until you're dripping with my cum?"

"Yes!" she cries out, her voice breaking. "Please, Daddy, please fuck me."

I pull my fingers out, bringing them to my mouth and tasting her. She's sweet and musky, addictive. "You taste so good," I tell her. "But I need to feel you wrapped around my cock."

I position myself at her entrance, the thick head of my cock pressing against her slick opening. I grip her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh, and thrust forward, burying myself inside her in one hard stroke.

She screams, her body jolting forward, her hands scrabbling against the wall for purchase. I give her no time to adjust, pulling back and slamming into her again, setting a brutal, punishing rhythm.

"Fuck, you feel incredible," I growl, my hips pistoning against her. "So tight, so perfect. This pussy was made for me, wasn't it?"

"Yes," she gasps, her voice barely coherent. "It's yours, all yours."

"Damn right it is," I say, one hand moving to grip her hair, pulling her head back. "And I'm going to turn your pussy inside out. I’ll make sure to claim my birthday gift properly."

She moans, her pussy clenching around me at my words. I can feel her getting wetter, her arousal coating my cock with every thrust.

"You like that, don't you?" I rasp, my pace never faltering. "You like the idea of me coming inside you, painting your pussy walls with my cum." I lean closer as my strokes become more aggressive. I bite her ear. “You like it because the consequences excite you. You think I don’t know what goes on in your filthy mind, but I know it’s full of images of you with a swollen belly.”

"Yes," she whimpers, her body shaking with the force of my thrusts. "I want it. I want my body to change because your seed is growing inside me."

I reach around, my fingers finding her clit again. I rub it in tight circles, the stimulation pushing her higher and higher. She's crying out with every thrust, her body wound so tight I know she's close.

"Come for me," I command, my voice harsh. "Come all over my cock, babygirl. Show me how much you want my seed."

Her body convulses, her pussy clamping down on me like a vice as she screams her release. The sensation is overwhelming, her inner walls milking my cock, demanding my cum.

"Fuck," I groan, my own control shattering. I thrust deep, as deep as I can go, my cock pulsing as I empty myself inside her. Rope after rope of hot cum floods her womb, filling her completely.

I don't pull out. I stay buried inside her, my hand moving to her stomach, pressing against the flat plane as if I can feel my seed taking root.

"Mine," I whisper, my voice possessive and fierce. "You're mine, Callista. And I'm never letting you go."

She leans back against me, her body still trembling from her orgasm. "Yours," she echoes softly. "Always yours."

I hold her there, my cock still inside her, my cum warm and sticky between her thighs.

“This was the best birthday present ever.” I kiss her cheek, my cock pulsing inside her unprotected cunt.
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Morning filters through the blinds in long, golden stripes, falling across the sheets tangled around us. Callista is still asleep, her body curved into mine, her hair fanned out on the pillow like spilled silk. My hand rests over her stomach, warm and protective.

I press a kiss to the back of her ear. “Good morning,” I whisper, my voice rough from sleep.

She stirs, sighs softly, and for a second everything feels perfect. Then I notice how pale she looks. Her skin is almost translucent, her lips colorless.

“Callista?” I murmur.

She blinks at me, dazed. Then her face twists.

Before I can react, she gags, peeling my arm away and stumbling out of bed.

“Hey, wait—what’s wrong?” I ask, sitting up fast.

She’s already in the bathroom, the door open as she kneels in front of the toilet. The sound of her retching makes my chest tighten. I’m beside her in seconds, gathering her hair back into my hand, holding it gently away from her face.

“It’s okay,” I say quietly. “Breathe. You’re alright, babygirl.”

Her body shakes with another wave. I stroke her back slowly, trying to calm her. “That’s it. Just breathe through it.”

When it passes, she slumps against the cool tile, wiping her mouth with trembling fingers. Her eyes meet mine, wide and glassy.

“This has been happening all week,” she whispers.

My pulse spikes. “You’ve been sick all week and didn’t tell me?”

She looks down, ashamed. “I thought it was just a hangover at first. But… now I think I might be pregnant.”

The world stops moving for a moment.

Pregnant.

The word echoes inside my skull, heavy and electric.

She looks so small sitting there on the bathroom floor, her hair falling loose around her face, her eyes full of fear.

I kneel in front of her and take her hand. My heart is pounding, but all I feel is a rush of fierce protectiveness.

“Don’t worry,” I say softly, leaning in to kiss her collarbone. “Whatever happens, I’m here. Always. I’ll never leave your side.”

Her breath trembles against my cheek. “Dmitry…”

“Shh.” I brush her hair behind her ear. “We’ll figure it out together.”

I stand, tugging on my jeans. “Stay here. Don’t move. I’ll get what we need.”

She frowns up at me. “What are you doing?”

“I’m going to the pharmacy,” I say, grabbing my keys from the nightstand. “You need a test.”

“Now?”

“Yes, now.”

I kiss her forehead, feeling her skin cool and damp against my lips. “Wait for me, baby. I’ll be right back.”

As I walk out the door, my mind spins with a hundred thoughts—shock, fear, and something I never expected to feel.

Hope.


EIGHTEEN


Callista

The bathroom light is harsh and clinical, a stark contrast to the warmth of Dmitry's bed where I woke up an hour ago. My hands shake as I unwrap the pregnancy test, the plastic crinkling loudly in the silence.

This is it.

I've been feeling off for the past week—nausea in the mornings, fatigue that no amount of sleep can cure, and a tenderness in my breasts that makes wearing a bra uncomfortable. At first, I thought it was stress from midterms, but deep down, I knew.

I knew this could happen.

We've been reckless. Every time Dmitry comes inside me, filling me with his cum, there's been a silent acknowledgment that this was a possibility. But now, faced with the reality of it, my heart pounds with a mixture of fear and excitement.

I follow the instructions, setting the test on the counter and starting the timer on my phone. Three minutes. That's all it takes to know if my life is about to change forever.

I pace the small bathroom, my thoughts racing. What will Dmitry say? He's told me he loves me, that he wants a future with me. But this is different. This is real. A baby would tie us together in a way that can't be undone.

The timer beeps, and I freeze.

I take a deep breath, walking slowly to the counter. I pick up the test, my eyes focusing on the small window.

Two lines.

Positive.

My legs give out, and I sink to the floor, the test clutched in my trembling hand. Tears blur my vision, a mix of joy and terror. I'm pregnant. I'm carrying Dmitry's child.

A soft knock on the bathroom door makes me jump.

"Callista?" Dmitry's voice is muffled through the wood. "You okay in there?"

I wipe my eyes quickly, standing on shaky legs. I open the door, and he's there, his dark eyes immediately searching my face.

"What's wrong?" he asks, his brow furrowing with concern.

I can't speak. Instead, I hold out the test, my hand shaking.

His eyes drop to the plastic stick, and for a moment, everything seems to stop. His expression is unreadable, his jaw tight. Then, slowly, his gaze lifts to meet mine.

"You're pregnant," he says, his voice low and careful.

I nod, tears spilling down my cheeks. "I'm sorry. I know this isn't what we planned⁠—"

He cuts me off, his hands cupping my face, his thumbs brushing away my tears. "Don't apologize," he says firmly. "This is exactly what I wanted."

"What?" I whisper, my voice breaking.

"You. Pregnant. Carrying my child." His eyes are intense, burning with an emotion I've never seen before. "I told you I wanted to breed you, Callista. I meant it. Every word."

A sob escapes me, relief flooding through my body. "You're not upset?"

"Upset?" He pulls me into his arms, holding me tightly against his chest. "I'm fucking ecstatic. You're mine now. Completely mine."

I bury my face in his shirt, inhaling his scent, letting his strength anchor me. "What are we going to do?"

He pulls back, his hands moving to my stomach, pressing gently against the still-flat surface. "We're going to have this baby," he says, his voice filled with conviction. "And we're going to do it together."

"But what about school? My family? Your family?"

"Fuck school," he says bluntly. "You can finish your degree online if you want, or take a break. As for your family, they don't deserve to know. And my family?" He smirks slightly. "They'll get over it. Besides, Leo will be thrilled to have another Antonov in the world."

I laugh through my tears, shaking my head. "You make it sound so simple."

"It is simple," he says, his hand still resting on my stomach. "You're having my baby. That's all that matters."

He leans down, capturing my lips in a soft, tender kiss. It's different from the rough, demanding kisses we usually share. This one is full of promise, of love, of a future I never thought I'd have.

When he pulls back, his eyes are shining. "Marry me," he says suddenly.

I blink, stunned. "What?"

"Marry me, Callista," he repeats, his voice firm. "I want you as my wife. I want this baby to have our name. I want you bound to me in every way possible."

My heart stutters in my chest. "Dmitry, that's⁠—"

"Say yes," he interrupts, his hands gripping my waist. "Say yes, and I'll give you everything. A home, a family, a life where you never have to pretend again."

Tears stream down my face as I look into his eyes, seeing nothing but sincerity and love. "Yes," I whisper. "Yes, I'll marry you."

He grins, lifting me off my feet and spinning me around. I laugh, clinging to him, my heart soaring.

When he sets me down, he kisses me again, this time with more passion, more urgency. His hands roam over my body, possessive and claiming.

"Mine," he murmurs against my lips. "You and our baby. Mine."

"Yours," I echo, my voice filled with certainty.


NINETEEN


Dmitry

I stand outside Leo’s study, the weight of the ring box pressing against my pocket. My palms are sweating. I’ve faced worse than this—police raids, negotiations with criminals—but telling my eldest brother that I got my girlfriend pregnant feels like walking into a battlefield unarmed.

I knock twice.

“Come in,” Leo’s voice calls, deep and steady.

The door swings open, revealing the familiar scent of cigar smoke and leather. His study is as imposing as the man himself: dark wood shelves lined with old Russian literature and legal files, a heavy mahogany desk at the center, and the faint hum of the air conditioner barely cutting through the stillness.

Leo sits behind the desk, his shirt sleeves rolled up, a half-drained glass of vodka beside him. His expression is unreadable as his gray eyes flick up to mine.

I recall the way Leo used to smile sometimes when I was very young. But he doesn’t anymore. Now he looks like a typical Russian patriarch. Stoic, set in his ways, unimpressed, controlling. Except for his handsome face that resembles a Hollywood star rather than an ageing Russian man.

“So,” he says after a beat, closing the file he’s reading. “You’re here about the expense you made to Finley & Co. Jewelers?”

I curse silently. Of course he already knows. Nothing gets past him.

“Yes,” I say. “I bought an engagement ring for Callista. I’m going to propose.”

Leo’s gaze sharpens. He gestures to the chair opposite his desk. “Sit.”

I lower myself into the seat, spine straight, forcing myself to stay calm.

He steeples his fingers. “Start from the beginning.”

I take a breath. “Callista’s pregnant.”

His brows rise, but he doesn’t interrupt.

“We didn’t plan it,” I continue. “But we’re keeping the baby. I love her, and I want to take responsibility. We’ll both finish our degrees before the baby comes, and I’ll make sure she has everything she needs.”

Leo’s face remains impassive, though I can tell he’s processing every word.

When I finish, silence stretches between us. The clock ticks softly on the wall.

Finally, he leans back. “You’re sure you’re ready to take responsibility?”

I nod. “I’m going to be a father now. It’s time I grow up.”

Something in his expression softens. “And this girl, Callista. You trust her? She knows who we are?”

“She does,” I say. “She knows about the bratva, about what we do. And she doesn’t care. She accepts me.”

Leo studies me quietly for several seconds, then nods. “Then you have my support.”

Relief floods through me. Until he adds, “On one condition.”

My stomach tightens. “What condition?”

He stands, moving around the desk. The light catches his features, harsh and angular, the face of a man who has carried power for too long.

“You will take my place,” he says evenly. “You will become the next pakhan.”

For a moment, I think I misheard him.

“Take your place?” I ask carefully. “But you’re already the pakhan.”

Leo crosses his arms, his presence filling the room. “Not forever. You’ll be taking over my role temporarily, for a few months, maybe even a few years. I need to do something, and I can’t do it with the responsibilities of running a criminal empire weighing on my shoulders. So you take my position until I have finished what I need to do.”

The words hang in the air, heavy and electric.

The smell of smoke lingers. The ticking clock feels louder now.

I sit there frozen, trying to process what he just said.

He wants me to lead. To take over. To bear the weight he’s carried all these years.

And all I can think about is the ring in my pocket, and the woman waiting for me⁠—

the one who’s already carrying my future.

I know I can’t refuse. I need Leo’s support. But I need to know more. This is not like Leo. He would never shirk his responsibilities unless there was a compelling reason.

My mouth feels dry as I stare at him. Leo doesn’t joke about things like this. His voice is calm, controlled, but beneath it, I can hear something else. Something heavy.

“When do you want me to start?” I ask.

Leo exhales slowly, his gaze drifting toward the window where the afternoon light slants across his desk. Dust motes shimmer in the still air, dancing in the faint trail of cigar smoke.

“Within a few weeks,” he says. “You’ll need to get up to speed on the current operations. Aleksei will walk you through the latest security arrangements, and my right-hand man will handle the introductions to our associates. You’ll learn quickly. You always do.”

He says it so casually, as if he’s just asked me to run an errand, not take command of one of the most powerful Bratva organizations in the country.

“And you?” I ask carefully. “Why the sudden need for a break?”

Leo’s expression flickers, the smallest crack in his usually unshakable composure. He leans back against the desk, crossing his arms.

“I’ve always had some loose ends to tie up,” he says quietly. “Things I kept putting off because the family and the business came first. But I can’t keep pushing them aside.”

His tone makes my stomach twist. “What kind of loose ends?”

He looks down for a moment, his jaw tightening. “Matters from the past. Mistakes I made. People I wronged.”

“Leo…” I study him, trying to read the shadows in his face. “You’ve made mistakes before. We all have. What’s different about this one?”

His gaze lifts, meeting mine with that same authority that always used to silence me as a child. “This one has followed me for years. It’s time to face it.”

I hesitate. “Is this about a woman?”

For a long time, he doesn’t answer. Then he nods once. “It is.”

The admission surprises me more than anything else could have. I can’t remember the last time Leo even mentioned a woman in his life. He’s always been the example of control and discipline, the kind of man who sacrificed everything personal for the sake of duty.

“I see,” I say quietly.

He gives a small, humorless smile. “Don’t look at me like that. Even a pakhan can have regrets.”

I shift in my chair, thinking about Callista, about her soft laugh, her growing belly, the way she looks at me like I’m her whole world. I finally understand what Leo means. There are some people who get under your skin and never leave.

“You deserve to find peace,” I tell him. “You’ve done more than enough for all of us. For years, you’ve carried everything on your shoulders. Maybe it’s time we carried something for you.”

Leo studies me for a moment, eyes glinting with something that looks suspiciously like pride. “You’ve grown up.”

“Callista changed me,” I admit. “She made me want more out of life. Maybe it’s time you had that too.”

He chuckles softly, shaking his head. “Don’t romanticize it. This isn’t about finding love, Dmitry. This is about closure. At the end of it all, I might come back alone.”

“Maybe,” I say, standing up. “But you’ll never know if you don’t try.”

He looks at me, and for the first time in a long time, I see something human in his eyes. Something raw.

“Thank you,” he says simply.

I nod, slipping my hand into my pocket where the ring rests. “Just promise me one thing.”

“What?”

“Come back.”

Leo’s lips tilt into a faint smile. “If fate allows it.”

The clock ticks quietly in the background as I walk toward the door.

I know what’s waiting for me now. A new role. A new title. A new life.

And waiting at the end of it—Callista.

My future. My family. My everything.
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Three months later…

The spring air is warm, soft sunlight spilling through the campus courtyard as I guide Callista down the cobblestone path. Her hand fits perfectly in mine. The gentle curve of her belly presses against her dress, visible now to anyone who looks closely. Every time I see it, my chest tightens with pride and something deeper, something wordless.

I shift her books to one arm and run my free hand along her belly, tracing slow circles over the fabric. She looks up at me, smiling softly. “You didn’t have to carry all my stuff, you know.”

“I like carrying it,” I say. “Makes me feel useful.”

Her laugh is light and teasing. “You already do enough for me. You’re starting to look like you haven’t slept in weeks. Those dark circles aren’t exactly subtle.”

I shrug. “Running a criminal empire doesn’t exactly come with regular hours.”

Her eyes widen a little, though she’s long past being shocked by what I do. “So it’s official? You’ve really taken over?”

“Yeah,” I say quietly. “Leo’s gone to take care of something personal. Aleksei helps where he can, but for now, it’s on me.”

She squeezes my hand. “That’s a lot of pressure.”

I glance down at her belly again. “I’ve handled worse.”

Her fingers slide over mine, tender and reassuring. “You don’t have to take care of everything, Dmitry. I can take care of myself.”

“No.” I stop walking and turn to face her. “You don’t have to. That’s my job now. You and the baby come first. Always.”

Her lips part, and she looks up at me with so much warmth it’s almost painful. “You really mean that, don’t you?”

“Every word.”

She smiles through a small exhale. “Then I must’ve lucked out by getting pregnant with you.”

I lean down, brushing my lips against hers. “No, Callista. I’m the lucky one.”

The engagement ring catches the sunlight when she cups my cheek. The sight of it never fails to send a thrill through me—it’s my mark on her, the proof that she belongs to me in every way that matters.

As we walk again, she talks about her plans, her voice soft and full of excitement. “Once we graduate, I want to take some time off to focus on the baby. But after that, I think I’ll start my own event planning company. Something small at first, maybe focusing on charity galas or luxury weddings.”

I smile at her ambition. “You’ll make it big. You’re too good at what you do not to.”

“I’ll try,” she says. “And what about you? Moscow, right?”

I nod. “Mostly Moscow. I’ll have to shuttle between there and the States to manage both operations. But I’ll make sure we’re always together. I don’t care if I have to fly across the world every week.”

Her eyes shine with quiet affection. “You’d really do that?”

“I’d do anything for you.”

She presses her forehead against my shoulder, murmuring, “I’m excited. For everything. For our baby. For this next chapter.”

I tilt her chin up and kiss her again, slow and deep. “You won’t have to wait long. In a few weeks, you’ll be my wife.”

Her smile widens. “Mrs. Antonov. I like the sound of that.”

I grin, brushing my thumb over her lower lip. “Good. Because once you take my name, you’re never giving it back.”

She laughs, glowing in the sunlight, and I pull her closer as the world fades into the background. For the first time in my life, I feel like I’m exactly where I’m meant to be—between her heartbeat and the future growing beneath my hand.


EPILOGUE


Callista

One and a half years later…

Snow drifts softly outside the tall windows of our townhouse, the Moscow sky a sheet of pale gray. The world feels hushed, blanketed in winter quiet. Inside, it’s warm. The crackle of the fire fills the room, and the soft sounds of my baby’s breathing and suckling fill the spaces in between.

I sit in the rocking chair Dmitry bought for me, wrapped in one of his oversized sweaters. Our daughter—our perfect little angel—is nestled against my chest, her tiny fingers curling around my necklace as she nurses. Her warmth seeps into me, and I can’t stop smiling as I watch her round cheeks move with each pull.

The front door clicks open. Footsteps echo through the hall, heavy and familiar.

“Welcome home,” I murmur softly, looking up as Dmitry steps into the room.

He looks every inch the man he was meant to become. Broader now, more sure of himself. His dark hair is a little longer, his jaw dusted with stubble that makes him look even more dangerous. His shirt is half unbuttoned, the ink on his chest visible beneath the dim light. The tattoos crawl up his throat, intricate and sharp, the mark of power. His glasses catch the glow from the fire, softening the danger into something beautifully human.

I can’t help smiling. “You’re starting to look like a real crime boss now.”

He smirks, tugging at his collar. “And you look like one’s wife.”

“I am one’s wife,” I say, my voice playful but tender.

He crosses the room in a few long strides, the scent of his cologne wrapping around me before he even reaches my chair. He leans down, kissing me first—slow, deep, and warm—and then presses a kiss to our daughter’s soft head.

“She’s getting bigger,” he says quietly. “Looks more like you every day.”

I laugh, shaking my head. “You’re blind. She’s your little twin. Even the way she frowns in her sleep—it’s you.”

He chuckles, brushing his knuckles down our baby’s cheek. “Then she’s perfect.”

“She is,” I whisper, gazing down at her. Her lashes flutter against her plump cheeks, and she lets out a tiny sigh. My heart aches with love. “I didn’t think I could love anything this much.”

Dmitry kneels beside the chair, his hand resting on my thigh, his eyes soft. “You’ve been amazing, Callista. The way you take care of her, of us... I couldn’t ask for more.”

I reach out, threading my fingers through his hair. “And you’ve given me everything. This home. This peace. A life where I don’t have to worry about anything but our daughter.”

He kisses my hand, his lips warm against my skin. “You earned this. You made me believe it was possible. I’ve been busy lately, but tonight... tonight is just for us.”

I smile, rocking our daughter gently as the firelight flickers across the room. “I’d like that. You, me, and her. That’s all I need.”

He stands, lifting me carefully from the chair, his arm steady around my waist. “Good. Because that’s all you’ll ever have to need.”

As he carries us toward the bedroom, our baby nestled between us, I glance around the home we built together—the soft lights, the quiet luxury, the warmth that fills every corner.

My life is everything I used to dream of and more. I have a husband who worships me, a child who carries both our hearts, and a future that feels endlessly bright.

We graduated from college before I gave birth. Dmitry was constantly with me, watching me throughout my pregnancy, making sure I got everything I needed, even though he was often on his laptop. In a few months, I’ll launch my own business. For now, though, I have everything I ever wanted.

The baby finishes nursing, her tiny mouth slackening as she drifts into a peaceful sleep. I burp her gently, feeling the warm bubble of air escape her lips. Dmitry watches, his eyes filled with a mix of love and awe. He takes her from my arms, cradling her close to his chest as we walk to the nursery.

The room is soft and inviting, with a mobile of stars and moons hanging over the crib. Dmitry lays her down carefully, tucking the blanket around her. We both watch her for a moment, her little chest rising and falling with each breath.

“She’s perfect,” Dmitry murmurs, his voice low and gentle.

I nod, a smile tugging at my lips. “She is.”

As we walk back to our bedroom, I winch slightly, my swollen breasts brushing against the fabric of my sweater. Dmitry notices instantly.

“What’s wrong?” he asks, concern etched on his face.

“My breasts,” I say softly. “They’re still sore. She didn’t drink all my milk.”

His eyes darken with a mix of desire and protectiveness. “Let me help you.”

He guides me to the bed, his hands gentle as he lifts my sweater over my head. My breasts are heavy and sensitive, milk leaking from the engorged nipples. Dmitry’s breath catches as he takes in the sight of my postpartum body.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispers, his hands tracing the curve of my hips, the soft roundness of my belly. “So maternal and perfect.”

He cups my breasts, his thumbs brushing over the swollen nipples. I gasp, the sensation a mix of pleasure and pain. He leans down, his mouth capturing one nipple, sucking gently. The relief is instant, a warm rush of milk flowing into his mouth. He swallows, his eyes never leaving mine.

“You taste so good,” he murmurs, moving to the other breast, repeating the process. “I love how you look when you’re leaking milk. It’s so fucking hot.”

I moan softly, the sensation of his mouth on my breasts sending pulses of pleasure straight to my core. He continues to suckle, draining the excess milk until my breasts feel lighter, the pressure relieved.

“Thank you,” I whisper, my voice breathy.

He lifts his head, his lips glistening with a mixture of milk and desire. “You’re welcome, babygirl. But I’m not done with you yet.”

He stands, his hands moving to the waistband of my pants. He slides them down, along with my panties, leaving me naked before him. His eyes roam over my body, taking in every curve and contour.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he growls, his voice low and hungry. “Your hips, your soft belly, your huge tits. You look like a goddess, Callista. A fertile, maternal goddess.”

He strips off his own clothes, his cock hard and ready. He climbs onto the bed, positioning himself between my legs. His fingers trace the wet folds of my pussy, making me gasp.

“You’re so wet for me,” he murmurs, his voice a low growl. “You want this, don’t you? You want me to breed you again, put another baby inside you.”

I nod, my breath coming in quick gasps. “Yes, Daddy. I want it.”

He thrusts into me, filling me completely. I cry out, my body stretching to accommodate him. He moves slowly at first, letting me adjust to his size, then increases his pace, his hips slamming against mine.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” he groans, his hands gripping my hips tightly. “So tight and wet. You were made for me, Callista.”

I wrap my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. His cock hits a spot inside me that makes me see stars, each thrust pushing me closer to the edge. He leans down, capturing one of my nipples in his mouth again, sucking hard. The sensation sends a jolt of pleasure through my body, my pussy clenching around his cock.

“You like that, don’t you?” he rasps, his voice rough with need. “You like being fucked while your tits are leaking milk. You’re such a hot little breeder, babygirl.”

I moan, my body shaking with each thrust. He reaches between us, his fingers finding my clit, rubbing it in tight circles. The pleasure is overwhelming, my body tensing as I feel my orgasm building.

“Come for me,” he commands, his voice harsh. “Come all over my cock, babygirl. I want to feel your pussy milking me.”

His words push me over the edge. My body convulses, my pussy clamping down on his cock as I come, my screams filling the room. He groans, his body tensing as he finds his own release, his cock pulsing as he unloads rope after rope of his hot cum deep inside me.

He collapses on top of me, his breath ragged, his body slick with sweat. He kisses my forehead, his voice soft and tender. “I love you so much, Callista. You’re my everything.”

I smile, my heart full of love and contentment. “I love you too, Dmitry. More than anything.”

He rolls off me, pulling me into his arms. I rest my head on his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart. This moment, wrapped in his embrace, our daughter sleeping peacefully in the other room, feels like perfection.

“I’ve been away too much,” he says softly, his fingers tracing patterns on my back. “I’m sorry for that. But I promise, I’ll make up for every night I spent away from you.”

I look up at him, my voice soft. “You don’t have to apologize. You’ve given me everything I ever wanted.”

He smiles, his eyes filled with love. “And I’ll keep giving you more. Always.”
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