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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 high school setting that may be triggering to some, including: breeding kink, teen pregnancy, bullying, unequal power dynamics, scenes with dubcon, pregnancy, and daddy kink.

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


ONE



Nikolai

Kill me now.

I grit my teeth, wondering how I ended up in a British boarding school that’s miles away from civilization. On the drive here, all I could see was grass and sheep. Even if I escaped this hell, I wouldn’t make it to any town. I’m sure Leo, my older brother and guardian, considered that when he picked this place.

He’s punishing me for getting expelled from my previous school. I got drunk on the school premises and was escorted out by the police. Leo had to pay a hefty fine. Plus, I have a record now. He hates stuff like that, which I find hypocritical. I mean, our family is in organized crime. Leo himself oversees the killing and torturing of people daily in the course of running our illegal operations throughout the world. Dmitry, my brother who is in college, spends his weekends laundering money for our family. And Leo wants to complain about me getting arrested for underage drinking when he expects my other brothers to be perfect mafia men.

I know he wants my life to be different. But sometimes, it feels like he’s excluding me from the family. Unlike my brothers, I don’t have any special talents that will be an asset to the organization, unless you consider troublemaking a talent. Leo is a pakhan first, a businessman before he’s a brother.

He will never let me join the Antonov bratva, even though I’m tough. I’m good at martial arts. I practice a lot, but I’ll never be as good as Aleksei, my second-oldest brother in Leo’s eyes. Aleksei is built like a tower, and I’m built like a rake. Neither do I possess Dmitry’s talent for numbers nor Mikhail’s business acumen.

I’m the black sheep of the family, the stain in an otherwise brilliant bloodline. Leo tolerates me, but I’m not someone he wants to deal with. Our parents died when I was very young. I didn’t even know them properly. All I’ve experienced is Leo’s authoritarian parenting, his overprotectiveness, his high expectations, and the perpetual disappointment on his face when he looks at me.

He has the same expression now, as he stares at me from across the room, arms folded over his chest. He looks polished like a gentleman, even though he’s a crook. He’s tall, broad-shouldered, with piercing gray-blue eyes and dark hair that contrasts against his pale skin and angular features. He looks like a sexy, muscular vampire. Perfectly respectable on the outside in his black wool coat and Armani suit. He taps his Rolex, raising his eyebrows and his chin, gesturing at me to focus.

I tap my foot impatiently, sighing.

The principal of the academy, an old man who smells of privilege and stuffiness, drones on about the rules I will have to follow. He’s sitting behind his mahogany desk, marinating in self-importance.

“We don’t allow students to have tattoos, but since you already have them, make sure you keep them covered.” He clears his throat, making a phlegmy sound. Wisps of white hair fly loose, caressing his forehead. “You’re expected to be up by 6 am. You’ll have your own bathroom and room since you’re in a private suite, but breakfast is at seven for all pupils. We expect all pupils to be wearing their uniforms at all times, including at breakfast. Classes start at eight, with a break at ten-thirty, and then lunch at twelve-thirty. After that, there will be more classes until four. After that, you can join extracurricular activities by signing up for one of our clubs and societies. Dinner will be served at 5:30 pm. You’re expected to be in your boarding house by 7 pm. The lights go off at 10 pm, along with the Wi-fi, so you cannot access the internet after that. We want our pupils to get a good sleep, not spend all night on their devices.”

Is there an end to this schedule? It sounds so boring and restrictive. It feels like I’ll be studying or doing club activities all day. And no internet at night? That’s brutal.

I see the smirk of satisfaction on Leo’s lips. He’s a sadist.

The headmaster, unaware of the energy in the room, continues. “At Westchester College, we educate the best and the brightest, and expect all our pupils to maintain the image of our institution. We have a long and storied history. Three British prime ministers graduated from here, along with countless ministers. We have a tradition of excellence.”

Really? I squint at Leo. He wants to turn me into a politician? I guess I’m good at talking, affable, and easily liked. Maybe I do have a talent, after all. Politics in Russia is cutthroat, though. I’m sure Leo’s planning to make me a congressman in Las Vegas since I’m an American citizen. I can use my political power to help with our illegal operations.

Damn, I can’t believe he’s trying to use the only talent I have. He is indeed a master strategist. He’s even able to squeeze something out of me.  

“Do you have any questions, Mr. Antonov?” The headmaster’s British accent, sharp and clear, rings in my head.

“No, sir,” I reply, clasping my hands behind my back. Damn, I’m already acting like a model student, and it’s only been a day since I got here.

Must be something to do with the uniform. I can’t believe I have to wear this preppy-ass outfit every day. It’s so stifling. The shirt is starchy. I used to wear T-shirts to school. Due to my tattoos and the fact that I have to wear a fucking blazer, I can’t even roll up the sleeves.

I look like I belong in a catalog.

“Then you’re dismissed, Mr. Antonov. All the students are gathering at the chapel at eight-thirty for the morning prayer. I expect to see you there.”

The headmaster gets up and gives Leo a firm nod.

Leo returns it with one of his own. “Thank you, Mr. Appleby. I will make sure my brother doesn’t cause any trouble.”

“You can explore the school grounds, make sure he gets settled in,” the headmaster says. “But we expect you to be off the grounds by eight-thirty.”

“Of course.” I’ve never seen Leo agree to anyone so easily. “I’m so grateful you allowed Nikolai to be a part of this prestigious college.”

The headmaster harrumphs. He walks out on confident, elegant strides, like a man who has been trained to maintain his posture since birth.

Heavy footfalls fill my ears. Leo’s boots echo against the hardwood floors. He towers over me, even though I’m only three inches shorter than he is.

“You heard the headmaster. You’re going to follow those rules to a T, Nikolai. Is that understood?” Leo, the pakhan of the Antonov bratva, glares at me like a grim reaper who has come to take my soul. That’s exactly why he’s here. To destroy all the fun in my life and make sure I turn into an empty husk like him. All he thinks about is his business, money, and control. And he’s expecting me to turn into his mini version.

At forty-two, he’s old enough to be my dad, and he acts like it, too.

“Whatever,” I mumble.

“It’s yes, not whatever.” Leo’s voice, which is already deep and authoritative, acquires a dangerous edge. “I’m not letting you make any more mistakes.”

“I’ll graduate,” I tell him. “It’s only one semester.”

I was so close to graduating from my last high school when I had to leave. I wasn’t bad at academics. I could coast by even without studying, even though the curriculum in British schools is more advanced. I’ve had to pick a few subjects to specialize in.

“Behave yourself, bratishka. If you flub it one more time, I’m not bailing you out.” Leo lowers his voice, eyes narrowing at me. The veins in his neck stick out. He’s irritated by me. Every time he has to deal with me, he acts like it’s an insult. “If you get thrown out of this school, your only option is joining the Russian military. Life won’t be easy there, I assure you. They’ll whip you into shape. With the way you look, you’ll get bullied endlessly.”

I gasp in shock. He can’t be serious. “I know you’re the family’s patriarch, yada, yada, but Leo, you can’t be serious.”

“I’m very serious. I’m at my limit, Nikolai. I have a business to run. I cannot babysit you all the time.”

“Then let Mikhail do it,” I protest. Mikhail’s a whole lot nicer than Leo. He’s easygoing, at least by my family’s standards. I lived with him in Las Vegas, where Mikhail looked after my family’s legal business interests—casinos, hotels, entertainment companies, movie production, etc. His fiancée, who plays the piano, is super nice, too. The best part is that Mikhail didn’t breathe down my neck like Leo always does.

Leo has control issues. We all know it, but nobody says anything because he had to shoulder all the responsibilities of the bratva business after our parents died in Russia. He had to grow up quickly and become a father to all of us.

“Mikhail was clearly incompetent. I should’ve known he couldn’t handle you. You need discipline. Too bad Aleksei is busy with his new wife and child.” Leo sighs. He’s still not fully over Aleksei’s marriage. Aleksei is just a few years younger than Leo, and he’s probably the closest to him. Aleksei is our family’s enforcer, the muscle behind our operations. He shocked us all by marrying an American college student after she got pregnant. They’re happy, though, with their daughter. But Leo was against the marriage. He has accepted Lena, but he’s still not comfortable with the idea of her.

I’m sure Leo is secretly jealous of Aleksei. He’s middle-aged, but he has never had a wife or a girlfriend. He’s love-starved, but too controlling to let anyone love him. As the pakhan, it’s his responsibility to carry on the family line, but he has no desire to marry. I bet now that Aleksei has a child, he’s expecting Aleksei’s kids to take over someday.

“Are you trying to turn me into a politician?” I ask him. “I feel like…this school is part of some plan.”

“That depends.” Leo tilts his head. “On whether you’re able to graduate or not.”

Being a politician doesn’t sound too bad, if I’m being honest. I’ve never had any dreams in life except joining the family business and helping my brothers. Leo’s acceptance, even if it’s slight, makes me feel less excluded after a lifetime of being protected. I spent most of my early childhood in Russia, but once my brothers moved me to America, they never let me visit again. I booked a flight to Russia a few times, but Leo always sent me back, saying it was too dangerous.

“What’s Plan B?” I ask because I’m curious.

“Russian military,” Leo replies firmly. “You’d look good as a soldier.”

I sigh. No way. While I enjoy martial arts, I think I have brains, too. I wouldn’t be happy in a purely physical career, especially one that comes with so many rules and the threat of constant death.

“Politician, it is.” I clap my hands.

“Good. I expect you to show your best behavior. Many of the students here come from important families. Don’t antagonize them. Make friends, if you can. They'll be useful.”

“Now you’re trying to pick my friends, too?”

Leo grunts, frustrated. “I’m asking you to pick them. Pick them wisely.”

I guess I’ll need buddies, or my time here will be dull. I never had friends in Las Vegas, but I had a gang of rowdy boys that I hung out with. Leo disapproved of them. But I’m sure he’ll love the British upper-crust boys I’ll meet at Westchester College.

Leo pats my back. “I expect great things from you, Nikolai. I already have a plan for your political career, and I’d hate for that plan to be ruined.”

“Spoken like a true control freak.” I scoff.

“Call me whatever you like. I’m only looking out for you. I want you to have a good life. And you can’t have that unless you learn discipline and self-control. You were born with privileges other people can only dream of. But power doesn’t last in the hands of a fool. You have to be worthy of it or it’ll slip through your fingers.”

Power. That word is so abstract that I can’t comprehend it. Leo has power. Lots of it. He owns politicians in Russia and in the United States, too. And I know he used his connections and pulled a lot of strings to get me into this exclusive British boarding school.

“I’ll be worthy of it,” I promise him. I want to belong in the family, too. I might not love Leo, but I like my other brothers. I want to be with them. Be useful to them.

So I guess I’ll have to make sure I don’t get caught drinking this time.

He nods in approval. I hate the way my blood fizzes with pride when he approves of me. My heartbeat becomes faster, and I stand straighter, like I’ve been given an award. Why do I even need his approval, anyway?

Leo puts a hand on my shoulder. “Go to the chapel. Do what you must to graduate and keep your head down. I don’t want any complaints from the headmaster. You might think this school is boring, but it’s a privilege to be here. Never forget that.”

His phone rings before I can answer. It’s work, which means he picks it up immediately and promptly forgets about me. He starts talking in Russian, a language I don’t fully understand because of my limited exposure to it.

My shoulders feel heavy. The exuberance from before disappears.

I exhale loudly, walking out of the headmaster’s office.


TWO



Clara

I light the last candle in the chapel and step back, wiping my hands against the front of my skirt. It’s freezing this morning, and the thick stone walls of Westchester College Chapel trap the cold like it’s sacred. My fingers are stiff, but the candles must be lit, the hymn books aligned perfectly in their rows, and the kneelers checked for splinters.

Such is the life of a scholarship prefect. Do the work, keep your head down, hope nobody notices you long enough to ruin your day.

“Wells,” drawls Fiona Blackwell, sweeping into the chapel like she owns it. “You’ve missed a spot. The pulpit light isn’t switched on.”

“I’ll get it.” I move toward the switch beside the altar.

“You should’ve done it before lighting the candles. It’s in the checklist.” Her voice is syrupy and cruel, and I can feel the other prefects’ eyes on me—Emily, Rosie, Tom—laughing softly like a Greek chorus of the elite.

“I’m aware,” I say quietly.

“She’s just tired. Can’t be easy working nights at Tesco, can it?” Emily chimes in, smug in her polished patent shoes. “Or is it Lidl this week?”

They all laugh.

My face burns. I keep my expression calm, though inside I want to scream. It’s true—my mum cleans homes during the day and stocks shelves at night. I study, work, cook, and then study again. I didn’t come to Westchester to be liked. I came to earn my A-levels and claw my way to university with enough marks and enough grit that no one could question whether I belong.

Let them snicker. Let them spit. They’re only temporary obstacles.

The girls gather near the organ, giggling over the new arrival. “Did you hear? Some billionaire brat’s being dumped here by his mafia family. An American. One of those Russians from Vegas.”

“Apparently he got kicked out of his last school,” Rosie adds. “Police were involved. Bit of a delinquent.”

“I wonder if he’s fit,” Fiona says, adjusting her blonde ponytail. “Imagine if he’s tall, tattooed, and stupid.”

“Right up your alley,” Emily smirks.

I roll my eyes, moving toward the pews to align the prayer books. Some rich idiot is joining our school. That’s news? Every boy here comes from a ‘distinguished family.’ They’ve got titles and portfolios and nannies who raised them. I’ve never cared. Don’t intend to start now.

The chapel doors creak open.

The chatter stops.

I look up—and nearly drop the hymn book in my hand.

He walks in like sin dipped in velvet. Tall, lean, with dark hair in tousled waves, a bored expression on his face, and eyes like cold mercury. His uniform is immaculate, but he wears it like it’s a joke—his tie loose, blazer open. His sleeves are already rolled up, revealing the edges of black ink curling up his forearms and the sharp ridges of veins that twitch as he flexes his fingers.

There’s something…feral about him. Not wild, exactly. But untamed. Dangerous.

My stomach twists.

He scans the room lazily—and then his eyes meet mine.

A beat passes. My pulse jumps.

It’s not romantic. It’s… electric. Like staring into a storm and daring it to strike you. He’s different from all the other people here. I feel that in my veins. My blood heats.

“Oi, Wells,” Fiona snaps.

I flinch. My focus was on him too long.

“You put the music sheets in the wrong order,” she says, waving the stack I handed out earlier. “Are you daft?”

“They’re not wrong,” I say calmly. “You must be holding them upside down.”

She flushes, steps forward—and slaps me across the face.

The crack echoes off the chapel walls.

I stumble slightly. My cheek stings, tears springing to my eyes from the force, but I don’t fall. I straighten, swallowing the lump in my throat.

The new guy’s shoes striking the stony ground is the only sound as everything around me stills. His shadow fills the entryway, spilling over my feet as he comes to a stop near me. My eyes are blurry. I look up, see him taking Fiona’s hand and kissing it.

She gasps, and so do all the other prefects in the chapel. My stomach clenches. He hasn’t been here for three seconds and he dared kiss Fiona, one of the elites in the school? The guy has balls; I’ll give him that.

I wonder if she’ll slap him, too, but before she can move, he squeezes her hand.

“Your poor hand,” the American says, his voice a low, amused drawl. “It must hurt. You shouldn’t have used it to hit someone.”

Fiona spins to him, startled. “Excuse me?”

She’s putting on a brave front but she’s blushing. The American is handsome. Up close, he even makes me react. My body feel like it’s enveloped by electricity. The boys at school could never compare to him. He’s in a league of his own with his sex appeal. There’s something about him that says he knows how to please a woman sexually. He definitely has experience. And confidence to go along with it.

Doesn’t hurt that he’s over six-feet tall.

He kisses her hand again.

“I think I like you,” he says to Fiona. “You’re cruel and vicious. My brother always says that elites like us must protect ourselves. But you’re still a girl. Let a guy do the dirty work. Be a lady. Your hands should only be used for eating and giving handjobs.”

Fiona chokes. Emily snorts out laughter and Tom looks tense. This guy’s confidence is on another level. And it’s affecting the entire atmosphere. The freezing morning air suddenly feels like it’s hot enough to scorch my skin.

Fiona blinks. But she doesn’t resist. She knows that this guy is a catch. He’s incredibly hot and rich. She twirls her hair around her finger, suddenly shy. “You like me?”

He strolls closer, unconcerned, hands in his pockets. “I wouldn’t mind hanging out with you.” He glances at Emily and Tom, whose eyes are glued to him. They’re all mesmerized by him. He’s different. He’s bold, and cocky. He’s like a character from a movie, not a typical British lad. “And your friends. They look interesting, too. But starting today, I’ll take over bullying her. Deal?”

My stomach plummets.

He turns to me and slowly rolls his sleeves even higher. The tattoos inked on his forearms look like stories written in violence and grief. His muscles flex as he moves. And the smirk on his face is nothing short of predatory.

“You’re mine now, sweetheart,” he says under his breath, eyes raking over me with something dark, unreadable.

I freeze.

Then, as quickly as he entered, he turns his back on me and walks over to Fiona, throwing an arm around her shoulders. “My brother told me to make friends with the best of the best. That’s you lot, yeah?”

Fiona blushes, giggles. “Depends who your brother is.”

“Leo Antonov,” he replies, flashing a wicked grin. “He’s not exactly famous for sending flowers and chocolates.”

“Antonovs...” Tom scratches his head. “You guys own hotels, casinos, and movie production studios. Record labels, too. I’ve heard of you.”

“Yep, that’s the family,” the American guy says in a flippant tone. “I bet you were asking because you want to gamble at one of our casinos? That can be arranged for my friends.”

“You’re cool,” Fiona whispers. “You’ll fit in with us.”

The prefects laugh—Emily clutches her chest, Rosie flutters her lashes, Tom sizes him up and offers a handshake. Just like that, he slides into their group, effortless, charming, magnetic.

And I’m left standing at the altar, cheek stinging, books still in my hand, heart pounding for all the wrong reasons.

A new bully. Another name to add to the list.

But this one is different.

He saw me. Really saw me.

And I have a feeling he won’t look away now.


THREE



Nikolai

Bullying is hard.

Not because I have a soft spot for her. Definitely not that.

It’s just... Clara Wells doesn’t crack. Not like normal people. You can throw jabs at her, shut doors in her face, glare until your eyeballs fall out—and she still walks around like a bloody nun on a mission. Always working, always early, always painfully correct.

Leo will kill me if I get expelled for bullying, which is why I’ve kept my activities to the bare minimum. Nothing more than a grimace or mean comment whenever I’m around my new friend group. I need to protect her from their ire. Which means I have to pretend to be one of them while I torment her in ways that will not break her.

When Tom gets into her personal space during class, I put my hand around her waist and pull her onto my lap, just to get her away from him. I don’t trust his intentions or his ability to respect her consent. But to her, it might seem like the worse form of bullying.

She was quiet for the rest of the day after Emily laughed about how she was made to sit on a man’s lap and told her to give me a lap dance. Thank goodness, she left to go to her next class. I let her leave, telling them I’ll have my fun with her later.

They think I’m good at this. I think I am, too. But I don’t want to be. I never bullied anyone before this. Being from a bratva family, I was always sure of my strength, power, and place in the world. I didn’t need to intimidate weak people to feel strong.

But that’s clearly different here.

We’re in the Sixth Form common room. Stiff leather chairs, oversized fireplace, fancy portraits of former students glaring down at us like we’re not worthy of their dust. A few bookshelves. A kitchenette no one touches. A clock that ticks loud enough to drive you mad.

Fiona tosses her golden hair over one shoulder, perched like a smug cat on the armrest of a chair. “I swear, Wells thinks she’s better than the rest of us just because she reads textbooks on her lunch break.”

“She's a charity case,” Emily scoffs, twisting her lip gloss cap shut. “No matter how hard she works, she’s not one of us. She’s delusional.”

“Her mum’s a cleaner,” Tom adds. “Imagine. Dust under your nails, and she still has the nerve to act like she belongs here.”

I fake a grin, slouching in the armchair. “You’re right. She should wear a little maid’s outfit and bow when she passes.”

They burst into laughter.

Inside, though, I’m disgusted.

They think Clara’s the embarrassment? These rich kids couldn’t carry themselves through life without a trust fund and a daddy with a title. But she... Clara walks through this minefield of entitlement every single day and somehow, she still keeps her back straight and her skirt pressed. That takes guts. That’s the kind of strength no amount of money can buy.

I didn’t realize it the moment I met her. It hit me later.

I smile at the shallow girls laughing over something trivial, pretending to keep up with them. But my mind wanders to the day at the chapel. Despite being slapped by Fiona, Clara pretended like everything was okay. But when we were singing hymns, I saw the tears in her eyes. She wiped it away quickly. Nobody else noticed. Except me.

Clara Wells pretends to be calm, unbothered, in control because that’s how she’ll survive in this place. She reminds me of Leo. He never cried at our parents’ funeral. Their death was a shock to all of us. Even Aleksei bawled for days. But Leo was stoic. He presented the image of strength and invulnerability to our business associates. He was twenty-eight as he held my hand at the funeral, acting like he’d been doing this all his life.

But I saw him cry. I saw him break down and sob in his study that night when no one was around. I’ve never told him. None of my brothers know. They all think that Leo is a god of war. A man with no heart.

I focus on the present, but the inane conversation shows no signs of ending. I lean back against my chair. My hand still tingles from the time I touched Clara, felt her body pressing against me, her curves molding to my hard angles.

Right after school on my first day at Westchester College.

I was wandering through the South Wing after chapel, trying to find my boarding suite. The place is a bloody maze—every hallway looks the same, with those ridiculous arched ceilings and fancy wall sconces that make everything look haunted.

Then I saw her.

Clara.

Slim, curvy in all the right ways, her skirt just brushing her knees as she carried a stack of folders across the corridor. Her hair was tied up in a bun, her neck long and graceful. She looked like she was born for a royal court, not scrubbing toilets or dodging bullies.

I was supposed to stay out of trouble, but I couldn’t help myself.

I strolled up beside her, and flung an arm over her shoulder. She flinched at first, stiff as a board.

“What do you want?” Her shoulders tensed. Her voice was prickly, filled with suspicion.

“Show me where the royal chambers are, sweetheart,” I said. “I’m lost.”

She sighed, but nodded. “You're in West Hall. If you’re in the private suites, you’ll be in North Tower. Come on. I’ll show you.”

I inhaled—cheap shower gel. Lavender, maybe. Smelled like she came from a different world. I mean, our family was always rich, but that doesn’t mean my brothers use designer bath products. Something about the clean, simple scent reminded me of my home bac in Moscow, of Galina, our cook who would always slip me a cookie when Leo wasn’t around. She smelled like cheap shower gel, too, and I loved her maternal warmth.

I involuntarily leaned a little closer to Clara.

She led the way, not once slowing down for my lazy gait. “Do you like the school so far?” she asked politely.

“Do you actually care?” I smirked.

“I’m a prefect,” she replied, professional. “It’s my duty to be helpful.”

We started walking, her shoes making soft clicks against the polished stone floor. The hallway was long, cold, and far too grand for a school. Everything about this place screamed legacy. Arched ceilings. Stained-glass windows filtering weak morning light onto the floor in colored ribbons. Marble statues of dead British men with powdered wigs and pompous plaques underneath their feet. There was a faint smell of lavender polish and privilege.

She walked fast, like she wanted this done with. Me? I slowed down, studying her.

The angle of her jaw. The way her shoulders were held back like she was carrying something heavy she wouldn’t let anyone see. Her bun was a bit loose that day, a single strand falling across her cheek. She kept brushing it back, like it annoyed her to be anything less than perfect.

We rounded the corner toward the North Tower. Unlike the East Wing’s dorms, which looked like prison blocks with their creaking wooden doors and iron knobs, this hallway was entirely carpeted in royal blue. Gilt-framed mirrors lined the walls. And then there it was—my room.

The door was glossy black with a lion-head knocker, brass number plate, and an actual antique keyhole. I half expected a butler to be waiting behind it with white gloves and a cravat.

I leaned against the frame and turned to her. She was avoiding my eyes now, like she was counting down the seconds until she could run.

“Y’know,” I murmured, stepping closer, “you smell nice.”

She stiffened. Her throat bobbed. “You don’t need to flatter me.”

“Wasn’t flattery,” I said, dipping my head and letting my breath ghost along her neck. “Just an observation.”

Her breath hitched. I didn’t touch her. But her chest expanded, like she was trying to calm herself and failing. Her pupils dilated. She shifted back half an inch.

Interesting.

I took a step forward, closing the distance again. “You nervous, Clara?”

Her lips trembled—just barely. But she said nothing.

I smiled and slid the key into the door, letting it swing open with a low creak. The room was absurd. Four-poster bed, velvet curtains, chandelier, fireplace. All very Russian oligarch’s summer home meets Hogwarts.

“Come in,” I said.

“I really should⁠—”

“Relax,” I murmured, wrapping a loose hand around her wrist and guiding her inside. She followed, hesitant.

Inside, she stood stiffly near the dresser, watching me with the caution of someone in a room with a lion who hadn’t eaten yet. I grabbed my charger that was on the desk.

“I can’t figure this out. It doesn’t work here. Can you help me get a new one?”

“A new iPhone charger?” She glanced at me, her eyes throwing daggers in my direction. “That’s not in the prefect handbook.”

I shrugged. “Consider it extracurricular.”

She hesitated, then crossed her arms. “Do you always make girls do your chores for you?”

I chuckled. “Only the smart ones. Or the ones I like.”

“You seem to like everyone.” Her voice tightened. I saw the tension in her neck, the muscles protruding through her pale skin. “You liked Fiona the moment you saw her. Rosie and Tom, too.”

“Are you jealous you’re not the only one, Princess?” I teased.

She rolled her eyes. Fuck, she looked so adorable when she did that. When she was mad. “I’d rather read textbooks than be liked by you.”

“Ouch. That’s brutal.” I flopped onto the bed dramatically. “Why would you pick books over charming, devastatingly handsome guys like me?”

That got a spark in her eye. She didn’t smile, but her jaw clenched.

“I pick things that will help me leave places like this,” she said. “Boys like you won’t give me anything except trouble and trauma. But getting an education will give me the opportunity to make more money and live a better life.”

“Trouble?” I echoed, feigning offense. “You wound me.”

She turned toward the desk, eyes scanning the sockets. “Your charger won’t work here. You need a UK mains adapter with a voltage converter.”

“A what?”

“A plug with the right three-prong fitting. Our sockets run at 230 volts. Yours are 110. You’ll fry your laptop.”

“Christ.” I groaned, flopping back again. “You Brits make everything complicated.”

“I’ll go get one for you from the student office.”

Before I could thank her, she was out the door.

Ten minutes later, she was back with a sleek black converter in hand.

I sat up. “That was fast. You steal it?”

“Borrowed.”

“Cool. Let me thank you. With cookies…I mean, biscuits. I’ve heard all Brits love them.”

I pulled out the tin Leo left—Fortnum & Mason, embossed like a goddamn Fabergé egg. She blinked when she saw the label. Leo might’ve been an asshole, but he was a rich asshole who spent a lot of money on me. I was sure this private suite was also costing him a pretty penny.

“These cost more than my mum earns in a week,” Clara remarked, with a kind of reverence. She touched the tin like it was made of actual gold.

“Exactly why you should eat them,” I replied. “Taste the good life.”

She frowned. “Are you mocking me for wanting more?”

“I’m encouraging you,” I said. “You want the rich life? Start acquiring the palate.”

She took one biscuit. Just one. Nibbled it like it might bite back.

“You’ve got ambition,” I said.

She didn’t answer, just lifted her eyes to mine. And for the first time, she looked… soft. Vulnerable, maybe.

“Where’s your dad?” I asked. “Nobody mentions him.”

Her gaze lowered. Her voice was quieter now. “He left when I was seven. Mum tried to keep it together, but she got depressed. She works nights now. Cleaning.”

I didn’t say anything for a second. “My parents died in a car crash when I was four. In Russia. I don’t remember them much.”

She looked up, surprised. “You don’t seem like someone who’d talk about that.”

“I don’t,” I said. “But maybe you’re not what you seem, either.”

We ate in silence after that. Her on the edge of the bed. Me sprawled out beside her. There was a kind of quiet between us that didn’t feel uncomfortable.

She straightened her shoulders, pretending she was comfortable. But I saw the subtle signs—the distant sadness in her eyes when she looked at the biscuits, the way she always kept a certain distance between us.

She was slowly breaking on the inside. She had to get good grades, get into a college, and deal with a depressed mum and a deadbeat dad. This was taking its toll on her.

When she was done, she got up, dusting off the biscuit crumbs. “I have to go now. I need to study.”

“Really?” I asked, hoping she’d linger in my room. Being around her, finding out new things about her, made me feel excited for some reason.

But she wasn’t interested. Her expression was guarded. “Yes, I really have to go.”

She walked out the door, leaving me wondering why I told her about my parents. I mean, it was common knowledge, but I rarely brought it up myself.

I realized I wanted her to feel something for me.

Even if I had to make her hate me first.


FOUR



Clara

The wind’s picking up again.

We’re halfway up Larkspur Hill, and my cheeks are flushed from the climb, the cold, and the relentless British drizzle that refuses to decide if it’s mist or proper rain. The hiking trail curves sharply here, skirting a low stone wall that’s probably been here since the medieval era. Wet moss clings to every surface, and the grass is slick underfoot. I hold my coat closed with one hand and steady my steps with the other.

Ahead of me, the rest of the Sunday group trudges up the trail, all chattering or laughing or shoving each other around. Teachers flank the ends of the line like sheepdogs, more concerned with headcounts than conversation. A few of the sixth form prefects hang back, clearly bored. I know they’re waiting to make someone miserable. Probably me.

“Clara,” Mrs. Whitmore calls from the front. “You’re not dawdling, are you?”

“No, ma’am,” I say, breath clouding in the air as I push forward.

My boots squelch in the mud. I feel damp down to my socks. This was supposed to be the fun part of boarding school. A ‘refreshing countryside walk.’ But with Fiona casting smirks my way and that American boy’s group keeping a hawk-eye on me, it feels more like a trap.

Speak of the devil.

Nikolai’s standing off the main trail a few meters away, hands in his pockets, damp curls falling over his forehead, jaw sharp enough to cut glass. He’s got his little entourage with him—Fiona, Rosie, and two of the rugby boys. They're pretending to admire the view, but I know better. Their eyes are too focused. On me.

“Clara!” Fiona sings, stepping away from the group and toward me. “Do us a favor and snap a photo of us, will you? You’re so good at being useful.”

I hesitate. I should say no. But I’ve learned better than to antagonize them when a teacher’s not around. I walk toward them slowly, heart beating unevenly.

The path narrows as I step into the clearing where they’ve gathered. The tall hedge behind them muffles the wind, enclosing us in a pocket of silence. The air smells like wet leaves and something metallic—blood, maybe. I stiffen.

Fiona tosses me her phone. I fumble it. She laughs.

“Careful. You break it, your mum’ll be cleaning toilets for a year to pay it off.”

I swallow. Ignore it. Raise the phone. “Say cheese.”

They crowd together, arms slung around one another, perfect smiles on perfect faces.

Except Nikolai doesn’t smile.

He watches me the entire time, dark and unreadable. His gaze rakes over me like he’s weighing something. Or preparing.

“Done?” I ask, handing the phone back.

“Wait.” Rosie smirks. “Let’s get one with everyone. Even the charity case.”

I freeze.

Fiona grabs my arm before I can step away, yanking me into the circle. Her nails dig into my coat. The boys laugh like this is all hilarious.

“Come on, Clara,” one of them drawls. “Be a team player.”

That’s when I realize how close Nikolai is. He steps behind me, palms pressing lightly to my shoulders, positioning me like a doll.

“Let’s get one for the memory books,” he murmurs.

His breath is warm against my ear, but his tone has teeth.

Fiona lifts the phone again. “Say⁠—”

Before she can finish, Nikolai’s hand drops. Not to my waist.

To my hip.

He grips me there, firm, fingers digging just enough for me to gasp.

I try to twist away but he holds me still, tilting his head and smirking at the others. “Look at her,” he says casually. “She’s so twitchy. You’d think I was doing something inappropriate.”

Laughter erupts. Rosie slaps her thigh.

I want to disappear.

My whole body burns. Shame and fury and confusion clash inside me like storm fronts.

But then I notice something strange.

Rosie’s not trying to grab me anymore. Fiona’s moved a step back. And the boys—one is already turning away, clearly bored now that Nikolai’s taken the lead. Just like that, the group loses interest.

“Oh my God,” Fiona giggles. “You’re such a perv, Nik.”

“I try,” he says smoothly, then looks straight at me. “Don’t I, Clara?”

I don’t answer. My throat’s gone tight.

They leave, eventually, skipping down the trail to catch up with the others. Their voices fade. Their boots crunch. And then it's just me and him.

Alone.

I round on him. “What the hell was that?”

He doesn’t move. “Keeping them entertained.”

“You—” I blink, voice shaking. “You touched me. You humiliated me.”

“They were going to do worse,” he says, tone flat.

I freeze.

“What?”

He steps closer. “Rosie brought a bottle of ink. I heard them planning to dump it in your hair when we reached the summit. Now that I’ve humiliated you already, they won’t need the ink. Still, you should stay away from the summit until you see them coming back down.”

My stomach twists. Is he…was he trying to protect me from their bullying by bullying me and embarrassing me instead? I tell myself he’s lying. He wants me to let my walls down so he can hurt me worse next time. They’re all like this, every single rich kid at Westchester. I should know better after my so-called best friend pretended to be looking out for me but she was sabotaging me, trying to make my grades drop so she could go to King’s in my place.

“So your solution was to grope me in front of everyone?” I shout, loud enough that it echoes. I don’t care.

He lifts a brow. “They backed off, didn’t they?”

My hands tremble. “You’re a terrible person.”

He doesn’t argue. Doesn’t defend himself. Just nods once.

“I know.”

His voice is so quiet. Not smug. Not teasing. Just tired.

I step back. The wind rushes past again, cold and biting.

He watches me like he’s waiting for something. But I’ve got nothing left to give.

I turn and walk away.

And he doesn’t stop me.


FIVE



Nikolai

I’m exhausted mentally and physically when I return from the hike. I shower quickly because my clothes are clinging to me, soaked with sweat and rain. Once I’m all clean, I flop onto my mattress like a soldier returned from war.

The chandelier above me creaks as the wind rattles the windows. It’s stupidly fancy—glass like icicles, gold trim like Versailles. I hate this room. It smells like old money and secrets.

My phone buzzes on the nightstand. I don’t bother checking who it is. There’s only one person who ever calls me around now.

“Hey, Misha,” I answer, staring up at the ornate ceiling like it holds answers.

“Hey, brat.” Mikhail’s voice comes through low and warm, like gravel wrapped in velvet. “How’s boarding school treating you?”

I let out a bark of laughter. “Worse than the last one. The kids here are... next level.”

“Entitled little posh goblins?”

“Worse. They all look like they came out of a toothpaste commercial and act like they’re above manual blinking.”

He chuckles. “You miss home already?”

“I miss people who aren’t complete psychopaths.” I kick off my boots, letting them thump to the floor. “I swear, even the teachers here have resting murder face. I don’t know what Leo was thinking.”

“He was thinking of your future, Kolya.”

I snort. “My future as what? A sad, lonely Russian prince stuck in an overdecorated shoebox with a chandelier?”

“Leo’s words or yours?” Mikhail asks, voice tilting with suspicion.

“Mine,” I mutter. “Though Leo probably has his own vision.”

“Such as?”

I hesitate, then exhale. “He said he wants me to be a politician.”

Mikhail sounds surprised. “Leo did?”

“Yeah. Said I’d be good at it. And if I mess it up, he’ll ship me off to the army to live the life of a true Russian soldier.”

There’s a long silence before Mikhail exhales a low, amused breath. “That sounds like Leo.”

“Of course it does. Always with the threats, never the encouragement.”

“You do know he thinks highly of you, right?”

“Sure,” I say. “So highly he wants to send me into politics.”

“He’s not wrong, though.”

I make a noise of protest.

“No, really,” Mikhail continues, warmth seeping into his voice. “You’d be good. You’re clever. You know how to read people. You make them feel like they’re being seen.”

I roll onto my back, pressing the phone tighter to my ear.

“More importantly, people trust you.”

I fall silent, memory flickering to that moment on the hillside—Clara’s eyes full of disgust, her voice shaking when she said I’d humiliated her. That wasn’t charm. That was just... cruelty in disguise. I doubt she’ll ever trust me again.

“I’m not charming,” I mutter. “I’m a terrible person.”

“What?” Mikhail’s voice tightens. “Where’s that coming from?”

I rub my forehead, exhaling slowly. “Something happened. At school.”

A beat of silence. “Did you get into a fight?”

“No. Not exactly. I... I did something mean. To a girl.”

“Okay,” he says slowly. “Want to tell me what happened?”

I hesitate. “She was being picked on. And I tried to stop it. But I made it worse. I pretended to be worse.”

“Why?”

“Because if I’m worse, they lose interest. They think I’ve already claimed her.”

Mikhail’s quiet for a moment. “So you protected her. Just... in the most messed up way possible.”

“Yeah,” I breathe. “Exactly.”

“Did you apologize?”

“She won’t accept it.”

“Try anyway.”

I roll onto my side, looking at the window. A soft rain has started, tapping against the glass like a slow metronome.

“She thinks I’m scum,” I whisper.

“Maybe you are,” Mikhail says gently. “But that doesn’t mean you have to stay that way.”

I sigh. “I’d make a terrible politician.”

“You wouldn’t,” he says firmly. “You think we’re all born knowing who we are? You’ve only ever seen Leo being Leo. Calm. Strategic. In control.”

“Yeah. He was born that way.”

“No,” Mikhail says. “He wasn’t. You were too young to remember this, but he ran away from home at sixteen. Disappeared for a week. Had this whole rebellious phase.”

I blink. “What? Why?”

“Because he wanted to be a figure skater.”

I choke on my own spit. “Wait—what?”

“Yep. Full-on Olympic dreams. He got in a fight with our parents about it. Took his skates and vanished.”

I can’t stop laughing now. “Leo Antonov. The pakhan of the Antonov Bratva wanted to wear sequins and do pirouettes?”

“He wasn’t even good at it. He flubbed his jumps all the time. He lost at every competition. And his body had started to change. He was becoming too muscular and bulky to figure skate. I think he secretly hated not having control over his own body,” Mikhail says, laughing softly. “Leo wanted to live life on his own terms. Only it wasn’t the life waiting for him. Our parents dragged him back. He didn’t talk to anyone for a week.”

“I’m blackmailing him with this.”

“You’ll die.”

“Worth it,” I grin.

There’s a pause. Comfortable. Misha is a pretty intimidating guy in real life, but out of all my brothers, I’ve lived with him the longest. So I know that he’s a teddy bear under that cold façade of his.

I scratch the back of my neck. “How’s Zorina?”

The silence that follows is heavier than it should be. Zorina is Mikhail’s fiancée. They’ve been engaged for a really long time. She comes from a bratva family, too. The marriage was arranged by Leo and her dad. Mikhail didn’t oppose it. I think he likes Zorina but he won’t admit it. She’s a lot younger than him, and he’s worried she has no interest in him. Instead of taking her on dates and wooing her, he signed her to his record label and now she’s a world-famous violinist. We rarely see Zorina, though. She’s always so busy with her work.

“She’s... she’s playing in Prague this month. Big concert. Vivaldi, I think,” Mikhail says.

“You don’t know?”

“I forgot to ask.” My brother rarely talks to his fiancée. I mean, it’s an arranged marriage.

I sit up, sensing the shift. “You okay?”

“I’m fine.”

“You two ever getting married?”

He lets out a sharp exhale. “Kolya.”

“What? You’ve been engaged for years.”

“It’s complicated.”

“Because it was arranged?”

“Because Leo hasn’t said I need to do it yet. And because she has her life, I have mine.”

“You love her?”

He doesn’t answer. Not really. Then, slowly, he says, “I do not love her.”

My lips twitch. “Romantic. I already feel bad for her.”

“Shut up.”

“How’s Aleksei?”

“Stupidly in love with his wife. All he talks about is his daughter now.” Mikhail exhales. “But I guess he deserves his happiness. He almost lost them both…you know how he was last year.”

I wasn’t around to see much of it because I had taken off from Mikhail’s house by then. Aleksei moved in with him right after me and he was in such a bad state that Mikhail couldn’t do anything for him. His wife, who had already been pregnant at the time, had disappeared and he couldn’t find it. It left him in shambles.

We fall into another silence, but it’s warm again. Familiar. Like being wrapped in one of Mikhail’s old hoodies—too big, a little frayed, but still comforting.

I glance down at the tin of Fortnum biscuits still on my desk. One left. She ate the rest, even though she pretended like she didn’t even like it.

“I didn’t like how I felt when I saw her upset,” I say absently. “I didn’t think I could feel like that.”

Misha grunts. “That’s called guilt, brat.”

“Yeah. Well. I hate it.”

“Good. That means you’re not a complete sociopath.”

I smirk. “I thought that was a requirement to join the Antonov brotherhood.”

“Nope. You can be our first honest man. A politician, even.”

“Honest politician? Isn’t that an oxymoron?”

“Maybe. But if anyone can do it... it’s you.”

“I’d rather be a figure skater.”

He laughs. Deep, fond, brotherly. “Get some sleep, Kolya.”

“You too. Give Zorina my best.”

“I will.”

The call ends. I lie back, phone against my chest, the chandelier throwing fractured shadows across the ceiling. I think of Clara. Her eyes, her voice, the way she walked away from me like I was poison.
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The classroom smells like old wood and polish, like someone tried to scrub the entitlement out of the floorboards but failed. Light pours in through narrow stained-glass windows, splashing the ancient desks with fractured color. Everyone’s half-awake, slouched over notebooks or fiddling with their pens, waiting for the bell to ring and free them from Latin conjugation hell.

I’m not paying attention.

Obviously.

I’ve got my phone balanced in my palm under the desk, my thumb scrolling aimlessly through messages from people I couldn’t care less about. My eyes flick lazily toward the front of the room where the teacher drones on in a tone that could tranquilize a charging bear.

I’m utterly bored. And since I can’t talk during class, all I can do is text. I pull out my phone, knowing that we’re not allowed to use them in class. They take them before class, but I have an extra one, just in case.

I hide it under my desk, texting Dmitry, asking him how he’s doing and why he didn’t call me. Dmitry’s only three years older than me, but despite the narrow age gap, we aren’t super close. He’s more interested in numbers than people. His genius was discovered at an early age and he attended a gifted program. Now he’s majoring in accounting at Allister College, a private college.

Thank god for my social skills, or he’d end up all alone as an old man. I’m grinning at his reply.

Dmitry: Aren’t you supposed to be in school right now?

Me: I’m being a good brother, risking detention by texting you.

Dmitry: Maybe try being a good student first.

Me: What’s the point?

Dmitry: Leo spent a fortune on that school. The least you can do is graduate.

Me: How do you know?

Dmitry: I’m the one looking at your tuition fees on my spreadsheets every month. I know where all the money in our family goes.

Before I can reply with a wisecrack, I hear a sharp noise. I feel it. A shift in the air. A shadow darkens the screen of my phone.

I glance up.

Clara is standing beside me, her hand outstretched, her voice low and calm.

“Give me your phone. It’s against school rules to use a phone during lessons.” My brow lifts. A smirk threatens. Her eyes are cold, hard like flint. Her mouth is tight. Shoulders squared, blazer perfectly buttoned. She's wrapped herself in ice this morning.

The tension coiling off her is palpable. Every line of her body says this isn’t about a phone.

This is about Sunday.

This is about the humiliation, the fear, the disgust in her eyes afterward.

She’s lashing back now. Picking her moment.

I don’t move right away. I watch her. Study the way her jaw ticks, the way she’s trying so hard not to blink first.

The teacher peers up from his desk. “Everything alright, Miss Wells?”

“Yes, sir.” Her reply is smooth as glass. “I’m just enforcing the rules. No phones in class.”

She doesn’t even look at me when she says it.

But her fingers are still outstretched, palm open like a demand.

I slide the phone into her hand, letting my fingertips brush hers slowly—deliberately. She flinches, but doesn’t pull back. Her face remains unreadable, carved from stone.

“Thank you,” she says coolly, turning on her heel and walking away.

The class is silent, heads turning subtly, watching, waiting. No one dares snicker while the teacher’s watching, but I can feel the crackle in the air. They’re enjoying this. Waiting for me to retaliate.

I get up. Quietly.

Step after step, I trail her back to the front of the classroom, close enough to smell the faint trace of lavender from her uniform detergent. I lean in. Close enough for my lips to graze the shell of her ear when I speak.

“You can do whatever you like, princess,” I whisper. “Just be ready for the consequences.”

She freezes.

For one delicious second, I think I’ve got her again. But then⁠—

She turns. Slowly. Deliberately.

Her eyes lock with mine—burning, daring, alive. Her lips curve into a smile that doesn’t touch her eyes.

“Good,” she murmurs. “Because I don’t believe in actions without consequences either… Nikolai.”

Her voice is low and soft, but each word lands like a blade.

She walks away.

And I stand there, watching her.

Everyone else returns to their notes. The teacher clears his throat and drones on.

But my mind isn’t in the room anymore.

She fought back.

And I liked it.


SIX



Clara

I’m shaking.

The moment the bell rings, I gather my books and bolt. I can feel eyes on me—some curious, some impressed, most waiting for Nikolai’s retaliation. My heart slams against my ribs. I don’t stop. I can’t. I need to move, now, before Fiona and her friends corner me in the corridor and make me regret everything.

The phone in my hand burns.

His phone.

I clutch it tighter, pressing it to my chest like it might leap out and call him to me.

The hallway is chaos. Students flood out of classrooms, shoes squeaking on the polished floors. Laughter, chatter, and shrieking bounce off the tall windows. Everyone rushes toward the dining hall. I forgot what was on today’s menu. Roast chicken and warm pudding, maybe. They email us the menu a week in advance.

My stomach growls, but I keep walking. Fast.

I slip out of the crowd and head for the east staircase. Fewer students come this way—it leads to the teachers’ wing. No one likes to loiter near authority.

Up one flight. Then another. My breaths create white clouds over my lips. It’s so cold these days. My legs are bare due to the skirt I’m wearing. The cold prickles against my skin. I shiver on the inside, but my palm is hot from holding Nikolai’s phone.

The corridor grows quieter with each step. The buzz of student voices fades into muffled echoes. My footsteps sound louder here, sharper. The stone floor beneath my shoes feels colder. The windows are narrower, older. One of them is slightly cracked, letting in a cool breeze that makes my skin pebble.

I press the phone tighter to my chest. Almost there.

Then it rings.

I jump. The vibration jolts through me. I stop. For one second, pure panic jolts through my system. I wonder if this is a prank, if Nikolai is trying to shake my resolve.

On the screen, the name flashes: Big Brother.

I freeze. Blood rushes to my head.

Should I answer?

What if it’s serious?

What if something’s wrong?

I hesitate a second longer, then swipe. My finger trembles over the cold glass screen. It’s an expensive phone. I bet he’ll make me pay a lot of money if I drop it and damage it.  “Hello?” My voice sounds like the low mewl of a cat.

There’s a pause.

Then a deep, male voice speaks—measured, smooth, and with a trace of Russian.

“Who is this?”

“This is… Clara. Clara Wells. I’m a prefect at Westchester College.” I straighten my shoulders. I’m trying to sound confident, like I know what I’m doing. But the truth is that I took Nikolai’s phone on a whim. Anger had been burning in the pit of my stomach since Sunday. I wanted to get back at him.

I couldn’t stop looking at him during class. And then, I saw my opportunity when he smiled while moving his fingers under his desk. The idea came to me like a rush of adrenaline. Before I knew it, it had turned into a compulsion I had to fulfill. The desire to humiliate him in front of our classmates took over me. I wanted to see how he felt when he was put in the same situation as me.

I bite the inside of my cheek as the voice on the other side of the phone falls silent. It was deep and rough. Is it really Nikolai’s older brother, Leo? There are so many rumors about him. Some say he’s a rich businessman who owns a lot of businesses in Las Vegas. But some whisper about his shady dealings, speculating that he might be involved with the Russian mafia. I wouldn’t dismiss that. Looking at Nikolai and his tattoos, that seems like a likely explanation. Why would his family let him get so many tattoos unless they were in the mafia?

The crisp voice drags me back into reality. My vision clears. I see the single ray of sunlight streaking in through the glass window as Leo’s rings in my ears, loud and dominant. “And why, Clara, are you answering my brother’s phone?”

I bite my cheek. “I confiscated it. He was using it during a lesson.”

The voice softens, but only slightly. “You’re not his girlfriend, then.”

“What? No. Of course not.”

“Hmm.” A thoughtful beat. “Is he in trouble? Should I be concerned?”

“No,” I mutter, bristling. “He won’t be expelled. Not over something like this.”

Leo makes a low noise. “You sound disappointed.”

“I am.”

“You want him gone.” Leo sighs. “I can’t believe he made enemies so fast.”

“Not ‘enemies’. Just one enemy. For now,” I reply.

“I see,” the voice says. “And how is he fitting in?”

I glance around. Empty corridor. Dust motes floating in a shaft of light from a leaded window. Everything feels too still.

“He’s befriended every bully in our year,” I reply bitterly.

A sigh. “Of course he has. And you?”

“What about me?”

“Are you one of the bullied?”

I pause. “What if I am?”

“You sound resentful,” he says. Not unkind, just observant. “Nikolai isn’t as bad as he seems. If you look past his immature behavior, you’ll see that there’s more to him.”

His words make my throat close. I’m sure there’s more to my bully. I’m just not sure I want to discover it. Whatever supposed kindness he’s hiding, I’m not sure it’s worth the effort.

I grip the phone tighter. My voice hardens. “Thanks for the advice,” I say coldly, and hang up.

My breath is shaky. I keep walking. My shoes click against the floor like a drumbeat. I smell the aroma of wood wafting out through the teacher’s room.  

Halfway down the hall now. Just past the Head of Sixth Form’s office. The door to the teacher’s room is in sight. Almost there.

But my thoughts drag me backward. Not to the classroom. Not to Leo’s voice.

To Sunday.

The woods. The way Nikolai’s arm curled around my waist. The heat of his palm pressing into my hip, fingers curling possessively. I remember the scent of him—spice and soap and something dangerous. I remember the firm muscle of his chest beneath my palms, the unexpected warmth and understanding in his voice when he said, “You don’t have to be scared of them.”

And I remember feeling safe.

Desired. Cherished. Like he was a knight, and he was pulling me away from the villains of the story. Except he wasn’t the knight. He was the villain. And everyone else had a laugh at my expense.

Something insidious curls in my core. Heat pumps through my stomach, feeding the craving in my pussy that hasn’t waned since Sunday. Since the second he touched me, he brushed his fingers across my hips casually, branding my skin with his touch.

It’s like a drug. I can’t forget about it. I hate myself for being so masochistic. Shame pours through my bloodstream like acid. He degraded me. Touched me without my consent.

And the worst part is that I liked it. It made sparks erupt under my skin.

My pussy warmed and clenched when he held me like he owned me, like he would do worse things to me later. I was so wet by the time he let me go that I could feel my underwear sticking to my aroused folds.

My throat stung with disappointment. My thoughts raced in a terrible direction. Why hadn’t he touched me more? What if he had pushed me down on the grass, peeled away my clothes, and pushed his hard cock inside my aching pussy? Would I have said no? Would I have resisted or taken pleasure in being dominated by him?

The visual draws moisture from my cunt. I feel my pussy contracting, feel the thrum of pleasure running through my lower belly. Anticipation. For my bully’s cock.

God, I must have lost it.

For one second, Nikolai pulled me into a depraved, taboo fantasy. Now I can’t stop feeling the weight of his hand on my hip every time I move. I can’t stop visualizing the brutal push of his cock into my pussy, the heady joy of being filled. I’ve always secretly dreamed of being fucked rough and hard.

And since that moment, I haven’t been able to put the thought out of my mind.

I fingered myself last night. I, Clara Wells, masturbated to the thought of Nikolai fucking Antonov, grinning as he held my hips and fucked me raw.

And it made me come so hard, I drenched my hand in my pussy juices. I couldn’t sleep at night because I was so deeply affected by the fact that I’d come for him, even though he hadn’t even been in my room at the time.

Maybe it’s the stereotypical appeal of a rich guy being interested in me. Despite how hard I work, I’m full of insecurity.

But maybe it’s more than that. Perhaps he triggered something inside me, a desire I’d buried a long time ago. The desire to be more than a top student, more than a poor girl. The desire to be seen as a beautiful and sexy woman, not defined by my achievements or my background.

Unwanted. Invisible. Just a girl from a broken home with good grades and a future that looks more uncertain every day. I’ve never been more than that. But when he touched me, I became more than that.

I stop walking.

I shouldn’t want this. I shouldn’t crave it. I hate him. But I need him. I need the reassuring presence of his scent, his hand, his weight, reminding me of the things I deeply yearn for but will never have.

My fingers curl around his phone like it’s something precious. And before I can stop myself, I lift it to my nose.

It still smells like him. Like forbidden heat and promises made in the darkness. Like a fantasy I can never have. It’s the worst cliché in the world. The bullied student is attracted to her bully. I must have gone mad.

God help me, I close my eyes and take a deep inhale.

“If you wanted to smell me, all you had to do was ask nicely,” comes that low, sinful voice

I jump.

Whip around.

He’s leaning against the wall near the door. Casual. Like he’s been there forever. Shirt sleeves rolled, tie loose, golden hair gleaming in the soft corridor light. His grin is slow and dangerous.

My heart tries to escape my chest. My gaze briefly skims his tattoos. They’re exposed now, green and black ink winding up his arms in intricate patterns. My mouth feels dry. My pussy clenches hard, like it wants to feel those thick fingers pumping through it.

“You—how—?” I stammer.

“I followed you,” he says simply. “Figured I’d come get my phone back. But this…” He pushes off the wall, steps closer. “This is better than I imagined.”

His eyes drop to the phone still pressed to my chest. I cling to it like it’s my lifeline. This device is the sum total of all the power I hold over him. If I lose this, I will lose everything.

“I’m going to give it to the teachers,” I say.

“Or you can give it to me.”

I scoff. “Nice try.”

His smile deepens. He has the audacity to look proud of me.

Then he steps closer, and the hallway shrinks.

No. He fills it.

His presence is like a wolf sauntering into a quiet forest, shaking every leaf and blade of grass into submission. His scent—clean cotton, cinnamon, something expensive—wraps around me like an invisible net. My knees nearly buckle.

“I could take it from you,” he murmurs, dipping his chin toward the phone. “But where’s the fun in that?”

I clutch it tighter to my chest.

“Don’t,” I breathe. “I’ll scream.”

“No, you won’t.” He tuts. “Not unless you want to attract the teachers. And if you did, you’d have gone to them already. But here you are… hiding.”

“I’m not hiding.”

“You’re trembling.”

“I’m not⁠—”

He leans in. His lips brush my ear.

“I can feel it.”

My breath catches.

The corridor is dead silent, save for the thud of my heart. He’s not touching me yet, but his nearness is a touch all its own—seductive, poisonous, sweet. Memories of Sunday swell inside my brain. My pussy contracts painfully. Clenches harder every time his breath brushes over my throat, raising the hairs on the back of my neck. His presence is inescapable, like smoke. He’s choking me slowly, making me surrender to him.

But I won’t give in. I won’t let him take away the only thing I have left—my dignity.

He pulls back just enough to look at me. Those eyes. Grey with hints of steel, slanted with amusement. And something else.

A warning.

“You know,” he says, trailing a single fingertip up my arm, “if you gave it back nicely… I’d thank you.”

I swallow. “And if I don’t?”

He smiles wider. “Then I’ll have to earn it.”

“I don’t want your thanks.”

“No,” he agrees, curling his hand over my wrist, slow and deliberate. “You want something else.”

My chest heaves. “What could I possibly want from you?”

“Oh, Clara.” His voice is dark velvet, brushing every nerve ending. “You want to know what it’s like to be wanted.”

All the curses I know parade through my brain. How dare he? How dare he see through me like I’m nothing more than a transparent girl who has been touch-starved for too long? Even the students who try to be nice to me, who try to befriend me because I’m on the student council, only see the façade I show them—prim, proper, straight-A student.

But Nikolai knows who I am underneath all the effort and polish.

I’m an animal, just like him.

His fingers trail from my wrist to the inside of my elbow. Goosebumps bloom across my skin.

“I could show you,” he whispers. “I could ruin you in all the right ways.”

I dig my nails into my palm. “You’re disgusting.”

He grins. “You say that, but you’re still holding onto my phone like it’s a bloody heirloom.”

“I should crush it under my boot.”

“You’d regret it,” he purrs. “Because then I’d have nothing to bargain with.”

“Bargain?”

He closes the distance. His chest nearly touches mine. The edge of his blazer brushes my arm.

“You give me the phone,” he says, voice low and slow. “And I give you something better.”

I clench my jaw. “Let me guess. Sex?”

“No,” he says, trailing his finger down the center of my tie. “Not yet. Something gentler. I’d make you feel safe. Touch you in all the right ways that make your insides tremble.”

Safe.

I almost laugh.

“I don’t want safety from you,” I snap, heart pounding. “I want you gone.”

He searches my face, his smirk softening. “Liar.”

“I’m not⁠—”

“Then why are your pupils blown?” he murmurs, tilting his head. “Why are your thighs pressed so tightly together?”

My lips part. A choked sound escapes.

He knows.

He knows.

I can feel slick heat pooling between my legs.

“You’re horrible,” I whisper.

He brushes his thumb over my cheek, unexpected softness.

“And you look cute when you’re angry.”

His touch lingers. I can barely breathe. The phone is the only thing anchoring me. My lungs are burning with the effort of drawing air. He’s so close; he’s making all the oxygen disappear.

“I hate you.”

His eyes narrow a fraction. He steps closer, and I pull back. My back hits the wall. I yelp. He has me trapped against the wall. He presses one hand to the wall, caging me in. I feel like prey.

And it only makes my pussy wetter.

Electric sparks explode over my legs when I feel Nikolai’s fingers grazing up my thighs. He caresses my inner thighs, igniting waves of scorching heat in my belly. I’m melting like I’m made of ice.

I suck in a sharp breath. My knees nearly give out. Yet, I never protest. Because his illicit touch makes me feel so many sensations. Emotions rampage through my veins, lighting up my body from the inside.

My cells beg for more as he moves his hand under my skirt. His hand ghosts down to my hip, fingers curling into my waistband.

The sheer thrill of being touched by him in a public place, where we could be discovered any time, makes my spine vibrate with shock.

I didn’t know I was into this. Nikolai is so damn confident, so damn cocky, touching me like I’m his property, like he owns this school.

My pussy is going crazy as my brain imagines somebody catching us like this. We’re a hair’s breadth away from disaster. Yet, I feel cocooned by his presence. It feels like he controls everything. Nothing bad will happen to me while he’s around.

I close my eyes when his fingers tweak my plump clit. It’s slippery from my arousal. His digits venture further into my forbidden region, parting my folds, teasing my pussy.

Fireworks explode in my cunt. A rough, hoarse moan leaves my mouth.

He teases my parted pussy lips, dragging his fingers up and down in slow, sensual strokes. Every movement is a form of torture. His feather-light touch, gentle yet stimulating, drives up the tension in my belly.

I drip more, needing the ecstasy of his thick, rough fingertips. I press my lips together, tamping down my moans as he pushes his fingers into my pussy hole, assaulting my intimate channel.

I nearly buckle. White-hot pleasure sears through my organs. I can’t believe I’m still standing. In my head, it feels like I’m floating. Like there’s no solid ground under me. He’s taken everything from me. Control included.

Nikolai leans in, lips brushing the shell of my ear. “Hate must be your kink. Look at how you’re dripping for me. Are you ready to give me the phone now?”

“No.” The protest is a reflex. I don’t want him to stop. Not when my nerve-endings are lighting up with rapture at the friction of his fingertips scraping against my intimate walls.

I gasp as Nikolai pushes two fingers inside me, the sudden intrusion stretching me, filling me. My body clenches around him, drawing him deeper. He pumps his fingers in and out, a slow, torturous rhythm that sends waves of pleasure crashing through me.

“Give me the phone, Clara,” he murmurs, his voice a low growl in my ear. “Give it to me, and I’ll make you feel even better.”

“No,” I whimper, even as my hips buck against his hand, seeking more friction. I can’t give in. Not yet.

He chuckles, a dark, dangerous sound. “Fine. Have it your way.”

He curves his fingers inside me, hitting a spot that makes my vision blur. I cry out, the sound echoing down the empty corridor. He does it again, and again, each stroke sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body.

“That sound was beautiful,” he whispers, his breath swirling around my ear. “My little slut, getting fingered in the hallway. Anyone could see you like this. Anyone could tell how much you want this.”

I shake my head, even as my body betrays me, grinding against his hand. “I don’t⁠—”

“Don’t lie to me, Clara,” he interrupts, his voice sharp. “Your cunt is dripping for me. You’re loving this.”

He’s right. I am. I can’t deny the pleasure coursing through my veins, the heat pooling in my belly. I can feel my orgasm building, my muscles tensing, my breath coming in ragged gasps.

He pulls his fingers out, and I whimper at the loss. But then he circles my clit, his touch feather-light, teasing. I buck against him, chasing the friction, desperate for more.

My hips push against his phantom touch, craving the heat and dominance that made my pussy shake from the inside. My ass cheeks bump into the wall every time I push my hips backward. I’m trapped between his hand and the hard wall. It’s exhilarating. There’s no escape from the inevitable climax that will consume me from he inside.

“Next time,” Nikolai says, his voice a low purr, “it’ll be my cock inside you. I’ll fill you up, stretch you out. Make you scream my name.”

My pussy clenches at the thought, and he chuckles. “Your cunt likes that idea, doesn’t it?”

“No,” I lie, even as my hips move in time with his fingers. “I don’t want you.”

“Liar,” he whispers, and then he curls his fingers inside me again, hitting that spot, that delicious, incredible spot.

My vision blurs, my body tenses, and then I’m coming, waves of pleasure crashing over me, drowning me. I cry out, my voice echoing down the hallway, but I don’t care. I can’t think, can’t breathe, can’t do anything but feel.

He owns me completely in this moment. My body sighs with pleasure. My pussy grips his fingers like it’s the most precious thing in the world. Nobody has ever made me come like this. I mean, considering I’ve never had sex with anyone except my vibrator, nobody has made me come, period.

I linger in the haze of rapture and heavenly contentment. It doesn’t even feel like I’m in the real world anymore. My body is weightless, my limbs soft and relaxed. I can barely think. My mind is blissfully numb.

Slowly, the world comes back into focus. My body is limp, my breath ragged. Nikolai pulls his fingers out of me, and I watch, dazed, as he brings them to his lips and licks them clean. I soaked his knuckles and palm with my orgasm. My slick covers his hand, and he shows it off proudly.

“Look at that,” he says, his voice a low purr. “All that for a phone. Imagine what you’d do for my cock.”

I glare at him, even as my body trembles with aftershocks. “I hate you.”

He smiles, slow and dangerous. “But you love what I do to you.”

I steel myself. He won’t break me. He can seduce me, tempt me, make me melt—but he won’t win.

I shove the phone toward him. My body feels like it’s being stung by the aftershocks of that incredible orgasm. I came so hard I could barely breathe. Even now, my breaths are labored. My mind is racing. Fantasies of him pushing my skirt up and filling my hole with his dick take center stage. My ass tingles, pressed against the hard wall.

“Take it. Remember to write a letter of apology later.” I push the phone against his ribs, urging him to end this. I no longer want the phone. I’ve lost control already. He has the upper hand. He seduced me, fucked me, and rocked my world even though we could have been seen by anyone.

He doesn’t move.

Instead, he leans in, gaze locked to mine. “What were you thinking about just now?”

“None of your business.”

He hums. “Was it me?”

“No.”

“Liar.”

I hate him.

I hate how close he is.

I hate how much I want him to move closer.

“Back off,” I whisper.

“Say please,” he murmurs, voice brushing the skin below my ear.

I shove the phone into his chest. “Take it and leave.”

He takes it. His fingers graze mine. Slow. Intentional.

Then he leans in one last time and says, low and dangerous, “You started this war, Clara. Don’t get shy now.”

He walks away.

And I’m left alone, burning.

Burning with rage.

Burning with something worse.


SEVEN



Nikolai

The first thing I notice is the smell of diesel.

The bus looms ahead of me, a tall silver beast rumbling in the early morning chill. A fine mist still clings to the grass, and the air is sharp with the promise of frost. Somewhere to my left, birds chirp half-heartedly—like even they resent being up this early.

I tuck my hands into my blazer pockets and smirk.

Perfect.

She’s standing near the front of the group, shoulders stiff beneath her coat, clipboard in one hand, that tight little mouth pressed into a grim line. Clara Wells. On-duty. Always the perfect prefect, always serious and self-righteous. But not so collected last time we met.

I can still feel her soaking around my fingers. Hear the helpless moans she tried to bite back.

God, she was beautiful like that. Making her come apart for me made me feel so damn powerful. I loved the way she let me take control. She’ll never admit it, but she trusted me when she let me finger-fuck her into oblivion. She knew I wouldn’t hurt her. She knew I’d give her what she needed.

Clara Wells can lie, but her subconscious is honest.

I watch the realization hit her face now, like a slow-motion slap. Her eyes widen, and then narrow. She takes a step back, like she’s hoping I’ll vanish if she blinks hard enough.

Not this time.

“Wells,” I greet, drawing out the word lazily.

She nearly drops the clipboard. She’s wearing her usual school uniform of blazer, shirt, tie, cardigan, and skirt. But now I know how soft her thighs feel, and what kind of underwear she’s hiding underneath that skirt.

Blood pumps straight to my cock when she bites her lip. Her low lips is luscious and full. I’d like to bite into it myself.

“What are you doing here?” she hisses, her voice low but ferocious. The sexual tension from before hasn’t disappeared yet. We stayed out of each other’s path for the rest of last week, barely talking. But I could feel the air crackling with promise every time she looked my way in class. The moment we’re in close proximity, something volatile ignites in the air.

I know we’re going to fuck. The only question is when.

Clara can’t deny her body’s needs forever. She has been uptight and closed-off from intimacy for too long. She needs to be desired, needs to be set free. And I’m the only one who can break down her walls and unleash the needy woman underneath.

Before I can answer, a voice barks out behind us. Mr. Holloway, the Club Coordinator, waddles over, his gray scarf flapping like a pirate flag. “Ah! Mr. Antonov, there you are. Good man. Glad to see some new blood in the service club. You’re just in time for roll call.”

I smile innocently. “Wouldn’t miss it, sir.”

Clara turns on Holloway like he just betrayed her family. “He’s in the club?”

“Of course!” Holloway beams. “New member. Signed up last night. He was very enthusiastic.”

Oh, I’m enthusiastic, all right. Just not about charity.

Clara stares at me like she’s watching a car crash in slow motion. “But… this club does community outreach. We help local residents with tech setups, cleaning, odd jobs⁠—”

“I’m very good with my hands,” I say smoothly. “You know that.”

Color flares across her cheeks.

Holloway claps his hands. “Right then, all aboard!”

We pile into the old school bus, seats faded from decades of student gossip and gum smears. It smells like old upholstery and lemon cleaner. I slide in beside Clara before she can argue. She stiffens so hard I hear her spine creak.

“Move,” she hisses.

“Make me.”

Her glare could melt glass. But she doesn’t protest again. The engine rumbles to life, and we lurch down the driveway.

Outside, the world blurs into damp fields, fog-haloed trees, and distant barns. Rain speckles the glass. The driver hums something off-key, and Holloway begins reading out community assignments in the front.

I lean back, watching Clara chew the inside of her cheek.

“You still haven’t answered,” she says eventually, not looking at me.

“Answered what?”

“Why you joined this club.”

I stretch my legs out under the seat. “To spend more time with you.”

Her scoff is sharp. “You’re not that obsessed.”

“Oh, I am. But not for the reason you think.” I tilt my head. “Why are you here, though? Doesn’t exactly match your textbook-obsessed persona. Didn’t think you were into charity.”

She hesitates. Her lips part slightly, then close. She absently fingers her hair, pulling at it like I’ve asked her a particularly gnarly question.

For a second, I think she won’t answer.

Then she whispers, “Because they pay us.”

I blink. That wasn’t the answer I expected.

“They pay us per hour,” she adds, eyes still on the window. “And we get extra credit. I need both.”

Something shifts in her tone—just enough vulnerability to surprise me. The noise around us, students chattering and munching on chips, cuts out as my focus hones in on her. She’s blushing, but it’s not because of our chemistry. It’s embarrassment.

“You need the money,” I say slowly.

She nods once, jaw clenched like it physically pains her to admit it.

Silence stretches between us. The rhythm of the bus rocks us closer, the side of her thigh brushing mine. My cock reacts instantly, swelling. But this is not the time, so I hide it by putting my bag on my lap.

“Why?” I ask.

Clara turns. Her gaze is hard, but her voice is softer. “Because scholarships don’t cover food. Or heat. Or laundry. Or toothpaste.”

“What about your mother? I thought she worked.”

Clara swallows, her expression turning hostile. “She…we…she abandoned me. Completely forgot about me the moment my dad left. I starved for days, until I started crying and the neighbor called the police. For a while, the government looked after me. I was in a foster home. But there were no open spots anymore so I was returned to her. She was working by then, but she didn’t make enough for the both of us. Thank goodness I got a scholarship to Westchester or I don’t know what I’d have done.”

There’s a tremble under the words, not from fear—but memory.

“You ever talk to your mom?”

“Never.” She pauses. “In my mind, she left a long time ago. It’s just me now. I wouldn’t even know what to say to her even if we talked.”

Her fingers toy with the seam of her skirt. There’s something small and lonely in the gesture. Something that digs under my skin and anchors there.

I stare at her a little longer than I should. She senses it and shifts uncomfortably.

“You know,” I murmur, “you just said more to me in five minutes than you’ve said in the last five weeks.”

“Don’t make it weird,” she snaps, cheeks flushed. “You think everybody is born with rich parents or nice brothers who take care of them? My situation isn’t uncommon. I met other kids in foster homes who had similar stories. Made me feel more…understood.”

“I’m filing this under ‘intimate secrets you shared while sitting next to your worst nightmare.’”

She exhales sharply. “You’re not my worst nightmare.”

“Then what am I?”

She pauses, eyes flicking to mine. “The bad decision I haven’t made yet.”

A smile tugs at my lips.

That’s better than I could’ve imagined.

We fall silent again, but it’s different this time. Not strained. Not cold. Just… heavy. Real.

She’s staring out the window again. I let her.

And I think about what she said—about toothpaste and laundry and having to live as an abandoned child, worried about her survival.

My chest tightens. The need to protect her sears through my flesh. I wish I could erase that expression from her face, make sure she never has to worry about anything again. I can’t forget about her being alone. About the way her voice cracked, just for a second.

I don’t know what the hell I expected when I joined this club. But it wasn’t Clara Wells letting her armor slip.

It wasn’t me feeling something twist in my gut that I don’t have a name for. I find myself wanting to unravel her, not just sexually, but emotionally. She’s full of depth and trauma and secrets that make her complex.

And every new glimpse she offers pulls at that part of me that wants connection. That wants more.

I saw her intelligence when she helped me get a converter for my adapter. I started to respect her when she fought back by confiscating my phone.

Now, I want to protect her because she showed me her vulnerability, her weakest spot.

She trusts me. Otherwise, she’d never tell me something so personal. And I won’t abuse her trust. I’ll show her that her strength, intelligence, resilience, and courage make her attractive, not poor.

She plugs in her earphones, and I’m certain it’s so she can avoid talking to me.

The road rolls on.

And for once, I don’t feel like talking.

I just sit beside her, quiet, watching the green fields and rainy skies blur past like dreams we don’t talk about.
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We arrive at an old community center with peeling yellow paint and lopsided gutters. The sign over the door says WESTBROOK SENIOR HUB, and the parking lot smells like wet leaves and metal.

Inside, the walls are faded blue, lined with folding chairs, sad pot plants, and flyers announcing Bingo Wednesdays and blood pressure screenings. There’s a musty smell of old furniture and over-brewed tea.

Mr. Holloway distributes the tasks among students. I’m glad when Clara and I are assigned to fetch boxes filled with decorations and other stuff from the storage room. I have no idea where the storage room is. Clara doesn’t wait for me, or lead me. She strides away, disappearing before Mr. Holloway is done with the announcement.

I spend a while walking around, asking the senior citizens for the storage room’s whereabouts. When I finally get there, I hear a noise.

I’m barely inside when I notice Clara’s shoulders tense.

She’s carrying a box—big, awkward, too heavy for her slight frame. She's clearly trying to handle it alone, her pride clamped between her teeth. I can see her knees wobble slightly under the strain. Holloway just handed it to her like it was no big deal, oblivious as ever.

I hang back for a second.

I could watch her struggle. Part of me wants to. She’d rather drop it than ask me for help.

But then she stumbles.

The box slips. Her arms flail.

I’m at her side in two strides.

My hand catches the box before it hits the ground. My other hand finds her waist, steadying her. She gasps, then glares at me. “I had it.”

“No, you didn’t.” I smirk. “But it’s cute that you think so.”

“I didn’t ask for your help.”

“You never do.”

Her breath comes faster, and her eyes flick to where my hand still rests on her waist. I can feel her body trembling beneath my palm—not from fear. From the effort. Or maybe from me.

We’re alone in the side corridor now, near the storage room. The others are in the hall, sorting supplies. The fluorescent light overhead buzzes faintly, but the air between us is silent. Heavy. Electric.

“I’m not weak,” she says finally, voice low. The tension is her jaw suggests that she’s still embarrassed about letting that fragment of her past slip through her lips during the bus ride. She’s probably beating herself up about it internally.

“I know.” I meet her gaze. “But I like watching you fall apart.”

Her lips part. “You’re disgusting.”

“You said that already.”

She swallows, her throat bobbing.

And then I step closer.

The box is safe now, sitting on the floor behind us. Nothing between us but breath and heat. I raise my hand and tuck a loose strand of hair behind her ear.

“You don’t need to prove anything,” I murmur. “Not to me.”

She stiffens. “What are you doing?”

“Helping,” I whisper. “Isn’t that what this club is about?”

Her cheeks flush. I don’t stop. Her skin feels like silk and I want to drown myself in her luxurious softness. My cock has been hard for a while now. Touching her makes my erection swell.

My hand glides down her neck, fingers grazing the fine line of her collarbone. She shivers. Her breathing quickens. Her fists clench at her sides, and she tilts her head back ever so slightly.

“Say stop,” I murmur.

She doesn’t.

I lean in and press my lips to the hollow of her throat. Just one slow kiss. Her skin is warm, flushed, soft.

She exhales—more of a gasp, really.

“You don’t even like me,” she says, but it comes out breathless.

“I don’t need to like you to want you,” I whisper. “And you don’t need to like me to want this.”

My hands move to her hips. She doesn’t push me away. Instead, she tilts toward me, ever so slightly, like a flower chasing the sun.

“I saw how wet you got last time,” I murmur against her jaw. “Don’t pretend you didn’t like it.”

Her nails dig into my blazer. “You’re not allowed to touch me like this.”

“No one’s here.”

“I don’t care.”

“Liar.”

“You think I won’t fuck you just because we’re at a senior home?” I grab her shoulders. Her muscles rebel against my touch but she is naturally submissive, so she surrenders. She lets go. I lean in and let myself have the one thing that has been driving me crazy—her lips.

I kiss her.

It’s not gentle.

Our lips crash together like flint and steel. Her mouth opens under mine, hot and hungry, and I take everything. She tastes like sweet heat and frustration, like a secret I want to unravel slowly and completely. My tongue presses into her wet mouth, plundering all her secrets, her vulnerabilities, and her desires.

She kisses me back like she’s starved.

I press her back against the wall of the storage room, one hand gripping her thigh, the other tangled in her hair. Her skirt hikes up, and she wraps her arms around my neck like she’s finally giving in to gravity.

She moans into my mouth.

God, the sound makes me feral.

“You’ve been dreaming about this,” I growl, dragging my lips to her neck. “Touching yourself at night, thinking about my fingers inside you.”

She gasps, and her thighs clench around me.

“I could fuck you right here,” I whisper against her pulse. “Have you biting my shoulder to keep from screaming while the old ladies play bingo in the next room.”

She’s panting now, her hands sliding under my shirt. Her touch is desperate, clumsy, perfect.

I grind against her. She arches into me. My cock blooms into an aching, hard monster. I’m already grinding against her clothed pussy, desperate for entry. I’m not even sure if she has ever done this before, if she’s even used to the sensation of a cock filling her.

Not to mention I don’t have any condoms on me. But the fever gripping my body decimates any rational thoughts from my mind.

I lift Clara up, pinning her against the wall with my body. Her legs wrap around my waist, and I can feel the heat of her pussy through her panties, pressing against my cock. She's soaked, her arousal seeping through the fabric, and it makes me even harder. I grind against her, and she moans into my mouth, her fingers digging into my shoulders.

"I’m going to fuck you against the wall, imprint my cock into your pussy and make sure you remember me," I groan, kissing her neck, nipping at her skin. My hands work to undo my belt and zipper. With a few rushed motions, I push down my pants and boxers, allowing my ripe, thick cock to spring free. It feels like freedom—all that tension in my body finally culminating into the hardened length in front of me.

When the crown brushes against her skirt, the electric shock goes straight from the tip to my balls. My balls vibrate, aching with need.

Clara gasps, taking in the thick, veiny rod pushing against her stomach, panting, her eyes glazed with lust. "You’re so big," she whispers, her voice barely audible.

“You’re going to take every inch of me and come for me.” I growl. “I’ll let you cry, but I won’t let you quit.”

I reach between us, pushing her skirt up and pulling her panties aside. My fingers dip into her wetness, and she bucks against me, a low moan escaping her lips. She's tight, her walls clenching around my fingers as I pump them in and out of her.

"So tight," I murmur, my voice ragged. "I can't wait to feel you around my cock."

She whimpers, her hips moving in time with my fingers. I pull them out, and she makes a noise of protest, but I silence her with a kiss as I guide my cock to her entrance.

I push into her slowly, inch by inch, feeling her stretch around me. She's so tight, so wet, and it takes every ounce of self-control not to slam into her and fuck her hard and fast. But I want to savor this, want to feel every inch of her.

I love that I can feel the throb and pulse of her pussy walls. They feel like velvet, choking my dick, demanding more.

"Fuck, you're tight," I groan, my forehead resting against hers. "I love being inside you. I should’ve taken you earlier."

Clara whimpers, but her tone isn’t one of pain. I’m stretching her pussy to its limits but it’s making her feel good. She sighs into my ear, a long, delicious sigh as she grinds herself against me.

I reach between our joined bodies and pinch her clit. A sharp cry fills the air, breaking the silence in the room. Tension wraps tighter around my belly.

I start to move, thrusting in and out of her, slow at first, then faster, harder. She clings to me, her nails digging into my skin, her breath hot on my neck. I can feel her heartbeat, her pulse racing in time with mine.

The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the storage room, the scent of sex heavy in the air. I can hear the distant hum of voices from the main hall, but all that matters right now is Clara, her body, her breath, her pleasure.

Her nails rake down my back as she grinds her wet pussy against my cock, demanding me to push deeper. I wish I wasn’t wearing a shirt so I could feel the pain of her fingernails biting into my skin. I want her to leave marks. I need proof of how badly she craves me.

“Anybody could walk in on us, but even if they did, I won’t stop,” I tell her. “I won’t stop until your eyes roll back in pleasure and you’re screaming my name.”

I drive into her harder, punishing her with long, hard, fast strokes. Her back bounces against the wall and she clings to me. The wetness of her channel lubricates my path, but the friction is maddening, burrowing into my bones, undoing me from the inside.

Pleasure lashes at me, stroke after stroke, filling my veins, threatening to make my blood vessels explode from sheer rapture. I can barely contain the ecstasy blasting through my system. Her walls press into my cock so hard, it makes me forget that I can breathe. I’ve never had sex this intense.

Plus, we’re in a public place. Our classmates and teacher could walk in on us any time. And that only increases my arousal. I feel her walls, pliant and needy, clinging to my cock for comfort.

I’m fucking her unprotected pussy. It’s a high I cannot come down from.

"Fuck, your raw pussy is like heaven," I growl, my cock throbbing inside her. "Nothing between us. The way it should be."

Her eyes widen a fraction. “This is reckless.” Her words die on her tongue as I push deeper, pressing against her G-spot. She softens in my arms, the threat of pregnancy forgotten. She lets me claim her completely, submits to me entirely.

She moans, her head falling back against the wall, her eyes closed. I kiss her neck, her collarbone, her breasts, my hands roaming over her body, possessing her, claiming her.

I can feel her orgasm building, her muscles tensing, her breath hitching. I slow down, pulling out almost all the way before slamming back into her, making her cry out.

"Not yet," I murmur, my voice rough. "Not until I say so."

She whimpers, her eyes meeting mine, pleading. I kiss her, hard and deep, my tongue mimicking the movements of my cock. She tastes like surrender, like submission, and it makes me want to fuck her even harder.

"You're mine," I growl against her lips. "This pussy is mine. You understand?"

She nods, her eyes never leaving mine. "Yes," she whispers. The furrow between her eyebrows gets deeper with every thrust, as she tries to hold herself back, prevent herself from coming, but I’m breaking her resolve with every brutal thrust. I slam into her hard, knocking the breath from her lungs.

I start to move faster, harder, my hips slapping against hers, my cock filling her completely. My balls slap against her ass, making wet, squelching sounds.

She's so wet, so tight, and I can feel my own orgasm building, my balls tightening, my cock throbbing. Heat flows through me like lava. I’m a volcano and I’m about to explode inside her tight, wet cunt.

"Come for me, Clara," I command, my voice rough. "Show me how good your pussy feels when it’s choking me."

She cries out, her body convulsing, her pussy clenching around me as she comes. I can feel her release, wet and hot, coating my cock, and it pushes me over the edge.

I slam into her, once, twice, then still, my cock buried deep inside her as I come. I can feel it, hot and thick, filling her, marking her. The thought of breeding her, of making her mine completely, sends another wave of pleasure crashing through me.

My seed is inside her unprotected pussy, making a baby. My primal instincts roar at the thought of her swollen with my child. I’d take care of her, of course. She’d never have to worry about anything again. I’ll protect her and the baby in her belly, making sure they both live a life of luxury as Antonovs.

I keep Clara plugged up with my cock as we both pant, exhausted from that intense sex session. Cum trickles down her thighs, but I grab my handkerchief and wipe it away, keeping the rest protected inside her cunt.

When my cock softens, I pull out. I clean her up with my handkerchief but it’s so dirty at the end of it all that I shove it in the bin. I make myself presentable, trying to make it seem like I wasn’t just fucking someone.

I pick up a heavy box. “Follow me. You don’t need to lift anything.”

Clara reaches out her arm and grabs the back of my blazer. There’s a deep neediness in her eyes, a silent question that makes me want to cradle her face and kiss her. She needs aftercare. She needs intimacy. She needs to be held. To be reassured that she did well.

Even without words, I can tell.

I drop the box and lock my arms around her, resting my chin on her shoulder. “You did well, baby. That was amazing.”

“Was it?” Clara’s voice wobbles.

I rub soothing circles on her back. “Was that your first time?”

“I’ve done it with a vibrator before,” she replies. “It didn’t hurt as much as I imagined it would.”

“That’s good. I’m happy it was okay for you.” I kiss her cheek.

Clara’s breathing is shallow.

She’s still pressed against the wall, lips parted, skin flushed, her hair wild and tangled from my hands. Her body trembles faintly—not from pleasure now, but from the weight of everything that just happened.

I pull back a little, watching her carefully. Her eyes don’t meet mine.

She adjusts her skirt with shaky fingers, brushing down fabric that no longer hides what we did, what I did to her.

And yet, when I reach out—when I touch her wrist lightly—she doesn’t pull away.

Not really.

Her arm stiffens, her shoulders go taut, but she doesn’t step back. She doesn’t say stop. She just freezes. Like she wants to lean in but doesn’t know how.

So I step into that space for her.

I cradle her jaw gently, angling her face toward mine. “Hey,” I say, voice low. “You’re okay now. Everything is fine. I’m holding you. You can take your time processing it.”

“I don’t need coddling,” she whispers, but the protest lacks venom. Her voice wobbles at the end.

My thumb strokes her cheek. Her skin is warm, damp, soft. “This isn’t coddling. This is aftercare. It’s standard, at least for me. Sex is an intense emotional experience. I want to make sure what we just did doesn’t hurt you. That you feel good afterward, too, not just during the act.”

She swallows hard, eyes flicking to the floor. But her body leans into my touch, letting me comfort her without words, reassure her without praise.

“I don’t trust you when you’re being nice,” she says, but her body softens instinctively when I go in for a hug. I hold her tightly and she brushes her cheek against my chest, relishing in the simple warmth of my body.

“You only trust me when I’m being rough and fucking you against the wall?” I raise an eyebrow, amused at her assessment. “You think that’s the type of guy I am? I’m a multifaceted human being, you know.”

She rolls her eyes. “As multifaceted as a rich bully can get.”

“You let me in, Clara. Don’t pretend you didn’t.” My tone isn’t accusing—it’s quiet, certain. “You trust me. You wouldn’t have let me touch you like that if you didn’t.”

She goes still.

Her fingers twist into the edge of her blazer like she wants to hide her hands. Like she doesn’t know what to do with them. Her mouth opens, then closes again.

I lean closer, resting my forehead lightly against hers. “It’s okay to want softness,” I say. “Even if you’ve never been given it.”

She makes a small sound—half scoff, half sob—and finally, finally leans into me.

Not fully. Not all the way.

But enough.

Her arms don’t wrap around me. They hover. Her body stays tense even as she rests her head on my chest, like she doesn’t want to admit how much she needs the contact. But I feel it. The way her breath eases. The way her weight shifts just slightly toward mine.

I wrap my arms around her carefully, like holding something fragile. “You don’t have to pretend with me,” I whisper. “Not right now.”

“You’re still my bully,” she mutters against my shirt.

“I know things are complicated.” I press a kiss to the crown of her head. “We’ll deal with all that later.”

She’s quiet for a long beat. Then, she demands, “Why are you being like this?”

“Because I have a reputation to protect. I’m a great sexual partner. In every way.” I emphasize the last words. “I fully expect you to start rumors about my big cock, sexual prowess, and gentle aftercare in school tomorrow.”

“Like hell I would.” She pauses, searching my expression for something. “That’s not the real reason you’re acting like this.”

I sigh. The truth. She wants the truth. “I saw something in you. Something strong yet vulnerable. Something I want to protect.”

“You don’t get to protect someone after you hurt them.”

“No,” I agree softly. “But you let me. Just now. That means something.”

She flinches at that, but doesn’t move.

“Just stay for a second,” I say, pulling her in a bit closer. “You don’t have to talk. Just… breathe.”

And she does.

One shaky inhale. One trembling exhale.

Her body stays guarded, but her forehead rests lightly against my chest, and her hands, once frozen, slowly press flat against my ribs like she’s testing how real I am.

Like maybe she doesn’t hate this. Doesn’t hate me.

I run a hand down her spine. “You’re safe.”

“I don’t believe you,” she whispers.

“Fair enough,” I say. “But your body does.”

That earns me a scoff. “Don’t get cocky.”

I smile faintly. “Too late.”

We stay like that for another minute—her wrapped in my arms, pretending she doesn’t want this while clearly needing every second of it.

And I hold her tighter. We’re starting to really feel the closeness, the intimacy. There’s something so comforting about holding someone who needs me, holding someone I need.

But then⁠—

A door creaks open down the hall.

Voices.

Footsteps.

Clara stiffens.

I let go, stepping back just in time. She straightens her skirt, breathing hard, hair wild.

A senior volunteer pokes her head into the corridor. “You two all right?”

Clara’s voice is hoarse. “Yes. Just… dropped a box.”

The woman smiles. “Careful with those.”

We nod. She leaves.

Clara glares at me, cheeks flaming.

“This isn’t over,” I whisper.

She picks up the box, but her hands shake.

“I’ll carry it,” I say, taking it from her before she can argue.

She lets me.

And for the rest of the day, she doesn’t look at me once.

But her body remembers.

And I know I’ll get under her skin again.

Just like I already have.


EIGHT



Clara

My thighs are still tingling, and my pussy is sore when I arrive back at Westchester. My heart races, thudding with every step I take. A forbidden weight throbs inside my pussy. I thought my hunger for my bully would be sated if he fucked me. Instead, now I’m craving him more than ever.

I can’t believe I let him take me against the wall. But it was beyond my wildest expectations. I felt so hot, desired, and utterly devoured as he fucked me with rough, deep strokes, pushing into my pussy and filling me with ecstasy. I closed my eyes and all I could see were stars, stretching for miles on end.

His cock felt beautiful inside me. Big and rough, bruising me from the inside. My pussy loved his assault, loved the filthy things he whispered in my ears as he pushed into me again and again. In that moment, he needed me as much as I needed him. Maybe more.

A taboo sense of power curls up my spine as I watch Nikolai chatting with our teacher. I’m not the only one who needs intimacy. He does, too. He could have had anyone else. But he wants me. Even if it’s for depraved reasons, even if it is to embarrass me, to get me addicted to him. The dark lust I saw in his eyes is imprinted in my brain.

There’s a red thread connecting us. Not the red thread of fate. But the red thread of danger and forbidden lust. We can barely stand beside each other without my pussy quivering and my legs shaking.

I hurry away. I’ve wasted enough time on Nikolai. We’re having our mocks soon. I need to study so I can ace my A-levels.

I climb the dorm stairs two at a time, ignoring the dull ache between my legs. Every step feels like a reminder. A warning. A promise. My pussy is sore—claimed. My thighs still tingle, my skin too sensitive for the brush of cotton.

My thoughts whirl dangerously, drunk on the memory of Nikolai’s hands and mouth, the way his cock speared me open and filled me with an aching I didn’t know I craved.

Back in my room, I lock the door and lean against it for a second. The silence feels like a slap. It’s colder here. Sterile. Lonely.

I should feel triumphant. He wanted me. Needed me. Took me.

But it only made me want him more.

Stupid.

I drop my bag onto the desk and crack open my A-levels revision guide. The paper smells like ink and stress. The words blur before my eyes. Winter mocks. That’s what I should be thinking about. Not him. Not his lips on my throat. Not the way he kissed me like I was the only girl in the world.

But winter break is coming.

And I have nowhere to go.

No family. No cozy home. No Christmas tree or long dinners or bad carols and worse jumpers.

Just this school.

Just this room.

Just me.

And maybe the bullies.

If they don’t leave for the holidays, I’ll be trapped here with them. Alone. No teachers. No rules.

No Nikolai.

I grit my teeth and force my attention back to the page. Compare and contrast the use of imagery in Shakespeare’s sonnets and Donne’s Holy Sonnets. I read the line again, then a third time. Nothing sticks.

I pull out a pen, attempt a bullet point, but it’s nonsense. I tap the pen against my knee, then try again. Still nothing.

A knock startles me.

I freeze.

Another knock, softer this time.

I hesitate, then walk slowly to the door. My hand is on the knob for a moment before I twist it open. Somehow, I already know who will be waiting for me on the other side. My thighs shiver with anticipation, feeling weak.

I pull the door. And there he is. Nikolai Antonov in the flesh.

Shock flashes in my mind for a second before I adjust to his visage.

Out of uniform. In a dark, long-sleeved, fitted shirt that clings to his chest and arms like it was made for him. His muscles strain against the fabric. His jeans sit low on his hips, and my eyes betray me—scanning him, drinking him in. His tattoos are gorgeous, snaking up his thick forearms and biceps, adding to his bad boy allure.

He looks… older like this. Wilder. Dangerous. Sexier than he has the right to look.

A tremor moves through my body. My veins buzz with stimulation. Nikolai is a visual feast. Just looking at him creates ripples of heat in my body.

I can already feel a weight low in my stomach, expanding like a black hole, trying to suck me into its gravity. I steel myself, closing my eyes. I have spent minutes trying to study, but all I can think of is the madness of his cock buried inside me, showing me what it feels like to be owned by a bad boy.

“What do you want?” I snap, sharper than intended. I give him a withering glare, hoping he leaves, because I need time to forget about how delicious his touch felt against my skin. “You already took everything from me.”

A flicker of something—regret? Amusement?—passes through his eyes. “Are you okay?” he asks softly. “Are you sore?”

His voice is low. Too gentle. Too kind. My chest constricts.

I fold my arms. “You came all the way here to ask that?”

He shrugs, but his gaze doesn’t waver. “Maybe.”

“Well, I’m fine,” I lie.

He leans against the doorframe, entirely too at ease. “You look flushed.”

I glare at him. “I’m busy.”

“Studying?” he asks, peering past me into the room. My room isn’t as big and luxurious as his. No chandeliers here. It’s cramped, with my bed next to my desk. Books and papers crowd the surface of the desk. At least I have privacy, even if I have to share the bathroom with other kids on this floor. “Need a study partner?”

I scoff. “You? Study? You don’t even read instructions.”

My mind hates the idea of being so close to Nikolai again, even though my body loves it. My breasts are throbbing, begging to be pressed against his chest, to feel his hardness against my softness.  When he held me after sex and gave me aftercare, it did weird things to my brain chemistry. Being intimate with him and sharing details of my relationship with my mum has tricked my mind into believing that we have some sort of bond. At least a secret one. But it’s all a lie. The only reason he is hanging around me is because he wants something from me. And I don’t think it is a study partner.

Nikolai smirks, reaches into his coat pocket, and pulls out a small, glossy box. “What if I bribe you?”

I look at the brand name on the box and barely hold myself back from dropping my jaw on the ground. “Is that… chocolate?”

He nods. “Swiss. The expensive kind.”

I figured. I bet it cost him a lot of money. What is it with him and luxury food? It’s like he knows my weakness. I’m addicted to sugar, and even more addicted to any hint of opulence. I’ve always dreamed of living a good life, having the material comforts that I see other people having on TikTok. When I’m with him, my fantasies start to become more and more real. Like they’re finally within reach.

“You can’t be serious.” I ball my fingers into fists, trying to resist the temptation. But when have I ever succeeded in doing that where Nikolai Antonov is concerned?

“Deadly serious. I’m failing English Lit, Clara. And you’re the best in the year.”

“And you think a few chocolates will buy my brain?”

He tilts his head. His goofy smile is so unique and precious. I want to take a photo. I hate this guy, but I can’t deny that he’s charming and likable. He has a way of making you feel important and needed. Even my bullies fell for him at first glance. “Would it help if I said please?”

I raise a brow.

“Pretty please,” he adds.

I sigh. But the corner of my mouth betrays me—twitching slightly.

“Fine. But just for twenty minutes.”

“Thirty,” he says, already stepping inside. “Let’s be ambitious.”

“Thirty,” I agree. “But you can’t touch me.” I look around the corridor, making sure there’s no one around to hear me. “We’re not having sex again.”

Nikolai leans into me, his eyes dark and mysterious. “I know you’re sore, even if you’re lying. You can’t even press your legs together. I won’t take advantage of you when you’re like this.”

A shiver zips up my spine as he barrels past me, his shoulder brushing against mine. My heart contracts along with my cunt. Sometimes, Nikolai says the nicest things. Yet, I can’t help but think there’s something sinister beneath his caring attitude. Why would he care for me, a random girl he had sex with? I doubt he even likes me.

I shake my head, pulling myself back to reality. Overthinking our relationship is exactly how he has kept me distracted. I’ve already wasted precious study time mulling over what fucking me meant to him. And I have no answers.

He sprawls in the chair opposite mine, pulling out his workbook and flipping it open. I half expect crude doodles. But he’s actually… written things. Underlined quotes. Scribbled marginal notes.

“Huh,” I murmur. “You’ve actually done some of this.”

He lifts a brow. “Contrary to popular belief, I do have a brain.”

I take his book, flipping through it. “You missed the entire point of the metaphysical imagery here,” I say, pointing. “Donne isn’t talking about lust. He’s talking about spiritual union.”

“Same thing,” he says, leaning closer. “Only one’s more fun.”

I ignore the heat climbing my neck. “Here,” I say, grabbing my own book. “This is how you structure the analysis. Quote, explanation, context. See?”

He watches, actually listens, nodding as I explain the difference between Petrarchan and Shakespearean sonnets, jotting things down.

“That makes sense,” he says after a few minutes. “You’re good at this.”

I blink at him. “Thanks.”

His gaze locks onto me. He holds it for ten seconds, then twenty, refusing to take my eyes off me until I look away, heat creeping up my face. “Feels nice when you praise me instead of breathing fire.”

“You’re still an arse,” I mutter.

“But a well-informed ass now,” he says, holding up his notebook like a prize.

I try not to smile.

Try.

But it’s getting harder to fight.

To my absolute horror, I get into the zone while we’re working together. His presence is supportive, quiet, and yet, it’s not overbearing. We both focus on our tasks, and I finish the essay.

Not just finish—nail it. The words flow, the quotes come easily, and the analysis is sharp. I glance at the clock. Thirty-five minutes have passed. Nikolai has been focused the whole time, head bent, writing in tight, slanted script. No obnoxious jokes, no jabbing insults.

Just… quiet. And strangely productive.

When I look up, he’s already watching me, a lazy half-smile tugging at his mouth. “See? I’m not such a bad influence after all.”

“That’s debatable,” I mutter, capping my pen.

“Come on,” he says, stretching his arms over his head. The movement pulls his shirt tight over his chest, emphasizing how broad and defined his muscles are. His sleeves ride up, revealing strong forearms and faint veins that disappear beneath the fabric.

My throat dries.

“I’ve heard the rumors,” I say, trying to sound flippant. “Expelled for drinking?”

He grins. “Guilty. But it was one time. Bad party, worse decisions. The principal didn’t have much of a sense of humor.”

“Sounds familiar.”

He chuckles. “And here I thought I was growing on you.”

“You’re like mold,” I say. “Persistent. Hard to scrub off.”

“Ouch.” He clutches his chest theatrically.

“You should join the theatre club,” I say, sarcastically. “You’d shine there.”

Nikolai lets out a withering sigh, gaze flicking up to the ceiling. “My brother wants me to be a politician.”

“You’d be good at that, too,” I say without thinking. “You’re charming, and you have the ability to persuade anyone to give you anything, even if it doesn’t benefit them.”

Nikolai pauses. “You think that’s what I’m doing to you?”

“Maybe. I find it hard to say no to you.”

“Because I offer you a good deal. I think you’re benefitting from this more than you want to admit.” His eyebrows stretch up in a teasing curve. I know he wants me to admit that I orgasmed, that I liked him fucking me, but I can’t. I’m afraid of letting him in. I won't give him the keys to my heart, the tools to destroy me emotionally. All I have is my pride.  

Nikolai stretches his body, grabbing the chocolate box he gave me. He reaches into the chocolate box, picks one, and holds it up between his fingers. The smell of decadent cocoa and sugar fills my nostrils like a forbidden promise. It triggers my mouth to produce more saliva. “Time for a reward. We completed our assignments.” I feel the weight of the chocolate truffle pressing against my lips, urging me to accept it.  “Now open your pretty lips and take what I’m giving you.”

Heat flares in my cheeks. My thighs feel like jelly. This scenario is charged with sexual energy. I know he meant the words innocently, but that could have easily referred to me taking his cock in my mouth. Electricity dances through my veins at the image of his dick buried in my mouth, my lips wrapped around the base of his shaft.

A flood of emotion waterfalls down my chest.

“Nikolai,” I warn.

He moves closer, the chocolate poised. “Come on, Clara. You earned it. Open up.”

My heart pounds. Slowly, I part my lips. He slips the chocolate inside with two fingers, brushing them purposefully against my bottom lip. His touch lingers. My tongue flicks over the sweet, the taste almost as decadent as the way he’s looking at me.

I chew slowly. Swallow.

“You’re dangerous,” I murmur.

“And you’re delicious when you obey,” he replies, voice low.

My gaze falters. I glance down at my hands, trying to ignore the way my body is still humming from that single touch.

“What are you doing for winter break?” he throws out casually, pressing his palms on my duvet. 

“I’m staying here. You know I have nowhere to go.” My stomach tightens. “Are any of your… friends staying too? The ones you made in Westchester.”

His brow furrows. “You’re worried they’ll mess with you while the teachers are gone?”

I hesitate, then nod. “It’s my last year. I can handle it.”

He doesn’t look convinced. He shifts closer and gently takes my hand. His fingers graze my knuckles, warm and careful.

“You don’t have to,” he says. “Come to Russia with me. I’m going to Moscow during the break. I’ll probably stop by in Las Vegas to meet my brother Mikhail, too.”

I blink. “You’re joking.”

“I’m serious.”

I pull my hand back. “You want me to fly to a foreign country—with my bully? Where I don’t speak the language, don’t know the customs, and have no one else around, if you decide to throw me to the wolves?”

His voice drops. “What if I promise not to bully you?”

I scoff. “I don’t believe that.”

“Still,” he says, leaning in. “I’d like to show you my home. I’ll take care of everything. Plane tickets, food, everything. You wouldn’t have to lift a finger.”

My heart beats wildly. It’s too good to be true.

I search his face for mockery—but it’s not there. Just a quiet sincerity that throws me off balance.

My heart demands to go. I want to get away from this dreary, depressing place and have a fun, exotic adventure for once. I’m young. If not now, then when? At the same time, my mind warns me. I don’t know Nikolai’s motivations. He has been showing too much interest in me recently, but it’s not clear why.

I don’t want to agree to something I’ll regret later.

“No, thanks. I have to study for the mocks.”

He nods quietly, like he expected this answer. But he’s not giving up.

“Keep an open mind,” he says. “If you change it, let me know.”

My alarm chimes. The sharp, ringing sound cuts through the bubble of intimacy that we’ve formed, pushing me back to the real world. Thirty minutes are up.

I reach over and tap the screen. “Time’s up.”

He doesn’t move right away. He just watches me, and for a second, the silence between us stretches, thick with unspoken questions.

Then he stands. Packs up his things. Pauses at the door.

“Thanks for the lesson, Clara.”

I nod. “Goodnight, Nikolai.”

He closes the door gently behind him.

I stare at the empty space he leaves behind. The chocolate is still on the table. His warmth lingers on my hand.

For the first time in weeks, I don’t feel completely alone. When he was with me, I felt like I had a buddy, a friend, someone to talk to. Someone to study with. He’s tricking my brain into thinking we’re friends.

And that scares me more than anything.
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Nikolai

A week without touching her is a fucking eternity.

I’ve kept my distance. Not because I want to. But because I’m trying—trying—to give her space, to prove I’m not just a horny bastard looking for a convenient hole.

Okay, maybe I am that bastard. But when I’m around Clara, things get quieter inside my head. The buzzing dulls. The world softens. And that’s rare for me. Dangerous, even.

She’s the only prefect who doesn’t give a shit that I’m an Antonov. The only one who hasn’t tried to get into my pants or my wallet. Hell, she confiscated my phone and nearly got me suspended. She's prickly. Impossible. But every time she rolls her eyes at me, I want to kiss her until she forgets how to glare.

Today, in class, the English teacher clears her throat and announces an assignment. “Your final group project before the winter break will be a joint literary analysis,” she says, her clipped voice echoing in the drafty classroom.

I barely register her words until I hear her mention the novel:

The Handmaid’s Tale.

Great. Dystopia, submission, breeding, patriarchal nightmares. Guess this one’s right up my alley.

“You’ll work in pairs,” she continues, eyes skimming the register. “The topic is a comparative essay exploring power, control, and resistance in the novel. You’ll use quotes, critical theory, and original insights. This will count toward your final predicted grade, so take it seriously.”

Pairs. I already know what’s coming before she says it. My name. And then hers.

“Nikolai Antonov and Clara Wells.”

Clara jerks upright in her seat beside me. “Miss, I’d prefer to work with someone else⁠—”

“No changes,” the teacher snaps, flipping her folder closed. “You’ll submit your project next Friday.”

I can practically feel the tension radiating from Clara. She glares at me, baring her teeth. But she looks cute when she’s mad. And my cock likes the idea of pumping into her slowly while I watch the anger drain from her face, replaced by ecstasy.

Across the room, some of the boys snicker. A few of my so-called mates slap me on the back. I’m still sticking around them, because I don’t want them picking on Clara when I can’t see them.

“Oy, lucky bastard,” Tom whispers. “She’s smart. Tank her grade for a laugh, yeah?”

“Bet you’ll drive her insane,” sneers Rosie. “She’ll be crying by Thursday.”

I flash them a grin like I’m in on the joke. Like I’m the bastard they think I am.

But inside, I’m already planning how to knock this project out of the park. For her. Not them.

Clara is quiet during class, like a tightly stretched string about to snap. And when the bell rings, she snaps. She pushes to her feet and marches out of the classroom, not sparing me another glance. The other students linger around to talk to their partners and discuss how they’re going to do the assignment.

I follow her down the corridor, cutting through a cluster of chattering students. Just before she rounds the corner, I catch her wrist and tug her into the nearest empty classroom, clicking the door shut behind us.

“What the hell—” she hisses, whirling on me. Her eyes spit fire at me. She’s mad. I wouldn’t blame her. She thinks I’m stupid, that I’ll try to bring down her grades by writing rubbish and submitting to the teacher. For her, grades are everything. They’re her only way out of her nightmarish life.

“I’m not going to mess this project up for you,” I say. “I’ll do my best. You don’t have to worry.”

She blinks, thrown. “I didn’t say I was worried. I was going to do it alone, anyway. You don’t have to bother. I’ll do your share of the work, too.”

“You don’t have to.” I smirk and take a step closer. Her back bumps lightly into the teacher’s desk. I love how round and perky her ass looks when it slides over the desk’s surface. I press my hand to her butt, kneading her cheeks through her skirt. “I’m going to help you. My brother would be mad if he found out I was letting someone else do my assignments for me.”

Leo constantly preached about the value of hard work. He hates when I cheat or try to take the easy way out, even though he does that for a living. Being a pakhan in the mafia involves bribing politicians and taking the easy way out of every situation. Leo has a weird moral compass.

The weight of one globe of her ass settles against my palm as I slide my hand under her skirt. I press into her flesh. My cock tightens at the softness of her body. She’s so tempting. I have denied myself the pleasure of being inside her for an entire week.

My groin throbs with pain. Begging to be wrapped in her velvet softness.

Her cheeks flush. “We need to focus on the assignment, not whatever this is.”

“I am focusing,” I murmur. My fingers slide between her thighs, brushing the inside seam of her skirt. She gasps and stiffens.

My touch lingers, stroking slowly, deliberately. “Doesn’t this help you focus?”

“Nikolai—”

“I want that irritated expression off your face. You’re so tense, baby. I can make you feel better. Right here. Right now.”

Her breath catches as I trail my fingers up, not quite touching her heat, just teasing along the trembling flesh of her inner thigh. She bites her lip to silence a moan.

“You act strong,” I whisper, bending close. “But your body doesn’t lie. It knows what it needs to be satisfied.”

I don’t press further. Not here. Not yet. But her thighs part just slightly, involuntarily, like they remember what it’s like when I’m inside her.

Her gaze burns into mine.

“You’re crossing a line,” she whispers, but there’s no anger left in her voice. Her resistance has melted. Her tone is laced with pleasure and yearning. She wants more. She wants me to take away the tension in her body, relax her.

I grin. “Tell me something I don’t know.”

I press against her clit and folds. She locks her hands around my neck, burying her head in my shoulder. When I drag my fingertip over her wet underwear, teasing her clit, she moans into my ear.

I push her panties aside, stroking her wet heat before pushing one finger into her slippery depths. Her cunt clenches around me, hot and needy. She bites the side of my neck. A sharp current nips at my groin. I love when she’s wild and expressive, when she needs me to fuck her.

“Such a horny little pussy,” I murmur, shoving my finger deeper, stroking her unprotected walls. “You love feeling me without anything between us, don’t you?”

“Nikolai….” Her voice fades quickly.

She jerks, startled, as a noise bursts our bubble of wild sexual tension.

There’s a noise outside—shuffling shoes and laughter. Clara stiffens, and I pull away, hand sliding back to my side. My finger is wet, drenched in her slick, and I love how good that feels. To have her pleasure coating my skin, even when we’re apart.

There’s a noise outside—shuffling shoes and laughter. Clara stiffens, and I pull away, hand sliding back to my side.

A second later, the door opens and a teacher walks in. She stares at us, and I smile at her, telling her how we were discussing our English assignment.

“See you after dinner,” I say casually. “We’ll work on The Handmaid’s Tale. In my room.”

Her eyes flicker. “I won’t be late.”

“I’ll be sure to stock up on snacks.” I lean in, just close enough that she can feel my breath on her ear. “You still owe me a reward for being a good student.”

I slip out of the room, leaving her flushed and breathless behind me. And fuck if I don’t feel like a king.

Clara Wells is a dangerous drug. And I’m starting to become addicted to her presence, her closeness, and the taste of her pussy.
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I’m lying on my back, staring at the cracked ceiling of my dorm room, twirling a pen between my fingers. The desk lamp casts long shadows across my bed, and the walls hum with the muffled chaos of boys being boys in the hallway—doors slamming, someone shouting about losing a charger, someone else coughing up a lung from too many vapes.

Clara said thirty minutes. She’s probably brushing her hair, probably sitting at her desk with her stupidly neat notes and pink highlighters, not even realizing how badly I want to push all of that shit onto the floor and spread her out on the table instead.

My phone buzzes on the pillow beside me.

Leo (Antonov Pakhan, Annoying As Fuck): Calling.

I sigh, swipe the green button, and press it to my ear. “Brother dearest.”

“You sound like you’re expecting a girl.” Leo’s voice is low, gravelly, and devoid of any warmth as usual. “Disappointed it’s me?”

“I’m always disappointed when it’s you,” I reply, grinning. “But you’re my favorite grumpy priest, so I endure.”

“You think this is funny?” Leo’s voice sharpens. “The last time I called, some girl answered and told me she’d confiscated your phone.”

Ah.

I chuckle. “Yeah. She’s the head prefect. Total tyrant. She caught me texting during class. I sorted it out.”

“You’d better have. Because I’m not bailing you out again, Nikolai. You screw up, you deal with the fallout.”

“I’m not screwing up,” I say. “In fact, I’ve been remarkably well-behaved lately.”

“You call a prefect taking your phone well-behaved?”

“Like I said—sorted. We’re good now. Friends, even.”

Leo’s silence is sharp enough to cut rope. “Friends?”

“She’s helping me study. For real. I’ve got actual notes and everything. We’re even doing this assignment together. I think I’ll get an A on this one. That’ll make you proud, won’t it?”

A beat. Leo’s silences are as unnerving as his sentences. He makes me feel like a worm under a microscope when he’s quiet, like he’s thinking of how to say the exact words that will make me flinch.

Then, Leo says, “You don’t make friends. You make messes. Your buddies at your last school got you into trouble with the police. I hope for your sake that this one isn’t into drugs and underage drinking.”

I grin into the dark. “She’s the exact opposite. A total honors student. She has her nose buried in textbooks all day.”

Another cold, abrupt silence. I can hear the gears turning in Leo’s head, his mind analyzing my tone. The words ring louder in my ear after that pause. “Are you sleeping with her?”

Panic wraps around my throat. I hate Leo. Mikhail would probably have guessed it, too, but Leo makes everything seem like a crime. Another way in which I’ve disappointed him.

“Jesus, Leo. Is this an interrogation or a check-in?” I yell.

He doesn’t back down. My childish outbursts have never affected him. He never gives in to my tantrums. To him, his power is absolute. “Answer the question.”

“No,” I lie smoothly. “We’re not sleeping together. She’s just smart. And nice to talk to. And she doesn’t care about the Antonov name.”

“Most people would kill to get close to it.”

“Exactly. She’s not most people.”

Leo goes quiet again.

And then I take a breath. Courage doesn’t come easily when I’m around Leo. He’s so damn authoritarian that I fear he’ll reject everything I say.

“Actually, I was gonna ask… can I bring her to Moscow with me? For Christmas?”

Dead silence.

Then—

“Was that the deal for getting your phone back?” Leo’s voice is flat. Suspicious.

“No,” I reply. “But I like to go above and beyond.”

“She’s not part of this family, Kolya.”

“I know that. But she’s alone here. No family. Nowhere to go. And she’s a good person. You’ll like her.”

Leo scoffs. “I don’t like anyone. I don’t even like Aleksei’s new American wife, and they’re about to have another kid.”

“What? Really?” I ask, curious.

“Probably,” Leo says. “It’s a hunch.”

I quickly get back to the topic before Leo builds up his walls again. “Look—I’m not asking you to throw her a parade. Just let her come. She’ll stay at the house. You can have guards posted, if it makes you feel better.”

“Moscow isn’t safe.”

“Nowhere’s safe. But it’s better since you got rid of Senator Morenov.” Grigorii Morenov was a powerful Russian politician and former policeman who was the one behind my parents’ death. He planned an operation to kill them and make it look like an accident. He claimed he was cleaning up the city, getting rid of gangs. But the truth was that he was working with our rival gang, the Sokolov Syndicate. After he got a promotion, he left the police and became a politician, using his influence to make life harder for us in Russia.

But my brothers got rid of him, and life has been easy since then. It must be karmic justice, because they did exactly what he did to our parents—killed him and made his death look like an accident. Nobody suspects there was any foul play involved. That’s what you get for pissing off Leo. He’s big on revenge.

“Don’t joke about that.” Leo clears his throat. He sounds irritated. I’m sure there are things going on within the organization that are weighing on him.

“I’m not. You did what you had to do. And things are better, aren’t they?”

Leo sighs, the sound rustling through the phone like wind through dry leaves. “You think you know what better means.”

“I think I know when you’ve stopped sleeping with a gun in your hand.”

“You’re still a child.”

“And yet I’m the one who has to remind you how to be human.”

Another silence. But this time, it’s different. Softer. Deeper.

“You really want this girl to come?” Leo asks.

I nod, even though he can’t see me. “Yeah. I do.”

He exhales through his nose. “Fine. But I’ll assign guards. Armed. Inside and outside the house. And you don’t go anywhere alone with her.”

“Yes, Dad,” I say brightly.

“I’m not your father.”

“No. But you and Mikhail basically raised me, so you’re halfway there. You still pray over dinner, don’t you?”

“Only when I’m trying not to strangle you.”

I laugh. “Love you too, Leo.”

He doesn’t say it back. He never does.

But there’s a pause.

And then—“If she comes to Moscow, Kolya, you keep her close. You protect her.”

My throat tightens.

“I will.”

He hangs up.

I stare at the screen, feeling the familiar ache in my chest. Leo will never say it out loud, but I know he worries. I know he’s tired. Tired of leading. Tired of the blood on his hands. Tired of being the one who keeps the family from falling apart.

He’s not my dad.

But maybe he’s the only one who ever tried to be.

And maybe that’s why I want to show Clara my world. Not the Bratva part. Not the crime. Just… me. Where I come from. What made me.

Even if it’s a bad idea.

Even if she runs.


TEN



Clara

I gather my books slowly, deliberately.

Textbooks, highlighters, notepad, laptop charger. It’s silly, really—I’ve packed for a thirty-minute study session like it’s a week-long academic retreat. But my hands need something to do. Otherwise, I’ll think about what happened last time. About what it felt like to lie back, legs parted, Nikolai’s fingers pressing into my thighs like I was something he’d earned.

A flush creeps up my neck. I pull on a cardigan to hide it.

This isn’t about that. It’s about the group project. I’ll need his help if we’re going to get it done before the break. I can’t afford to fail, and I won’t let him be the reason I do. But if our last study session is anything to go by, Nikolai is pretty bright. He would be an asset, not a liability.

Still… my body hums.

The hallways are quiet now. Most of the students are in the common rooms or finishing dinner. I clutch my books tighter to my chest, my shoes tapping softly against the polished floor as I head toward the upper dormitory building—the one with ensuite rooms and thick wooden doors, reserved for the rich students and trust fund babies.

Nikolai’s world. Not mine.

I draw a shaky breath. My thighs still ache from how tightly they clenched earlier just thinking about him. I’ve never had to hold so many pieces of myself together, day after day—smiling, correcting, organizing, reporting. The perfect prefect. But when I’m with him, something slips. Something softens. And I hate that it feels like a relief.

I want to take off my mask. To be wild and free. Be myself. I’m not as uptight as people think. Deep inside, I long for sex and intimacy like other students my age. I want to be loved, cherished, and desired. I feel confident when I’m able to express myself sexually.

“Oh, look at that. It’s the poor girl.” A malicious, high-pitched voice makes me turn.

Fiona.

She’s standing near the stairwell, twirling a gold pen between her fingers, dressed in her usual too-short skirt and designer jumper. Her lips curl the moment she sees me.

“Well, well,” she drawls, stepping forward. “What’s a poor scholarship girl like you doing in our building? Lose your way on the way to the library?”

I try to pass her, but she blocks the hall with a single step. Her perfume is sharp and floral, cloying. Her eyes glitter like a cat waiting to play with its food.

“I’m here for the project,” I say flatly. “With Nikolai.”

Her laugh is sharp. “Of course you are. What is it this time? A midnight run to deliver snacks for him? Or is he making you do his homework like a good little girl?”

I say nothing. I bet Fiona thinks Nikolai is bullying me, using the assignment as a cover. I’ll let her think that.

Fiona leans in. “You know, he’s probably got something humiliating planned. He likes that sort of thing. Public embarrassment. Taking sweet little girls and making them dirty.”

I’m not sweet, I want to tell her. I’m filthier than she thinks. I’m a slut who wants to be fucked against the wall, who wants to be fucked raw and drip cum out of her slit. That’s why I let Nikolai touch me. Because I needed to him to rip away my false persona and see the real me, the girl who yearns for comfort, intimacy, and taboo, unprotected sex. He doesn’t even know the full extent of my depravity yet. I’m into breeding, being bred, being stuffed with cum and impregnated. Of course, I don’t want that in real life, but the idea alone excites me. Even now, just thinking about it makes my pussy gush like a fountain.

Fiona stabs her nail into my cheek. I wince and pull away.

“And guess what, Clara? I’ll be here after New Year’s. For two whole weeks.” Her words drop like bombs.

I clench my jaw.

She smiles wider. “And I promise you, I’ll make sure you don’t forget your place.”

“Thanks,” I say brightly, brushing past her. “I’ll add that to my to-do list. Right after ‘burn in hell’.”

But my heart’s pounding as I walk away. Her words dig sharp little claws into my stomach. Would she really do something during break? And worse—would Nikolai let her? Then I remember he won’t even be around during the break. He said he’s going to Russia and Las Vegas to see his brothers. I’ll be all alone with Fiona and her inferiority complex.

I consider going away with him. The expression on Fiona’s face would be priceless when she realizes I’m not even around for her to bully me after she comes back to school.

But that’s just fanciful thinking. Nikolai is my bully, too. That’s not safer.

But… he hasn’t bullied me in a while, not really. Not since the community service. Not since he touched me like I wasn’t just prey. Like I was a girl he needed.

I scurry faster, my shoes clicking mercilessly along the old halls. I remember Nikolai’s room because it’s at the end of the corridor, isolated from the other rooms.

I reach his door and knock once.

No answer.

Then it swings open.

And all the oxygen leaves my lungs.

Nikolai stands there, barefoot, shirtless, sweatpants hanging low on his hips. His muscles gleam slightly in the lamplight, chest broad and sculpted, abs cut like marble. Tattoos coil across his collarbones and biceps—snakes, skulls, eagles, words in Cyrillic I can’t read. His hair is tousled, like he’s just run his hand through it.

My brain freezes. My mouth opens and shuts. A fierce heat blooms in my belly, sending shockwaves across my system. My brain melts under the pressure.

“I—um⁠—”

He grins. “Hi, angel.”

Before I can run, his hand snakes out and grabs my wrist—gently but firmly—and then he’s pulling me inside, kicking the door shut behind us.

I stumble into his warmth, against the solid wall of his bare chest, books clattering to the floor. My hands splay over hard muscle, my breath catching as his body envelopes mine.

“I—Nikolai—” I gasp.

“Don’t worry,” he says, voice low, wicked. “I’m not going to eat you. Unless you beg.”

He holds me there for a moment, his hands resting on my waist, thumbs brushing the edge of skin where my shirt lifts. The tension between us is thick. Delicious. Dangerous.

I look up, heart racing. “You’re not wearing a shirt.”

“You noticed.” His voice is pure sin. “Was hoping you’d appreciate the view.”

“I was hoping you’d respect the assignment.”

He chuckles. “I’ll be good.”

Somehow, I don’t believe him.

But God help me—I don’t leave.

I let him hold me a second longer.

Then I push off his chest, pick up my books, and sit at his desk.

“Fine,” I mutter. “Let’s get this over with.”

He smirks, walking toward the bed to grab his shirt. “Whatever you say, angel. But next time, you knock louder. I could’ve been doing something inappropriate.”

“You probably were.”

His smile deepens.

And yet, for all the teasing, he sits across from me. Opens his notebook. Pulls out the printed worksheet we’re supposed to fill out. And for a moment, it almost feels… normal.

But my heart hasn’t stopped racing.

And his scent is everywhere.

Nikolai’s room is too warm.

Or maybe it’s just me. Being so close to him feels like being next to a heater. He’s half-naked. Just the sight of him sends heat lashing through my insides. My belly clenches every time his foot absently brushes mine. Feeling his skin against mine, even for a split second, makes my pussy moan with pleasure.

He’s so potent, a masculine presence that brings out my needy, feminine, sexual energy. I can’t repress myself when I’m with him. I can’t help but want to feel him inside me, reminding me for the bliss that comes from having sex with the right person.

We sit across from each other at his wide mahogany desk, The Handmaid’s Tale open between us, its pages worn and underlined. He hasn’t put a shirt on yet. I haven’t reminded him. I don’t think I can trust myself to.

He sprawls like he owns the space—long limbs, sharp inked biceps flexing as he flips pages, lips curving whenever he catches me looking. I try not to. I really, really try not to.

“So,” he says, twirling his pen between tattooed fingers, “what are we even supposed to do with this thing?”

I clear my throat. “We’re analyzing how power, sexuality, and control are used to oppress women in Gilead. Each pair submits a presentation by next Friday. We’re focusing on the Commanders’ obsession with reproduction and how it reduces women to wombs.”

He smirks. “Apart from the control and oppression part and lack of consent part, I think it’s hot.”

“Nikolai.”

“I’m kidding. Sort of.” His voice lowers, eyes gleaming. “I mean, I get why it’s messed up. But also—” he leans forward, elbows on the desk “—there’s something… primal about it, isn’t there?”

I blink. “What do you mean?”

“The whole pregnancy thing. Needing to breed someone, see them grow your child in their belly. Creating a new life.” He cocks his head, grinning. “Knock them up. Make sure they’re yours forever. It’s oddly arousing.”

My heart stutters. My thighs clench beneath the desk.

He watches me, eyes wicked and patient. “You ever think about that?”

“No,” I lie.

He raises a brow. He knows I’m lying. He sees through me. My mask is useless against him.

I hesitate. “Maybe.”

His grin spreads, slow and sharp. “Yeah?”

My skin heats. “It’s not like that. I don’t… want to be forced.”

“I’d never force you,” he murmurs, voice suddenly softer. “But you’d want it, if it was me, wouldn’t you?”

My stomach flips. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Yes, you do.”

His hand moves under the desk. Slides onto my knee. Up my thigh.

I suck in a breath as his fingers brush the inside of my leg. The cotton of my underwear does nothing to dull the heat.

“You’re wet,” he whispers. “So fucking wet.”

“Nikolai—”

“I bring up breeding, and you’re already soaking through your panties.” His fingers stroke slowly. Shame washes through me as he drags his fingers through my slick folds, touching every bit of moisture my pussy has been producing. “You’re filthy, Clara Wells.”

I try to shut my knees. He holds them open.

“I think you like the idea of me filling you. Getting you so pregnant you can’t walk straight down these prim school hallways. You’d look sexy with your huge belly bouncing. I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands off you when you’re swollen with my child.”

Shock grips my nether regions. His words rake over me like the world’s best dildo, making my pussy writhe with pain. My cunt begs for release, and only he can give me what I’m really craving.

His fingers press against the soaked fabric, rubbing maddening circles. I gasp, hips bucking. Bliss shudders through me. The tension, anxiety, and stress from the day disappears as a cool, calming energy envelops me.

“You do,” Nikolai breathes. “You fucking love it. Love the idea of being bred by me.”

“I shouldn’t,” I whisper.

“But you do.”

His mouth finds my neck, lips brushing skin as his fingers stroke deeper. Pleasure shoots to my brain. Sharp like needles. I can barely think anymore. Barely function. My mind is swimming is sheer joy, sheer freedom. Emotions drown out rational thoughts. The need to explore the forbidden abyss, to find out if being bred feels as good as it sounds, overcomes everything.

“I should stop—” My words die, silenced by the currents of rapture spiraling through my stomach. I feels so good when his rough fingers spear into me. But I need something bigger to stretch me, to spread my pussy open and stuff me.

“But you won’t.”

He pulls me into his lap. My legs spread instinctively across his thighs, his cock hard beneath me. The book thuds to the floor. He’s so strong, so dominant, so sure. I let him take control. It comes naturally now. I trust him to satisfy me, to give me the release I badly need.

He kisses me—hungry, possessive. His lips bruise mine as his tongue probes into my mouth, plundering my sighs. His hand slips under my skirt, dragging my underwear down in one motion. Cool air kisses my skin.

“I need to feel you raw,” he growls. “Need to fuck you full, angel. Watch my cum dripping out of your pussy.”

“Please—”

I don’t even know what I’m begging for.

He lays me back across the desk, papers scattering like snow. My legs hang off the edge. He kneels, burying his face between my thighs.

Tongue licking. Devouring. Worshiping. Nikolai’s mouth is hot and eager, his tongue tracing every intimate fold of my pussy. He licks me from my slick entrance to my clit, his tongue flat and broad, then darts to flick lightly against the most sensitive spot. The sensation is electrifying, sending jolts of pleasure coursing through my veins.

“Oh my god,” I gasp, arching into his touch. My hands grip the edge of the desk, knuckles turning white as I struggle to keep myself grounded. The scent of my arousal fills the air, musky and sweet, mingling with the faint smell of his cologne. His stubble scrapes against my inner thighs, adding a prickling contrast to the soft, wet heat of his mouth.

Nikolai’s tongue delves deeper, thrusting into my pussy like a tiny, hungry cock. He fucks me with it, his lips pressing against my flesh, his nose brushing my clit with each movement. The wet sounds of his mouth against my sex fill the room, a lewd symphony that drives me wild.

“You taste so fucking good,” he growls, pulling back just enough to speak before diving back in. His hands grip my thighs, fingers digging into my soft flesh, holding me open and vulnerable to his assault.

I can feel every ridge and texture of his tongue as it explores me, tracing circles around my clit, dipping into my entrance, and lapping up my juices. My pussy clenches, trying to pull him deeper, greedy for more. The sight of him between my legs, his dark hair contrasting with my pale skin, is obscenely erotic.

When he curls his tongue and thrusts it deep inside me, I can’t hold back anymore

He fucks me with his mouth, slow and deep, curling his tongue until I’m shaking. I feel his assault inside my pussy. It prepares my cunt for his cock, makes me drip with slick.

When I come, I bite my hand to keep from screaming. My pussy pulsates around his tongue. He continues to lick and suck, drawing out my orgasm until I’m a trembling mess, my breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Now that’s a pretty sight.” He slaps my pussy, sending shocks through my system. He rubs a finger over his jaw, eyes turning sinister. “What a perfectly wet pussy—unprotected and ready for breeding. I’m going to make sure to dump all my cum inside your fertile pussy and knock you up good.”

He stands, eyes dark with hunger, cock freed from his sweatpants. Thick. Veined. Leaking.

He doesn’t ask.

He presses inside me slowly, watching my face the whole time. My pussy clenches around him, aching from how deeply he fills me.

My body trembles with something dark and dangerous. This is thrilling beyond belief. I know I should stop but I can’t. My body needs this experience. My soul needs to feel what it’s like to be bred by this hot, tattooed bully. To go past all my limits and let my primal nature take over.

I can feel every ridge and vein of his cock as it slides into me, my pussy stretching to accommodate his size. He fills me to the brim. I hold the sides of the desk tightly because my head feels woozy from being stretched so much. He’s deep inside me. I can feel his cock pressing against my cervix, teasing my womb.

“Fuck,” he hisses. “Your pussy feels ripe and ready to be seeded. It’s squeezing my cock, begging to be bred.”

Nikolai starts to move, his hips thrusting slowly at first, then building in speed and intensity. Each stroke sends waves of pleasure crashing through me. I can hear the wet sounds of our bodies coming together, the slap of flesh against flesh, the heavy rhythm of our breathing.

His hands grip my waist, his fingers digging into my skin as he pulls me towards him with each thrust.

The force of his movements sends the desk creaking and groaning, the scattered papers rustling beneath me. The scent of sex is heavy in the air, a potent mix of sweat, arousal, and the faint musk of his cologne.

He fucks me hard. Deep. My head falls back, nails scraping the wood.

Every thrust feels like a claim.

Like a promise.

Like a sin I’ll never confess.

“I’m going to come inside you,” he pants. “You want that?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I want your come inside me. I want you to breed me.”

He groans, slamming into me harder. “Say you want my baby.”

“I want it,” I cry. “God, I want you to get me pregnant. I want to stroke the big belly you gave me while I sit in class, pretending to be a good girl.”

The thought of it sends a fresh wave of arousal coursing through me. The idea of walking through these hallowed halls, my body changed, my belly round with his child, is perversely exciting. It’s a secret, taboo fantasy that sends my desire spiraling out of control.

His movements become more frenzied, his cock pounding into me with relentless force. I can feel his climax building, his cock swelling inside me. He leans down, his mouth capturing mine in a brutal kiss, his tongue invading my mouth as his cock claims my pussy.

When he comes, he groans against my lips, his body shuddering with the force of his release. I can feel the hot rush of his cum filling me, the sensation triggering another wave of pleasure that leaves me gasping and trembling.

We cling to each other, our bodies slick with sweat, our breaths coming in ragged gasps. His hand rests possessively on my belly, as if he can already feel the life we might have created growing within me.

His hand rests on my belly, possessive.

“You’re mine now,” he whispers.

I don’t correct him.

Because for one dangerous, devastating moment…

…I want to believe it’s true.


ELEVEN



Nikolai

I’ve never felt anything like this before.

Not just the mind-blowing sex—though fuck, that was unreal. The way she moaned, the way her pussy squeezed around me like she didn’t want to let go. The way she begged me to come inside her.

But it’s the after that’s throwing me off.

Clara’s lying on my desk, panting, flushed, slick between her thighs, my cum still leaking out of her. Her skirt bunched around her waist. Her hair wild. Her eyes half-lidded, dazed. She looks like sin and poetry all at once.

And mine.

I scoop her into my arms gently. She gasps but doesn’t protest. Doesn’t even pretend to resist.

“You look so fucking pretty when you’ve been filled,” I murmur against her temple. “Like a pretty mommy ready to grow a baby.”

She groans. “Don’t say things like that.”

“Why not? It’s true.”

I lay her down on my bed, slowly, like she’s fragile. She sighs, curling into the pillow. Her thighs are still trembling. I reach for the blanket and tuck it around her shoulders, then settle beside her, brushing hair off her cheek.

“Was that—” I start.

“Amazing,” she finishes with a grin that tells me more than words ever could.

I grin. “Yeah. It was.”

She meets my eyes. There’s a softness in her gaze I’m not used to seeing. Not from anyone. Definitely not from her. But there’s also a vulnerability. A trace of fear. We opened ourselves up more than ever tonight. I know she’s into breeding, and she knows I’m into it, too.

“I’ll kill you if you start spreading rumors about me being into breeding,” she says, snapping back to her old, guarded self.

I caress her hair, kiss her cheek. I feel her muscles relax under me. I whisper into her ear, “It’s my secret, too. We’re both into filthy, raw, unprotected sex and the risk of pregnancy.”

Her weariness doesn’t disappear but it eases. She holds my head against her breasts, scratching my head like a good girlfriend. This is the most tender I’ve seen her. She’s being affectionate. And I love it.

“You’re not like I thought,” she says quietly, stroking my hair like I’m her baby. I know she’ll be a great mom. Responsible and caring. She’ll hold our baby just like she’s holding me, and soothe them when they’re crying.

“And how did you think I was?”

She pauses. “Cruel. Shallow. Just another spoiled boy with a famous last name and too much money.”

Ouch.

“And now?”

“Now…” She trails off. “You give good aftercare.”

I smirk. “Damn right I do.”

I laugh. The sound echoes in my room. Overhead, the chandelier spills light onto us. This feels romantic, meaningful. I’ve fucked girls before, but it was never serious. This feels life-changing. Finding someone who I like spending time with, even non-sexually. Someone who is smart, who challenges, me. And gets my kinks. Isn’t this what they call a soulmate connection?

I mentally laugh at myself for being so corny. Soulmates. Yeah, sure. I bet Clara would think I’m crazy if I said that out loud.

I look at the smile on her lips, the way she’s looking at the desk where I fucked her, biting her bottom lip as if she’s reliving that experience inside her head.

I kiss her neck, smoothing my hands over her hips, trying to ground her back in the present and make her feel safe and comfortable.

A question flashes through my mind.

My voice drops. “Clara, are you on anything? Birth control?”

She stiffens for a second. “No. But I’ll take a morning-after pill. Don’t worry.”

I raise an eyebrow. “Where are you finding one of those? We’re in the middle of the British countryside.”

She blushes. “The nurse has some.”

Of course she does. Westchester spares no expense for its students, even the horny ones.

“I’d still take responsibility,” I murmur, running a hand over her belly. Her skin flinches under my touch. “If something happened.”

She doesn’t answer right away. But her gaze lingers on my fingers tracing slow circles over her stomach.

“I was really looking forward to seeing this get swollen,” I whisper.

She swallows.

There’s longing in her eyes—just for a second. Barely visible. But I see it.

And it breaks something open in me.

“I was just thinking,” I say carefully, “if you were from a different background, if your circumstances were different… would your dreams be different?”

She blinks. “Different how?”

“In the Bratva, girls don’t go to university. Not usually. They marry young. They become mothers. That’s their role.”

She’s quiet. “Sounds a lot like The Handmaid’s Tale.”

“Yeah. That’s true. Maybe we can put that in our essay. Those women, they don’t have a choice. But what if you had a choice? What if you were rich and had the money to follow your heart, do anything you wanted? What do you want the most, Clara?”

She pauses, taking the time to think. I expect her to say she’d travel the world and buy expensive things like other girls her age. I used to want that when I was younger, too. But after going to a lot of places and spending a lot of money, I realized that materialism isn’t fulfilling. At least not to me. Maybe it’s a good fit for some people. But I yearn for something deeper. More emotionally grounded and lasting.

Clara turns to me. “I’d like to go to college. But… I think I’d also be okay taking a gap year. Having a baby. If I had the money. And the right man. Someone who’d treasure me forever.” She turns to face me. “I’m not scared of responsibility. I’ve always wanted to be a mother. I’ve always wanted to become stable young in life.”

Her voice breaks a little. “But it’s not realistic. I can’t afford a baby. Or a year off. Or anything, really. I don’t even know if I’ll be able to pay for uni.”

I stare at her.

And for the first time in a long time, I see a future that isn’t blood or gunfire or Bratva business.

I see her.

A little flat in London. A bassinet near the bed. Clara in my hoodie, belly round and glowing. Me holding our baby while she sleeps.

A ridiculous fantasy.

But not terrible.

And not impossible.

“I’d treasure you,” I whisper before I can stop myself.

She looks at me. Silent.

I don’t say anything more.

Instead, I kiss her. Deep and slow. She melts into me.

We fall asleep like that. Twined together, our clothes half-on, half-off, hearts beating in sync.

And for the first time since I was a kid, I let myself want something that I can never have.

I let myself want her.
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It’s dark when I jerk awake. The coldness in the room tells me it’s very late at night.

The soft kind of dark, where moonlight slices through half-drawn curtains and paints silver streaks across the floor. The room smells like her—vanilla and warmth and something innocent, even though what we did tonight was anything but.

Clara stirs beside me, her leg brushing mine. Her breathing shifts. I open my eyes and look down.

She’s still here.

Curled up against my chest, face tucked under my jaw, one hand resting on my ribs like it belongs there. Her lashes flutter, brows creased as if she’s confused to wake up somewhere unfamiliar.

“You didn’t go back,” I murmur, my voice thick with sleep.

She blinks slowly, then realizes it too. “I fell asleep.”

“Yeah,” I say, dragging my hand up the bare curve of her back, feeling the heat of her skin beneath my fingers. “In my arms.”

Her cheeks pinken in the moonlight. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to⁠—”

“I’m not complaining.” I kiss the top of her head, a slow press of lips into silk-soft hair. “You’re warm. Soft. You fit here.”

Her fingers curl a little tighter against my chest.

We lie like that for a moment. The kind of silence that doesn’t feel awkward. Just still. Like time slowed down to let us exist here without the pressure of grades or masks or enemies. Without Fiona.

I take a breath. Her scent fills me up. It feels… right. Too right.

“Promise me something?” I say.

She lifts her head a little, sleepy but alert. “What?”

“If we get a good grade on this project, I want you to come to Moscow with me.”

Her eyes widen. “Seriously?”

“I mean it.”

She searches my face for the catch. “You’re not going to sabotage me and then laugh when I get a C?”

I frown. “You really think I’d do that?”

She doesn’t answer.

“I won’t. If we get the grade—when we get it—you’ll know I meant it. No tricks. No humiliation. Just you and me. Somewhere else. Far from all this.”

Her lips part. “You really want me there?”

“I wouldn’t have asked if I didn’t.”

She hesitates. “Fiona said she’s staying here for winter break. After New Year’s. I don’t want to be here. Alone. Not with her.” Her voice dips. “So… yeah. If we ace this assignment, I’ll go with you. You’ve earned that much.”

Something in my chest goes soft. Not because I won, but because she’s letting me in. Trusting me.

“Thanks for taking care of me tonight,” she adds quietly.

I smile, brushing her hair back. “You can use the ensuite in the morning. Shampoo’s kind of expensive, but your hair deserves it.”

She laughs, small and shy.

“You don’t have to worry about anything anymore,” I whisper. “You’re mine now.”

She looks at me, lips parted, eyes wide.

“And I take care of what’s mine.”

Her breath hitches.

I pull her closer again, wrapping my arms tight around her. Her head nestles under my chin.

And I realize I’m at peace. She’s my peace. My home.


TWELVE



Clara

Sunlight slips through the cracks in the curtains, landing across his bare chest in perfect, golden stripes.

I blink, trying to process where I am.

Then I see him—Nikolai Antonov. Asleep. Flat on his back. One arm flung over the pillow. The other… tucked around my waist like I’m his possession.

And suddenly, I remember everything.

The desk. The project. The conversation. His fingers between my legs. The taste of chocolate on my tongue. My whisper-soft confession. And the way he took me after that, like he’d been starving for it—like he was meant to fuck me full of his filthy fantasies. Like I belonged to him.

My whole body tingles at the memory.

His mouth is parted slightly in sleep, lashes dark against his skin, hair messy and golden against the sheets. He looks… heartbreakingly beautiful. Like a sin wrapped in sunlight. Like no one should be allowed to look this good first thing in the morning.

I try to sit up, but the arm around my waist tightens.

He pulls me in with a sleepy grunt and buries his face in my neck.

“Nik—” I whisper, startled.

“Don’t,” he mumbles against my skin. “Just stay.”

His voice is hoarse, thick with sleep. His stubble scrapes my shoulder as he nuzzles closer, anchoring me against his chest. I feel his breath, warm and slow. He’s not even awake but somehow he’s still possessive.

And I… I kind of love it.

His embrace makes me feel small. Protected. Like I’m something precious he wants to hold on to.

I close my eyes, letting myself sink into the moment. Letting myself be his, just for now.

Because yesterday changed things.

I let him see a part of me I’ve never shown anyone. My kink. My craving. The thing I was too ashamed to admit out loud, even to myself.

But Nikolai didn’t laugh. He didn’t tease. He wanted it too. Needed it. Like we’d been circling this dark, forbidden secret and finally said it out loud.

Breeding.

A word that used to feel humiliating now makes my thighs clench under the covers.

We're not just enemies anymore. We’re enemies who share a secret. And that makes me feel dangerous. Empowered. I could ruin him with his secret just like he could ruin me. Finally, we’re on a level-playing field. I don’t feel powerless, helpless. I know he’d give anything to get between my legs again and experience the joy of raw, baby-making sex.

Still, this isn’t love. It can’t be.

But when he holds me like this… I start to wonder what could be.

“Good morning,” he mutters, lips brushing my shoulder. Then my neck. Then just below my ear. “Slept well?”

I shiver. “Stop. You’re scratching me.”

“I’m exfoliating you. It's good for the skin.” His voice is still sleepy, but amused. “You smell like sex and lavender.”

“You're disgusting.”

“You loved it,” he growls softly. “My dirty girl.”

I try to wriggle away, but he just laughs—a low rumble in his chest—then throws the blanket off and scoops me up like I weigh nothing.

“Nik—what are you doing?”

“Brushing our teeth.”

“Together?”

He grins. “You’re part of the Antonov hygiene schedule now.”

He carries me to the bathroom, his chest hard under my palms, muscles flexing with every step. I catch sight of our reflection in the mirror—me in his shirt, him shirtless, hair wild, body covered in intricate tattoos that look darker in the soft morning light.

My thighs remember the way he felt last night.

He sets me down and grabs two toothbrushes, handing me one like we’ve done this a hundred times.

I feel his body behind mine. One hand wrapping lazily around my hips. The other reaching for the toothpaste. His head dips to rest on my shoulder.

It’s… quiet. Tender. Normal.

The intimacy hits me harder than the sex did.

I glance at our reflection again. And I wonder if maybe, just maybe, I’m not as alone in the world as I thought I was.

Even if he goes back to teasing me in class today… this version of him, this boy brushing his teeth behind me with sleepy affection and dirty thoughts, this boy who knows my secrets and keeps them like they're sacred…

This is the version of Nikolai Antonov I’ll be thinking about all day.
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It’s impossible to pay attention in class. My pussy is so hot it’s radiating heat through my panties. It doesn’t help that Nikolai sat next to me today. Every time he glances at me, my mind replays the image of me sprawled across his desk, being bred like a fertile slut.

I feel warm all over when I think back. The strange thing is, I bet he’s planning to breed me again tonight, when we work on our assignment. And I’m not opposed to it, even though I still haven’t seen the nurse or gotten the morning-after pill. I’m afraid of rumors spreading if someone sees me.

Mrs. Rosenfield is discussing metaphor and oppression in The Handmaid’s Tale, her voice steady, her hands moving with academic flair. “The tulips, class. What do they symbolize? Fertility, yes. But also violence.”

My pen hovers above the lined page of my notebook, but I can’t focus. I’m painfully aware of the body next to mine—warm, smug, humming with unspoken things.

Nikolai Antonov.

He’s sitting closer than he should be. Close enough that our thighs touch beneath the desk. Close enough that I can smell his cologne—musk, spice, sin—and feel the occasional brush of his fingers when he pretends to reach for something.

He’s writing again.

Not notes. Not even an attempt at schoolwork.

No, he’s passing me another folded square of paper.

My stomach flutters as I unfold it under the desk.

Can’t stop thinking about your thighs. Can I touch them later while you read out loud to me like a good little teacher’s pet?

Heat floods my cheeks.

I steal a quick glance at him. He’s pretending to listen to Mrs. Rosenfield, his profile maddeningly innocent. Except I can see the twitch of his lips.

He knows what he just did to me.

I tuck the note inside my textbook. My palms are sweating. I try to breathe. Just breathe.

Another note slides onto my desk.

I glance down.

What if I bred you while you read The Handmaid’s Tale? Think you'd still care about Gilead if your pussy was full of my cum?

“Oh my God,” I whisper, nearly choking.

I slam the paper shut in my book, face flaming. My thighs squeeze together involuntarily.

That bastard.

From across the aisle, Fiona smirks.

Her bleached-blonde hair is tied in a taut ponytail, and her lips are curled in mock amusement. Beside her, Rosie lets out a barely concealed snort, nudging Tom, who chuckles under his breath.

They think he’s messing with me again. Sending me cruel notes to make me squirm.

They don’t know.

They don’t understand what’s actually going on under the surface.

They don’t know about the soft look in his eyes when I wake up tangled in his arms. Or the way he carried me to brush our teeth like it was the most normal thing in the world. Or how he stroked my belly last night like it meant something.

They don’t know that this—whatever this is—is real.

Even if it’s still terrifying.

He passes one more note.

My hand trembles as I unfold it.

You’re mine. And I’m going to show you how good it feels to be kept. Tonight. My room. Don’t be late.

Butterflies.

Actual, fluttering butterflies beat against the inside of my ribcage. My chest tightens. My lips part.

I shoot him a sharp look.

He doesn’t even glance at me. But his knee bumps against mine. Once. Twice.

The contact makes my breath stutter.

He’s not just tormenting me anymore.

He’s seducing me.

Luring me into this private world that belongs only to us.

It should feel dangerous.

Instead, it feels like safety.

It feels like someone sees me—craves me, listens to me, wants me for more than my grades or my polite little mask. His seduction is definitely working. My body vibrates with scorching need for his cock.

I’d spread my legs willingly if it means I can experience the sheer ecstasy of him drilling into my unprotected pussy. I felt every single rough vein when he fucked me last night. It was heavenly.

It was more than sexual. I could take off my ‘prim, proper prefect’ mask and be the filthy, sexual woman I am. He liberated me. He gave me a place, a chance to express my innermost needs and desires.

He held me as he fulfilled my dreams, grunting over me like a hungry beast. But he put my pleasure first. He made me come first.

Nikolai Antonov is a lot of things but he isn’t selfish.

He passes one last note. It rustles as I unfold it, the paper soft under my touch.

Come to Mosco with me. You deserve a break. I want to take care of you. Even if you think you don’t need it.

I press my fingers to the paper, tracing the words.

And for the first time, I don’t know what scares me more.

That I do want to go…

Or that I already feel taken care of.
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A few days later, the dining hall is mostly empty.

Soft lighting glows against polished wooden paneling and high arched windows. The chandelier flickers above, warm and golden, casting its light on silverware and linen napkins. The kitchen staff hums in the background, finishing the last of the cleanup. The scent of rosemary potatoes and roasted chicken still lingers in the air, and I catch a faint hint of freshly baked brioche when the dessert tray wheels by.

Most students have already eaten and scattered. Only a handful remain—clustered in twos and threes near the back. I recognize the other prefects. I keep my head down and follow Nikolai to a quiet corner table, our trays in hand.

We’ve spent the past few nights like this. Half-eating, half-working, bent over my laptop with his scribbled notes and observations for The Handmaid’s Tale open between us.

I can’t believe we’re almost done.

I take a seat and tuck a curl behind my ear. Nikolai yawns as he sinks into the chair beside me, stretching his arms lazily.

He’s in a black cashmere sweater, the sleeves pushed up to reveal the sinew of his forearms and the faded ink of a tattoo near his wrist.

I smile before I can stop myself.

“What?” he murmurs, voice thick with exhaustion.

“Nothing.” I reach over and brush the loose strand of hair from his eyes. “It was falling into your face.”

He stills. Blinks at me.

Then says, “Thanks.”

Just a simple thanks. No cocky grin. No flirty comment. Just gratitude. He moves ahead as if what I did wasn’t a big deal, as if we do this all the time.

And somehow, it makes my chest warm.

It’s gotten easy, being near him like this. It scares me. Touching him feels natural. Being affectionate feels like second nature. I’m changing in ways I never thought I would. I’m becoming more open, honest, and affectionate, and it’s all because of a tattooed bully.

We dig into the food—chicken, wild rice, grilled vegetables. I push my peas around my plate as I scan the final paragraph of our paper.

Nikolai leans closer, his thigh brushing mine under the table.

Electricity crackles up my spine. The fabric of his pants brushing against my bare thigh makes arousal spiral in my lower belly. I feel the familiar tug of heat, the friction between my legs as my pussy convulses.

I rub my thighs together to keep my body from reacting so much. I can’t straddle him while we’re in the dining room, even if I do it all the time when we’re alone. Every single night, after we’re done working on our assignment in his room, I beg for his cock. And he thrusts into me without protection, muttering filthy words as he breeds me.

I’ve even given him a blowjob. And he has stuffed me with enough cum to get me pregnant for ages. I still haven’t been to the nurse. We have sex every day, so what even is the point? I’ll go once we’re done with the assignment, once we have no reason to see each other anymore.

“Did we miss anything?” he asks, lips near my ear.

“I don’t think so.” I glance down at the screen again, rereading. “This part about the breeding centers is strong. You tied it in well with the feminist critique.”

“Well,” he says, nudging me playfully. “I had an excellent partner.”

I roll my eyes, though I can’t stop the grin tugging at my lips.

His foot nudges mine. Then slides up my calf.

I still.

His gaze is hot when I meet it. “You gonna miss being in my room every night, Clara?” he murmurs. “Miss me fucking you full before bed?”

Heat rushes to my cheeks. My thighs clench. “Maybe.”

“Maybe?” he arches a brow.

“I mean…” I look down, whispering, “You’re not bad at it.”

He chuckles low in his throat, pleased. “You can come by anytime. I’ll wait for you.”

My breath catches.

“Why?” I ask softly. “Why wait?”

He spears a piece of chicken with his fork, then lifts it to my lips. “Because I like you. I like spending time with you. Having sex with you. And maybe…” he pauses, eyes flicking down to my mouth, “maybe I’d like doing more.”

I know he doesn’t mean breeding me. He is feeling the same intimacy between us as I am. We talk to each other about more than assignments and kinks. He told me about his brothers. I know all their names now, and what they’re like. And I told him about how I was bullied in middle school.

While I’m still processing the shock from his invitation, he does something even more shocking. He brings a forkful of food to my lips.

“Open for me, darling,” his drawl is dripping with sensuality. My body cries for his attention, pleads to be praised by him.

I open my mouth without any resistance, and he feeds me. The food feels heavy as it slides down my throat, settling in my belly.

The food is rich and buttery on my tongue, but it’s the way he watches me chew that makes my stomach flip.

“You like me being submissive?” I murmur once I’ve swallowed.

“I love it,” he says, low and reverent. “You’re so good when you’re soft for me.”

“Don’t get used to it,” I say, trying to sound firm.

But he sees through it. His grin says he knows exactly how soft I go for him. And if I’m being honest, I love it, too. I love giving up control. I can finally stop thinking when he’s with me. I can let him carry the burden of rationality while I melt into a puddle of emotion and trust.

I turn back to the laptop and type in our final edit. I stretch my fingers when it’s done. I don’t tell Nikolai before submitting it on our online portal. I don’t want him to change his mind last second and sabotage what we’re worked together on.

“I just uploaded it,” I tell him, hitting submit.

He leans back, exhaling. His facial muscles relax and he exhales, like he just came back from a hard day at work. “It’s done. Good.”

“We survived.”

“Survived?” he laughs. “Clara, I’m never forgetting this assignment. You kidding? Academic bonding and nightly breeding? This has been my best school project ever.”

I swat his arm, but I’m smiling.

“Which brings me to our deal,” he says. He folds his elbows placing them on the polished wooden table. His food is half-eaten, but his attention has shifted to me.

I look at him warily. “What deal?”

“You promised. If I didn’t sabotage it, if we got it done and you got a good grade, you’d come to Moscow.”

My breath catches.

He watches me carefully now.

“I kept my end of the bargain,” he murmurs. “So… will you keep yours?”

I stare at him.

At the boy who used to mock me in the corridors. The boy who fucked me against a wall. Who fed me chocolate in bed. Who held me when I was sore and kissed me like I mattered.

Can I trust him?

Would going to Moscow mean stepping into danger… or stepping closer to something real?

From the corner of my eye, I look at Fiona, who is tittering with her friends. Her eyes narrow when she catches me staring at her. She makes a dirty expression. My nervous system jolts.

I make up my mind instantly. If it’s between her and Nikolai, I’m always going to choose Nikolai.

“I’ll go,” I whisper.

His eyes widen. “You mean that?”

“I do.”

He beams, the rare expression transforming his sharp features. “You won’t regret it. I’ll pack for you. You won’t need anything but your passport. And maybe a toothbrush.”

“I’m bringing more than that,” I laugh. “But okay. I’m looking forward to it.”

I am. For the first time in my grey, lonely life, I have something thrilling to look forward to. Something that doesn’t feel like survival—but living. I have never left this country, never even dreamed of travelling. It was something I never thought I’d get to do until I was much older. But Nikolai changed everything.

He reaches under the table, brushing my fingers. His touch doesn’t make me uncomfortable or anxious. Instead, it reassures me. How did he go from being my enemy to being…a source of solace?

“You’re trusting me,” he murmurs. “I won’t take that lightly.”

My chest twists.

No. He’s not just my bully anymore.

He’s becoming something much more terrifying.

Someone I might not want to live without.


THIRTEEN



Nikolai

I’m lying on my bed, half-scrolling through old photos, half-thinking about Clara.

It’s been days since she came to my room.

Since the assignment was submitted, we haven’t had an excuse to be alone. And even though I told her she could come by anytime, she hasn’t.

She’s been avoiding me.

I hate it.

A part of me wondered if it was all just the thrill of submission for her. If now that the project is done, she’s gone cold. Like the old Clara again—tight-lipped, guarded, distant.

And yet… I keep replaying the way she looked at me when she said yes to Russia. That wasn’t nothing.

A soft knock breaks the silence.

I sit up.

Three more knocks.

Slower.

Almost hesitant.

I’m at the door in seconds, heart pounding harder than it should be.

When I open it, I blink once, twice.

“Clara…”

She stands there, wrapped in a deep navy robe, the tie loose at her waist. Her cheeks are flushed pink, her hair damp at the ends, her eyes rimmed with something fragile.

She smells like citrus soap and lavender.

She smells like coming home.

“Can I come in?” she whispers. Her voice cracks on the last word.

I move aside without a second thought, closing the door the moment she steps inside.

I wrap my arms around her immediately, pulling her into my chest. Her body presses to mine, soft and warm. She clings to my shirt, breathing deep like she’s been underwater and I’m her first inhale.

“What happened?” I murmur, my lips brushing her temple.

“I checked our grade.”

“Don’t tell me we flunked.” I try to smile, lighten the mood. “You’d have to punish me for that.”

She shakes her head. “We got an A.”

I frown. “Then why do you sound like you’re about to cry?”

She pulls back just enough to look at me, eyes glistening with unshed emotion. “Because when I saw our grade, I realized I missed you.”

My throat tightens.

She laughs shakily. “I wasn’t supposed to miss you. I’m supposed to hate you, remember? You’re my bully. I tried to avoid you, to go back to how things were before. But it’s not working. I keep thinking about you. About… this.”

I’ve felt it, too. This lingering, simmering tension between us. It’s not sexual. It’s emotional. We’ve broken each other open, glimpsed the darkest, deepest parts of each other’s souls. Now we can’t un-see what we’ve seen. Clara Wells is the most intriguing girl I’ve met in my life. She fascinates me, and makes me respect her strength.

And to her, I must be the same. Her admittance, even though it’s indirect, fills my chest with hope. A surge of adrenaline kicks into my system. Her scent feels suddenly arousing. Blood rushes to my ears, drowning out everything except the keen awareness I feel around her.

I was worried I was the only one imagining things were changing between us. When she brushed my hair out of my eye in the dining hall, I felt her affection. She has been showing subtle gestures, like when she hugs me after our assignment, or holds me at night.

I knew it wasn’t all nothing. She also likes me. Even if she’s too proud to say it out loud.

A slight movement, the barest rustle of clothes redirects my attention to her.

She’s untying her robe in front of me. The belt falls away and it gapes open.

My cock becomes fully erect instantly.

She’s fully naked underneath. Not one stitch of clothing. Her creamy skin is exposed to my depraved eyes, and all I can think of is spreading her open and licking every inch of her pale smoothness.

My cock throbs harder at the sight of her—the soft curves of her breasts, the slope of her hips, the gentle dip of her waist. She’s glowing, like candlelight on silk. Her skin looks flushed, like she’s been touched just by the idea of coming here.

“I need you, Nikolai,” she whispers, like she’s breaking on the inside. Like her heart hurts just from seeing me. “You can do whatever you want to me tonight.”

I breathe in sharply, my hands sliding up her waist, then back down again as I peel the robe from her shoulders.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” I rasp. “You have no idea what you’re doing to me.”

She shivers, her nipples peaking as the air brushes her skin. Her breasts are full and round, tipped with delicate pink nipples that harden under my gaze. I can see the goosebumps rising on her ivory skin, the way her breasts rise and fall with each breath, every tiny reaction to my touch.

“You’re perfect,” I murmur, my hands tracing the soft curve of her hips, the gentle dip of her waist. Her stomach is flat and smooth, her skin like cream beneath my fingers. I can see the faint outline of her ribs, the way her muscles flutter slightly as she breathes.

I let my hands roam lower, over the swell of her hips, down to her thighs. She spreads them slightly, opening herself up to me, her pussy already glistening with arousal. I can see the delicate folds, the way she’s already swollen and wet, ready for me.

I need to be inside her, need to feel her tight heat around me. But first, I want to taste her, want to make her scream my name.

“Thank you,” I murmur against her collarbone, “for giving me this. For coming back tonight. For being mine again.”

“I packed,” she whispers. “For tomorrow.”

“You’re staying here tonight.” I lift her into my arms and carry her to the bed. “I’ve missed holding you too much to sleep alone. You belong in my bed, Clara. I want your naked body warming my bed forever.”

She settles onto the mattress, her body arching slightly as I kiss down her chest, my hands stroking every inch of her.

My voice is hoarse when I speak again. “What does it mean, Clara? If you miss me and I miss you?”

Her lips tremble. “Maybe it means this isn’t just a game.”

I nod slowly, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “It means what we have is real. We crave each other not just sexually, but emotionally. Even if we won’t admit it yet.”

She swallows hard, her breath catching when I run my fingers between her thighs and find her already wet.

“Let me make you feel good,” I whisper. “Let me remind you why this is worth coming back for.”

She’s mine tonight—not because I bullied her, not because I took her.

Because she came to me.

Because she chose me.

And that changes everything.

My arousal rages, demanding that I satisfy the heat inside me. I undress quickly, my eyes never leaving Clara’s naked body sprawled out on my bed. Her skin glows in the soft lamplight, her curves casting shadows that make my mouth water. Her pussy is flushed a deep shade of pink, completely soaked for me.

I climb onto the bed, kneeling between her legs. She looks up at me with those big, innocent eyes, her lips parted slightly, her breath coming in soft pants. I run my hands up her inner thighs, feeling the smooth skin and the tremble beneath my touch.

“Spread your legs wider for me, angel,” I command, my voice rough with desire. “Let me see that pretty pussy.”

She complies, opening herself up completely. I can see every intimate detail, the pink folds glistening with her arousal, her clit swollen and begging for attention. I run my fingers through her wetness, coating them thoroughly before bringing them to my mouth and sucking them clean.

“You taste so fucking sweet,” I groan, my cock throbbing at the flavor of her. “I could eat you all night.”

I lean down, using my thumbs to spread her pussy lips wide. I blow softly on her exposed clit, making her gasp and squirm. Then I dip my head, my tongue darting out to tease her sensitive nub. I lick and suck, my fingers pumping in and out of her tight hole as she writhes beneath me.

“Oh god, Nikolai,” she moans, her hands fisting the bedsheets. “Please...please don’t stop.”

I chuckle darkly, lifting my head to look at her. “Don’t worry, angel. I’m just getting started.”

I sit back on my heels, my cock jutting out proudly, precum leaking from the tip. I wrap my hand around the shaft, stroking slowly as I watch her. Her eyes are glued to my cock, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

“You want this cock, don’t you?” I growl, my voice thick with lust. “You want me to fill you up, make you my little breeding bitch.”

She nods, her breath hitching. “Yes,” she whispers. “I want it.”

“Then open your mouth,” I command, my voice rough with need. “Take the cock that’s going to impregnate you later.”

She hesitates for a moment, then slowly parts her lips. I grab her hair, wrapping it around my fist, and guide her head towards me. She takes me into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock.

“Fuck,” I groan, my hips thrusting forward, pushing deeper into her mouth. “That’s it, angel. Suck the cock that’s going to breed you.”

She moans around my cock, her eyes watering slightly as I hit the back of her throat. I hold her head still, fucking into her mouth roughly, my grip on her hair tightening. She takes it all, her cheeks hollowing out as she sucks, her hands gripping my thighs.

“That’s it, baby,” I growl. “Take it all. Get it nice and wet because it’s going straight into your little pussy next. It’s gonna stretch you out, make you ripe and swollen. You’re gonna love having the cock you sucked breeding you.”

I can feel my orgasm building, the pressure in my balls intensifying. But I don’t want to come in her mouth. I want to fill her pussy, want to see my cum leaking out of her. I pull out, my cock glistening with her saliva.

“On your hands and knees,” I command, releasing her hair. She quickly moves to comply, her ass in the air, her pussy glistening and ready.

I kneel behind her, my hands gripping her hips. I rub the head of my cock against her entrance, coating it in her wetness. Then, with one swift thrust, I slam into her.

She cries out, her body tensing for a moment before relaxing into the sensation. I start to move, my hips slapping against her ass, my cock filling her completely. She feels so good, so tight and wet and perfect.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” I groan, my hands gripping her hips tighter, my fingers digging into her soft flesh. “This is where you belong, angel. On your knees, taking my cock like a good little breeding bitch.”

She moans, pushing back against me, meeting my thrusts. I reach around, my fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in tight circles. She’s so close, her body trembling, her breath coming in sharp gasps.

“You’re gonna come for me, aren’t you, angel?” I murmur, my voice dark and dominant. “You’re gonna come all over my cock like a good little slut. You’re going to relax and open that cunt for me so I can give you a baby to carry.”

“Yes,” she whimpers. “Please, Nikolai. Please make me come.”

I rub her clit faster, my cock pounding into her. I can feel her orgasm building, her pussy clenching around me. But just as she’s about to come, I pull out, leaving her panting and desperate.

“Not yet, angel,” I growl. “You come when I tell you to. Not a second before.”

She whimpers, but doesn’t argue. I flip her onto her back, her legs falling open. I can see her pussy, swollen and glistening, her clit throbbing with need. I rub the head of my cock against her, teasing her, before thrusting back in.

She cries out, her body arching off the bed. I grab her legs, pushing them up to her chest, changing the angle. I can feel her even deeper this way, her pussy gripping me like a vice.

“Look at you, angel,” I groan, my eyes locked onto the sight of my cock sliding in and out of her. “Spread out for me like a little whore. Taking my cock so eagerly because you want to be a mommy.”

She moans, her hands gripping her knees, pulling her legs wider. I lean forward, capturing her mouth in a brutal kiss. My hips move faster, my cock slamming into her. I can feel her orgasm building again, her pussy clenching, her body shaking.

She whimpers into my mouth, her hips moving restlessly beneath me. I begin to move, thrusting into her in long, deep strokes. Her pussy flutters around me, her muscles clenching and releasing as I fuck her. The sound of our bodies coming together fills the room, the scent of sex heavy in the air.

"You're mine, Clara," I growl, gripping her hips tightly as I pick up the pace, my cock slamming into her harder, faster. "Your body belongs to me. Your pleasure belongs to me. And tonight, your womb belongs to me."

She cries out, her nails digging into my back as her orgasm hits her. Her pussy clamps down around my cock, her muscles milking me as she comes. The sight of her, lost in pleasure, her body arching beneath mine, sends me over the edge.

“Come for me, angel,” I command, breaking the kiss. “Come all over my cock. Milk it. Be my fertile cum dump.”

She cries out, her body convulsing as her orgasm hits. Her pussy clamps down on my cock, her muscles rippling around me. I can feel the wetness, the heat, the pure ecstasy of her release.

And it pushes me over the edge.

I slam into her, my cock pulsing, my cum filling her. I can feel it, hot and thick, coating her insides, marking her as mine. The thought of seeding her, of claiming her womb, sends another wave of pleasure crashing through me. My primal instincts roar into life. I rut into her, desperate to mark her cunt.

We stay like that for a moment, our bodies locked together, our breaths coming in ragged gasps. Then I pull out, my cock glistening with our combined release. She looks up at me, her eyes glassy, her cheeks flushed.

“You’re perfect, angel,” I say, my voice softening. “Absolutely perfect.”

She smiles, her eyes fluttering closed as I gather her into my arms, pulling her against my chest. I can feel her heart beating, her breath warm on my skin.

“You can’t escape me now, Clara,” I murmur, my hand resting possessively on her belly. “You’re mine. Forever.”

And as I hold her, as I feel her breathing even out, as I feel the connection between us grow stronger, I know it’s true. She’s not just a game, not just a toy. She’s mine. My angel. My love. My future.

And I will never, ever let her go.
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Her hand is warm in mine. Small. Soft. Trusting.

We’re walking across the tarmac in the early morning chill, the sun still a soft blush in the sky, and for once in my goddamn life, I don’t feel like something’s missing.

She’s beside me.

Clara.

Wrapped in a beige coat that’s a little too big for her, eyes wide as she takes in the sleek silver jet waiting for us on the runway. Her nose is pink from the cold, her lips parted slightly in shock, her messy hair fluttering in the wind.

“Is that…?”

“Our ride,” I say, tugging her gently forward.

She stops walking. “That’s not an airplane, that’s a spaceship.”

I grin. “It’s a jet. Private jet.”

“You never said⁠—”

“You thought we were flying commercial?” I laugh. “Did you not realize the Antonov family doesn’t queue with the rest of the world?”

She shoots me a look. “No. I thought you were just… rich. Not jet rich.”

I squeeze her hand. “Baby, I was born jet rich.”

Her eyes flick to mine, and that little smile she’s trying to hide makes my chest tighten.

She’s nervous. Excited. A little overwhelmed.

The stairs lower with a mechanical hum and I guide her up, placing a hand on the small of her back. She stumbles slightly at the top, and I steady her hips.

“Careful,” I murmur close to her ear. “You’ll fall for me.”

She gives me a withering look but blushes. “I already did. That’s the problem.”

We step inside and her jaw drops.

Cream leather seats. Polished walnut trim. A long sofa that wraps along the side. A built-in bar stocked with crystal bottles and gold-accented glassware. At the back, a door leading to a bedroom and en suite bathroom. There’s soft classical music playing overhead.

“Holy shit,” Clara breathes. “This is nicer than my entire dorm building.”

I throw our bags onto the couch and sit down, spreading my legs lazily. “There’s Wi-Fi. Full kitchen. Bedroom’s stocked. I even asked them to put on your favorite chocolate in the minibar.”

“You did not.”

“I did. Told you I take care of my people.”

Before she can respond, a woman in a crisp navy uniform appears. “Good morning, Mr. Antonov. Miss. Would you like a cold towel?”

Clara looks like she might faint. “We get towels?”

“We get everything,” I say, plucking one from the tray and handing it to her. “Get used to it, pretty girl.”

She wipes her hands, still clearly stunned. “You’ve really done this before.”

“A few times.” I wink. “But this is the first time it’s felt this good.”

She eyes me, trying not to smile again.

We take our seats across from each other, seat belts clicking on.

Her knee bumps mine under the table and she leaves it there.

I take her hand again.

“Scared?” I ask as the engines begin to rumble.

She shrugs. “Not really. Just… this is insane. I’m in a private jet. With you. Going to Russia.”

“I know. And you’re wearing my hoodie under that coat, too.”

“I am not.” She’s totally lying.

The jet starts to move and she squeezes my hand. “Okay. I might be a little scared.”

I rub my thumb over her knuckles. “I got you. I always will.”

The jet lifts off the runway and she gasps softly, gripping my hand tighter. Her cheeks glow with excitement, her mouth slightly parted in wonder as she stares out the window.

God, she’s beautiful like this. Open. Unfiltered. Full of curiosity.

And she chose to come with me.

I can’t stop staring.

We’re in the sky now. Above it all. Just me and her.

And I know—this trip is going to change everything.

And I’m ready for it.


FOURTEEN



Clara

The leather seat beneath me is warmer than anything I’ve ever known. We’re gliding through the streets of Moscow in a sleek black car that probably costs more than my entire education. The driver, a broad-shouldered man with thick tattoos wrapping around his neck and vanishing under his collar, doesn’t say a word. His expression is unreadable, his eyes occasionally flicking to the rearview mirror.

Next to me, Nikolai lounges like he was born into this luxury. His hand rests on mine, thumb stroking circles into my skin while his other arm is slung carelessly across the backseat. Every now and then, he glances at me with a crooked smirk—like he’s enjoying watching me fall deeper and deeper into disbelief.

Because Moscow is… breathtaking.

Golden onion domes pierce the sky, majestic against the hazy winter sun. Cathedrals, centuries old, tower above cobblestone streets. Ice glitters like diamond dust across railings and rooftops, and the air itself smells of snow and roasted chestnuts. There’s art everywhere. History in every stone.

I can’t believe I’m here. With him.

“Thank you,” I murmur, voice soft as I press my forehead against the glass.

“For what?” Nikolai’s voice is low, teasing.

“For this,” I say. “For bringing me here. For… everything.”

He gives my hand a squeeze. “You’re worthy of it.”

The car slows in front of a tall iron gate. Beyond it rises a townhouse that looks like it belongs on the pages of some elite European architecture magazine. Elegant, imposing. Stone steps, arched windows, the golden glint of candlelight within.

The driver steps out and opens the door for us. Nikolai gets out first, then turns and offers his hand like a prince.

I take it.

We walk up the steps together, hand in hand, as the door opens and he appears.

Leo Antonov.

And I suddenly understand the word intimidation.

He looks like a man carved from steel and stone. Sharp cheekbones, piercing eyes. A tailored black shirt clings to a body that’s lean but powerful. His hair is neatly slicked back, his jaw dusted with the kind of scruff that doesn’t dull his authority—only sharpens it.

He looks like a king.

A dangerous one.

His eyes fall on me.

“So,” he says, voice rich and smooth with an undertone of warning. “You’re the girl who confiscated my brother’s phone.”

I flush. “Yes, sir. That was me.”

Nikolai laughs. “She was trying to be a good prefect. Gotta respect that.”

Leo’s brow arches. “Do I?”

“You do now,” Nikolai says. “She got us an A on our assignment.”

Leo’s gaze lingers on me a second longer, then he steps aside, gesturing for us to enter.

“Come in. You must be freezing.”

The inside of the townhouse is warm and grand—wooden floors, velvet furnishings, flickering candle sconces and the smell of rosemary and roasted meat coming from the dining room. It’s so different from school. So private. So real.

We sit at a long mahogany table. Plates of roasted duck, herbed potatoes, red cabbage, and steaming soup are set before us by a silent maid in black.

Leo sits at the head of the table, Nikolai beside me.

“Tomorrow,” Leo says, swirling wine in a crystal glass, “I’ve arranged for a car and a guide. You’ll see the Kremlin. Red Square. Saint Basil’s. Anything else you want.”

My mouth opens in disbelief. “That’s… incredible. Thank you.”

Nikolai smirks. “Told you he wasn’t a total hardass.”

Leo ignores him.

“She’s smart,” Nikolai adds, unprompted. “Like, scary smart. Got us an A.”

Leo glances at me again, and though he doesn’t smile, I see something in his expression shift. Like approval. Maybe even… pride.

“You should make wise choices, Kolya,” Leo says at last. “Keep it up. Graduate. Don’t waste this chance.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Nikolai mutters. “I get it.”

As we eat, the tension eases. The brothers bicker, banter, argue about Russian politics and London weather, and tease each other over childhood stories. Nikolai flicks a crumb at Leo, who throws a sharp glare but doesn’t retaliate.

And me?

I sit there quietly, watching them.

Eating this delicious food, in this beautiful house, with two men who add to the atmosphere of familial coziness.

For the first time in my life… I feel like I belong.
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The bedroom is… insane.

Spacious, warm, and softly lit, with heavy drapes over tall windows and a thick velvet armchair tucked in the corner beside a gilded reading lamp. The bed is massive, bigger than anything I’ve ever slept in, dressed in navy sheets and thick, plush pillows. The en-suite bathroom is just as opulent—black marble counters, a walk-in shower with golden fixtures, and a tub deep enough to drown in luxury.

I’ve never had anything like this. Never imagined I could.

I unpack slowly, sliding my toothbrush beside the fancy glass one already on the sink. This must be a guest room, but it feels like it was made just for me.

It’s already past eleven when I finally collapse on the bed, cocooning myself in soft sheets. My limbs ache from the flight, from all the nerves and adrenaline, and I let out a yawn that rattles my spine.

And then the door creaks open.

I jolt upright. “What⁠—”

A hand clamps over my mouth. A familiar scent—pine, musk, boy—settles over me. My nerves calm instantly.

“Shh,” Nikolai whispers, pressing a finger to his lips. “You want Leo finding me here?”

I blink, heart pounding. He’s already tugging the door closed behind him, barefoot, wearing a fitted black tee and gray sweatpants that hang low on his hips.

“What are you doing here?” I whisper, swatting his arm. “You scared me.”

He grins. “Wasn’t trying to. You looked way too cute to startle like that.”

I narrow my eyes. My heartrate accelerates. Tiredness stretches in my bones. I’m beat after the long plane ride. Even the prospect of sex with Nikolai doesn’t perk me up. My pussy is ready to sleep, not to fuck. “Are you here for sex?”

He huffs a tired laugh and crosses to the bed. “No. I’m exhausted. You probably are, too.” He slides under the covers like he belongs there. “I just wanted to sleep next to you.”

“You broke into my room to… cuddle me?”

“Exactly.” His tone is warm, his smile lazy. “I wanted to make sure you feel safe. Comfortable. First night in a new country, I figured you might need company.”

Something in my chest melts. This boy—this bully—just keeps surprising me.

“You’re ridiculous,” I murmur, even as I turn and let him wrap himself around me. He spoons me from behind, one muscular arm tucked under my head, the other draped protectively over my waist.

But it feels so good.

“Not ridiculous,” he says, breath warm against my neck. “Chivalrous.”

“You’re the least chivalrous person I know.”

“True,” he admits. “But I’m working on it. For you.”

A beat passes in the dark.

“I like this,” I admit softly. “You… holding me like this. It makes me feel…”

“Secure?” he whispers, embracing me tighter. The heating in the room is already high but his arms create a nest of heat around my body, enveloping me in something I can’t even describe. Love? Affection?

I nod. “Yeah.”

His lips brush my shoulder. “Then I’ll hold you every night if that’s what it takes.”

There’s a pause, heavy and sweet, and I smile into the darkness. “You’re being so soft right now.”

“You bring it out of me.”

We lie there for a while. I shift, nestling deeper into his warmth. “Sing me something in Russian,” I say, closing my eyes.

“Seriously?”

“You said you weren’t here to seduce me. Prove it.”

He chuckles, then clears his throat.

His voice is deep and low, humming out a lullaby I don’t understand but feel in my bones. It’s soothing, ancient and warm.

His breath is steady. His arms strong. His voice like a velvet tide.

I drift off to the sound of him singing, safe in the arms of the boy I once thought was my worst enemy.

Now I’m not so sure.


FIFTEEN



Nikolai

Moscow looks like something out of a snow globe.

It’s just past four in the afternoon, and already the city is glowing gold under the streetlamps, the last of the sun melting behind spires and domes. Snow falls in lazy spirals from the sky, not fast enough to sting, but constant enough to powder the world in white. Even the wrought-iron fences glisten like they’ve been rimmed in silver.

Clara presses her mittened hands to her cheeks. “It’s so cold,” she breathes, her voice a little muffled by the wool scarf wrapped clumsily around her mouth.

I grin, watching her tug her beanie lower over her ears, the little pompom on top bobbing as she moves. “Told you to wear thermals,” I tease.

“I did. I’m still dying.”

Her nose is red. Her cheeks, pink as strawberries. And her lashes have little crystals clinging to the tips from the snow. She looks like she’s been dipped in frost—glittering, pink, radiant. So fucking pretty I forget what I was going to say.

“I could warm you up,” I say under my breath, stepping closer.

She glares up at me. “With body heat?”

“Obviously.”

“You’re impossible,” she mutters—but she’s smiling.

We walk past Red Square, the looming walls of the Kremlin lit up like a palace in some long-lost empire. Tourists take pictures. A group of children throw snowballs and shriek in Russian. Clara’s eyes go wide at every turn, like she’s never seen anything like it. She probably hasn’t.

I don’t tell her I’m not really looking at the city. I’m looking at her.

How her gloved fingers curl around the hot chocolate I bought her from a street stall. How she jumps every time a car honks. How her mouth twitches into a smile when we pass a violinist playing Vivaldi on a snowy corner.

“Is it everything you imagined?” I ask.

Clara pauses, then turns to face me. Her scarf’s slipped down just enough to show her lips, parted slightly as she exhales into the cold. “It’s more,” she whispers. “Thank you for bringing me here.”

My heart does something weird and tight. Fuck.

I glance away, jaw tense. “Yeah, well. You earned it.”

A week ago, we were slinging insults at each other in the hallway. Now she’s standing beside me, the snow catching on her lashes, trusting me in a way that terrifies and thrills me.

We walk again. Her boot slips on a patch of ice and I catch her instinctively, hands gripping her waist. She freezes in my arms, the front of her coat pressed against mine, our breath coming out in white puffs between us.

“Careful,” I murmur.

“I’m not used to ice.”

“You’re not used to me, either. But you’re managing.”

Her eyes flare, just for a second. “Barely.”

We keep walking.

She links her arm with mine without asking. It’s casual. Warm. My fingers curl around hers, and I wonder what the hell is happening to me.

I’ve had girls. Dozens. But not like this.

Not someone who looks at the world like it’s a fairy tale and still walks through it like a warrior.

Not someone who gets under my skin by being sweet.

Not someone I want to impress by pointing out every church dome, every old monument, every stupid bridge with a story behind it.

She makes me want to be soft.

She makes me dangerously honest.

And I’m not sure I know how to be that kind of man. But I’m trying.

Because if there’s one thing I’m sure of—it’s that Clara Wells is worth every effort.

We walk past the bridge overlooking the frozen river, steam rising from Clara’s breath as she gazes at the snow-blanketed water like it’s a storybook come to life.

Our hands are still clasped. Fingers warm inside gloves, but there’s a current of heat between us that has nothing to do with wool.

A few paces behind us, Leo’s guy—Lev, I think—is trailing silently, coat buttoned to the neck, eyes alert. Clara’s gaze flicks to him for the fifth time in as many minutes.

Finally, she speaks.

“Can I ask you something?” she murmurs, not looking at me.

I nod. “You can ask me anything.”

She puffs up her chest like she’s steeling herself. “Why are we always being followed by tattooed bodyguards?”

It’s my turn to take a deep breath. I swallow. The saliva gets stuck in my throat. I knew this confrontation was coming. I’m not ashamed of the truth. But I don’t know if Clara will take it well.

“Promise you won’t run if I tell you the truth.”

She raises an eyebrow. I’m holding her hand. I feel her pulse throbbing under my fingers. She’s nervous. She probably knows whatever I’m about to say is important.

“I won’t run,” she says deliberately. “I mean, where would I even go? I don’t even speak the language.”

A short laugh stutters out of my throat. “Fair enough. These guys are Leo’s employees.”

“Why do all his employees look so buff? And why do they all have tattoos?”

“Because they swore allegiance to him. To the Antonov bratva.”

Clara squints. The word is unfamiliar to her. “The bratva is a word for the Russian mafia,” I clarify.

She stops walking. Turns to me. Doesn’t even blink once. “Is your family… in the mafia?”

My heart doesn’t drop. Doesn’t lurch. It just… stillness. Like the whole city holds its breath with me.

I exhale, then give a short nod. “Yes.”

She blinks. Once. “Like, real mafia?”

“We’re Bratva,” I say quietly. “Russian organized crime. Though we don’t call ourselves that. Not exactly.”

She looks up at me, eyes searching. “So all this time… your brother Leo… he’s…?”

“The pakhan. The boss,” I say. “The head of the Moscow syndicate.”

I wait for her to flinch. To recoil.

But she doesn’t. She watches me calmly, like she’s reading between the lines. I keep talking.

“We’re not street-level thugs. Not anymore. We don’t do drive-bys or stickups or crap like that. We have rules. We’re political. Controlled. Ruthless when we need to be. But strategic.”

“So… what do your brothers do?” she asks softly.

I smile grimly. “You want the full Antonov breakdown?”

She nods. I start walking again, pulling her with me, our steps slow. “I’m curious. I don’t know much about these things but it sounds mysterious. I want to know more.”

The fact that she didn’t judge my family’s criminal links, the fact that she’s open to learning more about us, gives me hope. I squeeze her hand tightly.

I clear my throat. “Leo runs everything. Legit and not-so-legit. He’s the king, even if he’d never call himself that. If we were born in another era, he’d wear a crown.”

Clara hums. “He already looks like a king.”

I chuckle. “Yeah. That’s what power does to a man.”

I keep going. “Mikhail runs our legal businesses in Las Vegas. That’s how we wash money and get legitimate money. He’s the third oldest brother after Leo and Aleksei.”

Clara’s hand tightens slightly in mine, but she doesn’t stop.

“Then there’s Aleksei. He handles threats. In layperson terms, he’s an enforcer. He does the ugly stuff when it needs doing. No one questions him. He’s killed for us more times than I know. Runs the intel side. Aleksei got married recently. His wife is American and they had a daughter. Another one on the way, according to Leo.”

“Wow, you have a lot of brothers,” Clara remarks.

“There are more. I’m the youngest at eighteen. Dmitry is the second youngest. He’s twenty-one. He’s in college. He’s great with numbers and money. He’s the brains of the operation. Finance guy. He handles crypto. Money laundering. He’s in university but already has a foot in both worlds.”

“And you?” she asks quietly.

I stop. Turn to her.

“I was the baby. I got away with everything. I was shielded. But now?” I pause. “Now Leo wants me to go into politics. To be a face people can trust. A polished, educated, public-friendly Bratva prince. Someone who can sit at tables Leo can’t.”

Clara stares at me, her expression unreadable. “That’s why you’re at Westchester?”

“Part of the reason. Also because I kept getting expelled elsewhere.” I grin, but it fades. “I didn’t want to be this guy. But maybe… maybe I’m starting to think Leo’s right. I could be something more.”

She doesn’t speak for a long moment. The wind whistles faintly between us, snow landing on her lashes.

“So this whole time,” she says slowly, “you’ve been protecting me. Those guys who follow us everywhere…”

“Bratva soldiers. They’d kill for me. Which means they’d kill for you, too.”

Her breath catches. “That’s… intense.”

“I know.”

She faces me again, her cheeks flushed with more than just cold. “Why are you telling me this?”

“Because you asked. And because I trust you.”

Her eyes soften. “You do?”

“I don’t tell people things like this, Clara. Not unless it matters.”

Silence.

Then she nods. “Your secret’s safe with me.”

I exhale—hard. Something inside me loosens. I hadn’t realized how heavy it was, carrying this around, waiting for the other shoe to drop.

“You’re not scared?” I ask, half-joking, half-not.

“I am,” she admits. “But… I also trust you. You brought me here and you’ve been protecting me. I have no reason to think you’ll suddenly change your mind and kill me. Unless you have other plans?”

My heart stutters. “No,” I say slyly. “I don’t plan to ever kill you, Clara. I’d miss the sex.”

She scoffs.

I reach out, brush snow off her lashes with the pad of my thumb. “You really are,” I whisper.

She leans into my touch, and for a moment, the whole snowy city falls away.


SIXTEEN



Clara

The snow keeps falling outside like the whole city’s been caught in a dream. Inside Nikolai’s kitchen, though, it's a completely different kind of spell. The air smells like melted butter and burnt chocolate, and everything feels too warm—my cheeks, the hoodie I stole from his closet, and especially the way he keeps looking at me like I’m the only thing he’s hungry for.

“This batch’s worse than the last one,” I mutter, pretending to inspect the cookies.

Nikolai bites into one without blinking. “Still better than the crap they serve in the dining hall.”

“That’s a low bar.”

He shrugs, watching me over the rim of a glass of milk like he’s planning something. “I don’t care how they taste. I just wanted an excuse to see you standing here. Bare legs. My hoodie. Looking like a good little housewife.”

Heat pulses between my thighs. Why did I love it when he called me his housewife? Maybe because in this huge house, sharing this domestic moment with him, I want this life for real. I wonder what it’d be like to be the wife of a hot, rich, bratva heir like Nikolai, to be loved by him and have the whole world at my fingertips? It sounds like a fantasy. “You’re impossible.”

“I’m insatiable,” he corrects, prowling closer. “Especially when you look like you’re ready to be bred in my kitchen.”

My breath catches. I hate how that word goes straight to my core—“bred.” It’s become a trigger between us now, spoken only in the dark or whispered against my skin when I’m too far gone to stop him. And now… he’s saying it out loud. In the open.

Like he knows I want it.

He presses a hand to my lower belly, possessive and slow. “You’re so soft here,” he murmurs. “So ready.”

“Nik…” My knees weaken. “We were supposed to bake cookies.”

“Oh, we are. But I think,” he leans down, lips brushing mine, “we should make a baby too. Wouldn’t it be nice to put a bun in your oven while the cookies bake?”

I gasp, and he kisses me—hard. His lips crush against mine, urgent and demanding, his stubble scraping against my chin. I can taste the faint sweetness of chocolate on his breath, mixing with the intoxicating scent of his cologne and the musk of our arousal. His hands grip my thighs, fingers digging into my soft flesh, holding me firmly in place.

My hands fly to his hair, tugging at the dark strands as I pull him closer. His groan vibrates against my mouth, and I part my lips, inviting his tongue to dance with mine. The kiss deepens, becoming more fervent, our breaths mingling, our teeth clashing in our desperate need for each other.

His body presses against mine, the cold marble counter a stark contrast to the heat radiating from him. I can feel his heart pounding against my chest, his muscles taut beneath my fingertips as I explore the expanse of his back.

His hands slide down, gripping my thighs, lifting me before I can catch my breath.

“Nikolai—”

“There’s nobody home,” he growls, setting me down on the cold marble counter. “I made sure. I told everyone to leave. You know why?”

“Why?”

“So I could fuck you on every surface of this house. Especially the kitchen.”

He spreads my thighs wide, baring me. The counter is freezing beneath me but I don’t care—because his hands are warm and his mouth is hotter.

“I can smell how wet you are,” he murmurs, running his nose along the inside of my thigh. “You want me to fill you, don’t you?”

I don’t answer. I can’t. My hips rock forward, searching for friction, for him. He presses his mouth against my aching clit, kissing my plump, swollen nub. Electricity crackles through me. my stomach tightens, pleading for release. My core is burning up.

“Say it,” he demands, eyes blazing. “Say you want me to fill you up again. Stuff you full until your body remembers who it belongs to.”

“You,” I gasp. “It’s yours, Nikolai. I’m yours.”

He groans, dragging my panties aside and sliding in with one hard thrust. I cry out, clenching around him, dizzy with how deep he is. I feel him stretching my pussy walls, splitting me in two as he takes control over my pussy. He’s utterly dominant as he keeps his dick inside me, warming his erect length inside my pussy, showing me that he owns me and my cunt. His cock throbs inside me, pulsing with every beat of his heart, stretching me, filling me completely.

“Fuck,” he pants. “Every time I take you, you get tighter. Like your body knows it’s meant to take me. To keep me.”

His thrusts are deep, rhythmic, made for one thing—breeding. That’s how he’s taking me. Purposeful. Intent. His body claiming mine with every stroke.

“Think you’ll get pregnant this time?” he whispers. “Think your pretty little womb is ready to carry my baby?”

My entire body lights up. I arch back, moaning, “Yes… yes, oh my God⁠—”

“You want me to breed you until you’re swollen?”

“Yes—please⁠—”

He slams into me harder, gripping my hips so I can’t move. “I’ll give it to you, Clara. I’ll fill you so full, your body won’t have a choice.”

My head falls back, moaning louder, unable to hide the raw need flooding through me. There’s no one else in the house. No one to stop us. And for once, I don’t care what’s real and what’s fantasy.

All I know is this: I want him. And I want everything he’s giving me.

is hips move with a relentless rhythm, each thrust driving him deeper, claiming me, possessing me. My moans are swallowed by his kiss, my breath hitches as pleasure courses through me, building, intensifying.

His lips trail down my jaw, his teeth nipping at my skin before soothing the sting with his tongue. He kisses my neck, his breath hot against my pulse point. "You feel incredible," he murmurs, his voice a low growl that sends shivers down my spine. "So tight, so wet. Like an eager housewife who wants a baby to take care of."

I cling to him, my nails digging into his shoulders as I rock my hips in time with his thrusts. The scent of our sex fills the air, a heady mix of sweat, arousal, and the crisp, clean smell of freshly fallen snow drifting in from the open window. The cool breeze does nothing to dampen the heat that burns between us, only serving to heighten the sensation of his body against mine.

His mouth finds my breast, his lips closing around my nipple, sucking, teasing. The sensation sends sparks of pleasure Straight to my core, and I cry out, my back arching as I press myself deeper into his touch. His hand grips my other breast, his thumb brushing over the sensitive peak, drawing out a gasp from deep within me.

"That's it, angel," he growls, his voice thick with desire. "Let me hear you. Let me hear how much you want this."

I moan louder, the sound echoing off the kitchen walls, a raw, uninhibited expression of my need. His hips move faster, his cock driving into me with forceful, purposeful thrusts. Each one sends waves of pleasure crashing over me, pushing me closer to the edge.

His mouth captures mine again, his kiss filled with a fierce, possessive hunger. I can feel his cock swelling inside me, his body tensing as his own pleasure builds. The knowledge that he's close, that he's about to fill me with his seed, sends a fresh wave of arousal coursing through my veins.

"Come with me, angel," he rasps, his breath coming in ragged pants. "Come with me now."

His hand slides between our bodies, his fingers finding my clit, circling, stroking. The sensation is electrifying, the combination of his touch and his cock driving into me sending me spiraling over the edge. My orgasm coils around me like a rope, pleasure crashing over me, drowning me in its intensity.

I cry out his name, my body convulsing around him as I come, my pussy clenching and pulsing, milking him for every last drop of pleasure.

When he finally groans and spills inside me, it’s possessive. Reverent. His cock rubs my bare, unprotected walls as he spills into me, filling me with his heat, his life, his essence. His mouth finds mine, kissing me through it, claiming me with more than just his body.

He doesn’t pull out. He just stays there, inside me, holding me tight.

“You belong to me now,” he whispers against my lips. “You’re so damn cute when you’ve been bred and you have my cock in your cunt.”

I nod, trembling. His swollen erection fills me, making my pussy shiver as I feel his sticky cum coating my insides and dripping out of my freshly-fucked pussy hole. His seed trickles down my thighs, making me shiver.

He kisses my forehead. “Then let me keep filling you until you’re full for real.”

And in that moment—messy, breathless, raw—I realize I’m already halfway gone.

And I’m not sure I ever want to come back.
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The Russian show flickers across the TV, but I barely register what’s happening on the screen.

Because I’m lying naked on Nikolai’s chest, his hand lazily stroking circles over my back and breasts like I’m something soft and breakable. And for once… I feel like I am. Breakable. Melted. All liquid and warmth.

We’re still sticky and flushed from earlier. I didn’t even bother putting on underwear. Just crawled onto the couch and pressed my cheek to his chest like I belonged there.

Like I always have.

His other hand slips down between my thighs again, fingers brushing against the slick mess he left inside me. He hums when he finds it. “Still full,” he murmurs.

Heat rises in my cheeks. I curl into him tighter, my legs tangled with his, and bury my face against his neck.

“Nikolai,” I whisper.

“Hm?”

“You always… check.”

He smirks, not looking away from the subtitles. “It’s not checking. It’s admiring.”

I laugh softly. “You’re insane.”

“You’re the one who begged me to put a baby in you five minutes ago,” he replies smugly. “So which one of us is really insane?”

I pinch his side. “Shut up.”

“Never,” he says, shifting me slightly so my thigh rests across his lap. He strokes me there too—lazily, gently, his fingertips drawing invisible shapes over my skin. “You’re perfect like this. Naked. Spoiled. Bred.”

My breath catches.

God. Every time he says that word, it goes straight to my core like he’s flipped some forbidden switch.

He senses it too. Tilts his head so his lips brush the top of mine. “You like when I talk about it, don’t you?”

I hesitate. “I don’t know why I do.”

“Because your body’s made for it.” His tone lowers, rough with something primal. “I feel it every time I’m inside you. Your pussy is do damn fertile, so ready to get knocked up. You need the fulfillment that comes from growing a baby in your belly. And I need to give it to you.”

I sigh, the kind that feels like a soft unraveling. “I never imagined… something like this.”

“What? Having sex on a counter?”

I laugh, pulling the blanket over us. “No. This. After. Lying here. Watching TV. Being touched just because.”

His hand slows against my thigh. He kisses my forehead. “You’ve never had this before?”

“Not really.” I hesitate. My sexual experience was limited before Nikolai.

“I don’t want that with you.” His voice is quiet now. Serious. “I want this. I want to spoil you.”

I lift my head. His eyes are dark and sincere. “Why?”

“Because I like seeing you melt when I touch you. I like hearing your little sighs when you’re sleepy and satisfied. And I like that you feel safe with me.”

I blink fast. My throat tightens.

This isn’t just sex anymore. It hasn’t been for a while.

I let my fingers run over his collarbone, his jaw, the line of his tattoo near his shoulder. I touch him because I want to. Because I can’t not.

We fall into silence again as the show keeps playing.

I point at the screen. “What did she just say?”

“Which one?”

“The redhead. She just said something that sounded like lubov’?”

“Means love,” he says casually.

I go very still.

“Oh,” I say.

He smirks, clearly enjoying my reaction. “What, devushka? You thought I’d let you listen to a whole romance show without throwing that word in?”

I nudge him with my elbow. “What’s devushka?”

“Means girl. Or girlfriend. But more… tender.”

I repeat it softly. “Devushka.”

He grins. “Say it again.”

“Devushka.”

He kisses my shoulder, and then my throat. “You sound sexy speaking Russian.”

I raise an eyebrow. “I bet you say that to all the girls.”

He laughs. “No. None of them ever stayed long enough to learn any words. You’re the first one I’ve ever wanted to lie naked with and teach things to.”

And just like that… my heart cracks open a little more.

I rest my head on his chest again, watching the snowfall from the window.

I don’t know if this is love. Maybe not yet.

But I do know that whatever it is… I don’t want to let it go.

I get absorbed in watching the show. The woman on these Russian shows are so damn beautiful, I can’t help but be captivated by their beauty and expressions, even though I don’t understand what they’re talking about. Nikolai helps me with some of the words, answering my questions patiently, translating the words so I can grasp the meaning.

Time doesn’t exist when I’m naked and warm and curled into Nikolai Antonov’s chest like I belong there.

But then he shifts slightly beneath me, his hand sliding down again, between my thighs. Just to check. Just to touch.

Still full.

Still warm from him.

He cups me with one hand and strokes my breast with the other, and I let out a sleepy, contented sigh.

“You always do this,” I murmur, voice husky.

“Yeah.” He presses a kiss to the top of my head. “Because I’m grateful.”

I blink up at him. “Grateful?”

His gaze drops to mine, dark and raw and way too serious for a boy who usually lives on smug grins. “You let me come inside you every single time,” he says softly. “You trust me. With your body. With… everything.”

I bite my lip. Something sharp and fluttery stirs in my chest.

“There’s no nurse here, Clara,” he continues. “No morning-after pills. And I’ve been filling you for days.” He shifts lower, his mouth brushing my ear now. “You could get pregnant for real.”

My breath hitches.

He touches my belly—softly, reverently—and kisses the skin just above it. “I could be stroking your huge belly soon,” he whispers. “Kissing the baby growing inside you. Watching your tits swell. Holding you while you carry our child.”

Heat floods me. I should be terrified.

But all I feel is… longing.

My fingers find his hair, stroke behind his neck. “You want that?” I whisper.

He kisses me. Slow. Deep. His mouth devours mine like it’s a vow.

When we break apart, his thumb brushes my cheek. “Not today. Not yet. But yes,” he admits. “Someday.”

I exhale shakily. “You’re not scared of it?”

“No.” He stares at me like I’m something sacred. “Because I want you. I more than like you.”

I freeze.

More than like.

The words hit me like a storm cloud that releases warmth instead of rain.

Still, I have to ask. “Would it be crazy… if I didn’t hate the idea of carrying your baby for real?”

His gaze softens. “It’d be the opposite of crazy,” he murmurs. “It’d be perfect.”

My chest aches. I don’t say what’s crawling up my throat.

I am falling. Harder than I meant to.

I lie back down on top of him, letting my fingers paint invisible circles on his chest the way he does on mine. The Russian show continues in the background, but we don’t care anymore.

He drapes the blanket around us. Pulls me tighter against his body.

And we just lie there.

Like we’ve done this a hundred times before.

Like we’ll do it a hundred more.


SEVENTEEN



Clara

My days in Moscow pass like a whirlwind. Visits to important cultural sites, fancy dinner dates with Nikolai, shopping at quaint local stores, and spending our remaining time at home, enjoying intimacy and domesticity fill my calendar. I’ve watched an entire season of a Russian thriller show. I know a lot of Russian words, too.

Nikolai and I have bonded deeply. Seeing him immersed in his culture, at ease, brings out a different side to him. I’m falling in love with him more every day. Our life feels idyllic. Going to so many expensive places, eating luxurious food, and enjoying the finest things in life gives me a new perspective on being rich. I love this life. The comfort and beauty that surrounds me speaks to my heart. I wonder how many years it’ll take for me to make enough money to afford a lifestyle like this. Nikolai will slip into this opulent life as soon as he graduates.

Sometimes, I wish I could be by his side, even after we graduate. His presence is soothing. I love being around him. What would it be like to be in a relationship with him, when my days are filled with his teasing banter, laughter, and generosity? I’d be his bratva princess. His bratva girlfriend. The thought crops up at the most unexpected moments, like when he’s buying me a trinket a store, or whipping hot chocolate off my lips.

It’s unrealistic. I doubt Nikolai wants something serious right after high school. He’s a mafia prince. He can play the field, sow his wild oats for as long as he wants to.

The thought deflates my mood. I’m starting to feel possessive and clingy around Nikolai. I want him to pick me, to stay with me. He’s no longer my bully; he’s the guy who showed me the world, who takes care of me, gives me the kind of sex that my body needs, and fulfills me on every level. I wonder if I do the same for him, too.

I smooth my hand down the gown I’m wearing, staring at the mirror. Nikolai invited me to be his plus one for a formal event in Moscow. When I said I didn’t have anything appropriate to wear, he had someone bring me this dress. That’s him. He’s spontaneous, and he doesn’t give a fuck about spending a lot of money on me.

I’ve never worn anything this expensive in my entire life.

The gown is midnight blue, velvet-soft and cut to hug every curve like it was made for me. It dips low at the back and glimmers faintly under the overhead chandelier in the guest room. My hair is half-up, twisted and pinned with delicate crystal clips Nikolai said reminded him of snowflakes.

He watches me from the doorway now, leaning against the frame like he owns the world.

“You’re staring,” I whisper, smoothing the fabric at my hips.

He doesn’t move. “I’ll never get tired of seeing you like this.”

Heat climbs my throat. I pretend to fuss with an earring, but it’s hard to focus when he stalks closer, wearing a black suit that makes him look unfairly dangerous and regal all at once.

“Turn around,” he murmurs.

I do, slowly.

He slides his arms around me, fingers brushing along the neckline of the gown before he cups my breasts from behind. My breath catches.

“Don’t—” I gasp, wincing slightly.

Nikolai pauses instantly. “Did I hurt you?”

“No. Not really. They’re just…” I shift a little, awkward. “Sensitive.”

His brows pinch. “Since when?”

“Since this morning.” I shrug, trying to brush it off. “It’s probably nothing. Maybe I’m going to get my period.”

But even as I say it, something feels off. I’m usually not this tender unless I’m already on my period.

Still, I can’t think about that right now. Not with Nikolai pressing a soft kiss to the side of my neck, his hands careful now as he slides them to my waist.

“You look so grown-up,” he murmurs. “Glamorous.”

I roll my eyes, though my cheeks flush with warmth. “I look like I’m trying to crash someone’s royal wedding.”

He chuckles. “You look like a Bratva princess.”

I glance at him in the mirror. “That’s not a real thing.”

“It should be.” His voice is thick with something that sounds suspiciously like pride. “And if it was, it’d be you.”

My chest tightens. God, this man has too much power over me.

We leave the townhouse a few minutes later. Leo’s car is waiting out front—sleek, black, with a driver already at the wheel. Two more cars follow us in convoy as we make our way through the snowy streets of Moscow.

I don’t know what I expected a Bratva party to look like, but the moment we arrive, I’m stunned.

The venue is a historic mansion just outside the city, glowing gold in the snow. Men in suits, women in designer gowns. Crystal glasses filled with champagne. And that low, electric hum of power pulsing beneath the surface of every laugh, every toast.

Nikolai keeps me close all night.

He introduces me to distant cousins, trusted lieutenants, wives and fiancées. I’m dizzy from the Russian, from the sheer weight of the wealth and influence in this room. But I hold my own. Smile. Make conversation.

At one point, I lean into him and whisper, “This doesn’t feel real.”

He smirks, fingers brushing my hip. “It’s not supposed to. It’s a glimpse of the life I want to give you.”

I want to ask what that means—really means—but then Leo approaches, flanked by two men who look like they could bench-press a tank, and I’m swept into another round of introductions.

Nikolai doesn’t stop touching me. A hand on my back. A brush of his fingers over mine. His thumb grazing the inside of my wrist. Possessive. Protective.

And the whole time, I’m hyper-aware of my body. My tender breasts. The slight heaviness in my belly. The fluttering heat between my thighs that never seems to fully go away.

Maybe it’s just the dress. The setting. Him.

But I can’t shake the feeling that something’s changing.

And I don’t think I’m ready for what it might mean.

“You okay?” he murmurs at my ear, his lips brushing the shell gently. “You look nervous.”

I snort. “Do I look like a commoner?”

“You look like a queen. But one who’s thinking too hard.”

I force a smile. But as my eyes scan the crowd again, I freeze. There’s a man across the room—tall as a doorframe, wide as a wardrobe. His neck is thicker than my thigh and a snake tattoo coils up his shaved scalp. I nudge Nikolai.

“Who is that guy?” I ask, curious. “He looks like he eats people.”

Nikolai glances over his champagne glass and grins. “Oh him? He’s the one who slaughtered a whole village with just a spoon. Mafia legend.”

My eyes go round. “Wait, what?”

He laughs. “I’m kidding. He’s one of Aleksei’s old connections. Probably runs something dull, like pipeline security. You really think I’d bring you to a party full of war criminals?”

I side-eye him. “Do I need to start reading up on your family tree again?”

“No, but I love that you're always trying to figure me out.” He kisses my temple and glances down. “But seriously, you've been off all night. Fidgeting. Grimacing.”

I shift awkwardly. “It’s… nothing.”

He arches a brow. “Clara.”

I sigh and step closer, needing the warmth of him in this too-glamorous room.

“My breasts feel sore. And kind of heavy,” I admit quietly, embarrassed even as I say it. “And my stomach feels full. Like, almost bloated? Maybe I’m getting my period. I don’t know.”

His hand slides low around my waist, pulling me flush against him. His tone drops.

“Or maybe your body just needs me.”

I flush. “You’re incorrigible.”

“And you’re not denying it.”

His hand skims my side. “Let me check. I have medical training, you know. In indecent diagnosis.”

I roll my eyes. “We’re not—wait, where are we going?”

He’s already steering me toward the hallway, past a velvet curtain and down a side corridor, quieter and less crowded. His stride is purposeful. My heart races.

“Nik—”

“Shh,” he says, opening a heavy door with a polished brass handle. “Just a quick checkup.”

It’s a powder room—ornate, marble-lined, elegant.

He pushes me gently into the first stall, locks the door behind us with a soft click, and turns to face me in the dim light. His eyes flicker down to the neckline of my dress, then back up.

“No one’s coming in,” he murmurs. “And I think these—” he brushes the tops of my breasts “—need attention.”

“I don’t think you can do anything about them,” I whisper, breathless.

He smirks. “Want to find out?”

Then his hands slide up, tugging at the top of my gown. It dips, baring me slowly. My breath hitches. He doesn’t rush. He watches as the fabric falls, as my breasts spill out, heavy and flushed.

My nipples are hard and swollen, like juicy grapes. The way Nikolai’s gaze smolders, it’s clear that he wants to suck on them, bite them and feel me writhing under him. My body shivers at the coolness of the air that touches my skin. My areolae are sensitive, huger than usual. Darker, too. I try to recall if that has ever happened before during a period, but I can’t remember.

My nerves prickle with pain as he brushes his thumb over my hard buds, teasing them gently. An ache radiates through my boob flesh, pooling in my core.

“Look at you,” he whispers reverently. “So full for me.”

He bends his head, kissing one nipple, then the other, slow and warm, and the ache in my core deepens. His hands knead gently, tender but possessive, mouth latching with lazy pressure, sucking until my knees threaten to buckle.

Nikolai's mouth is hot and wet on my breasts, his tongue swirling around my nipple before sucking it into his mouth. I gasp, arching into him as he draws out a moan from deep within me. His hands are firm yet gentle, kneading the soft flesh, his thumbs brushing over the hardened peaks, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core.

He moves to the other breast, giving it the same attention, his mouth hungry and insistent. I can feel the scrape of his stubble against my sensitive skin, the cool air of the room contrasting with the heat of his mouth. My body is on fire, my pussy throbbing with need as he sucks and licks, his tongue flicking against my nipple, drawing out a gasp from deep within me.

"You taste so fucking good," he murmurs against my skin, his voice a low growl that sends shivers down my spine. "I could feast on you all day. Your breasts are so hot, baby. So big and full, like you’re filled with milk for our baby."

I gasp when he sucks hard, then pull his head closer to my chest, arching my back and encouraging him to suckle me more.

“You like this?” he asks, tongue circling slowly.

I can’t speak. I nod.

He groans. “Your body’s begging for it. Begging for me to fill it again.”

My head falls back against the wall, and he wraps one arm around my waist, keeping me upright as his other hand strokes down—over my belly, then lower, pressing where he knows I’m wet.

“I’ll always take care of you,” he breathes. “Always.”

His hand moves lower, pushing up the skirt of my gown, his fingers trailing up my inner thigh. I can feel the wetness between my legs, the ache in my core that's begging for his touch. He finds the edge of my panties, pulling them aside, and I gasp as his fingers brush against my slick folds.

"So wet for me," he groans, his mouth moving back to mine, capturing my lips in a searing kiss. His fingers stroke my clit, circling the sensitive bundle of nerves, sending waves of pleasure crashing over me. “I love touching your slippery cunt when it’s ripe and ready to be bred.”

I moan into his mouth, my hips rocking against his hand, seeking more friction. He doesn't disappoint, his fingers sliding inside me, pumping in and out, drawing out a gasp from deep within me.

"You're so tight," he murmurs, his voice ragged. "So hot. Fertile and unprotected. I could knock you up so easily right now."

He pulls away suddenly, leaving me bereft, but before I can protest, he's spinning me around, pressing me against the wall of the stall. His hands grip my hips, holding me in place as he kicks my legs apart, spreading me wide.

I can hear the rustle of fabric as he undoes his pants, the sound of his zipper echoing in the small space. And then he's pressing against me, the head of his cock teasing my entrance, coating himself in my wetness.

"Is this what you want?" he growls, his voice dark with desire. "You want me to fill you up? To breed you like the good little breeding slut you are?"

"Yes," I gasp, my voice barely a whisper. "Please, Nikolai. I need it."

He slams into me, filling me completely, his cock stretching me wide. I cry out, the sound echoing off the walls of the stall, the pleasure so intense it's almost painful.

He starts to move, his hips slapping against mine, his cock driving into me with forceful, purposeful thrusts. Each one sends waves of pleasure crashing over me, pushing me closer to the edge.

"You feel so good," he groans, his hands gripping my hips tightly, his fingers digging into my soft flesh. "So tight. So perfect."

His mouth finds my breasts again, sucking and licking, his tongue flicking against my nipples, sending currents of pleasure straight to my core. Each press of his tongue sends a jolt of electricity through my body, the sensation so intense it's almost too much.

His hand moves between my legs, his fingers finding my plump, wet clit that’s soaked in my pussy juices, drawing out a gasp from deep within me. The sensation is too much, the pleasure so intense it's almost painful.

I cry, but the sound fades when he stimulates my clit again, sending an ever sharper stab of current through my core. I’m melting in his arms, liquefying into a puddle of rapture. My legs are shaking. I can’t even think straight anymore. My body is overstimulated. I have a fever that will only end if I climax.

"Come for me so I can feel that fertile pussy squeezing my dick," he commands, his voice ragged. “Milk me for everything I've got."

And I do. I come hard, my body convulsing, my pussy clenching around his cock, the pleasure so intense it leaves me breathless.

The sensation hits like a slap, radiating through my body like a sting that’s both painful and pleasurable. I’m so absorbed in my own release that I can barely feel him squirting cum inside my channel. He shoots more and more sticky seed into my raw pussy, coating me with his semen.

The ringing of a bell resounds in the distance. The sound is dull, yet loud.

“Happy new year, baby,” Nikolai says, dumping more loads of cum into my pussy. “I hope this year brings us new blessings.”

His cock swells inside my pussy, and he squeezes my belly. I know what blessing he’s referring to. This was Aleksei’s New Years’ Eve party, after all.

“I can’t believe I’m welcoming the new year with your cock buried inside me.”

“It’s the best way, isn’t it?” he pumps in and out, going slow, not increasing the pace. I feel every stroke deep inside me, touching my cervix, making my body numb with pleasure. My bones feel heavier than my breasts and stomach. I’m saturated with his cum, my pussy full of his potent seed.

In this moment, nothing else matters. Not the party outside, not the new year, not the uncertainty of the future. All that matters is him and me, our bodies joined, our hearts beating as one.

And as he holds me, his body warm and solid against mine, I know that whatever the new year brings, I want to face it with him by my side. Because this, right here, is where I belong.

I’m happiest in his arms, and I’m terrified of what that means.


EIGHTEEN



Nikolai

Clara’s still feeling the tiredness from last night’s orgasm when we board the flight to Las Vegas early next morning.

She falls asleep during the ride, her head resting in my lap. She’s so delicate and beautiful. The dark circles under her eyes make her look even more sensual.

My pretty angel who always works so hard to give me an orgasm.

I bred her properly last night. It was so good. Now that we’re going to Mikhail’s house, I’ll have to share her time with his fiancée Zorina, who has promised to show Clara around Las Vegas. I doubt we’ll be able to spend much time alone.

I caress her jaw, luxuriating in the feel of her soft skin. When she scrunches her eyes, she looks so cute, I kiss her cheek.

That’s when I realize that I love her. It’s not a startling realization, more like a slow fog creeping up over my brain. I adore her in ways that are emotional, not physical. I want to spend every second of the day with her, bantering, seeing her clever mind work.

I have no idea what I’m going to do with these feelings. I don’t know if she feels the same. But I hope she does. Because I’ll have to confess eventually. I can’t hide this forever. I’ll give her more time to get used to me, to start considering the idea of being together beyond high school. We can apply to the same college, go together.

I’m so wrapped up in thoughts of my future with Clara that I don’t notice when the place touches down in Las Vegas.

Clara stirs awake just as the wheels of the jet kiss the runway. I brush my fingers down her hair and whisper, “We’re here, angel.”

She blinks sleepily. Her lips are parted and pink. I kiss her forehead before she can even fully sit up.

When we disembark, the Vegas heat hits us like a slap even though it’s December. Clara squints, tugging her hoodie closer around her.

The sleek black Rolls Royce parked on the tarmac glints under the sun. Next to it, Mikhail leans against the hood like he owns the whole damn city. Maybe he does. In a way.

His dark gray suit fits him like armor. Expensive, tailored, unbothered. There’s a shadow behind his sharp eyes, the kind you only get from carrying too many secrets. His hair is shorter than Leo’s, his jaw squared, and the way his mouth is set tells me he’s had enough of everyone’s shit for the day—and it’s barely noon.

Standing beside him is Zorina.

She’s dressed like she walked off the stage of a European concert hall—black high-waisted trousers, a silk blouse that whispers with every move, her violin case slung over her shoulder like a weapon. She’s delicate and lethal at once, like glass that could cut.

When Clara sees her, her eyes widen. I feel her grip tighten on my hand.

Mikhail steps forward. “You’re late,” he says, but there’s a smirk under the words.

“Blame the pilot,” I shoot back. “Clara fell asleep drooling on me and I didn’t want to wake her.”

Clara gasps. “I didn’t drool.”

Zorina steps in with a soft laugh, already defusing the energy. “You must be Clara.”

Her voice is low and lyrical, like a song almost. There’s something so composed about her, and yet her eyes betray something else—tension, hunger, restraint. Zorina is from a bratva family. Her dad literally sold her to us in return for a business partnership. Misha got stuck with her, even though he didn’t mind. They’ve been engaged since she was eighteen.

She looks better than she did a year ago. She’s more confident. Grown up. But that familiar haunted pain still colors her eyes.

She hugs Clara gently, but there’s real warmth in it. “I’m Zorina. Misha’s fiancée. We’ll be spending a lot of time together. I’ll make sure you enjoy Las Vegas.”

“Thank you,” Clara breathes.

I glance sideways at Mikhail. His eyes are fixed on Zorina like she’s something he’s not allowed to touch. Not yet. Maybe never.

“You two make a cute couple,” Clara offers politely.

Zorina’s smile falters. “It’s an arranged engagement. We’re set to marry next year.”

My brows rise. “Have you even kissed yet?”

Silence.

Zorina looks down at the pavement.

Mikhail says nothing.

“Well,” I mutter. “That answers that.”

“I’m grateful to Mikhail,” Zorina says, adjusting the strap of her case. “He signed me when no one else would. Took a chance on me. I owe him everything.”

She says it with practiced gratitude, but even I can hear the longing underneath. She looks at him like she wants more but has accepted she’ll never have it.

Clara leans closer to me, her voice low. “They’re like a real-life Russian tragedy.”

“I’ve been saying that,” I murmur back. But the truth is, I hate the look on Clara’s face when she watches Zorina. Like she’s seeing something in her that I can’t give. Something elegant, grown-up. Independent.

She’s slipping into their world too easily.

She belongs here. I know that now. But the idea of her belonging to them more than to me…

No. I can’t let that happen.

I slide my arm around her waist and pull her closer. “You look gorgeous,” I whisper. “I want to show you off. But not too much. I’ll get jealous.”

She tilts her head up, teasing. “You get jealous over me?”

“Of course I do. You’re mine, Clara. Maybe I should kiss you to remind you who you belong to? Unlike these two,” I give Misha and Zorina a pointed glance. They’re standing three feet apart like awkward teenagers. “We’re already past that stage.”

Mikhail clears his throat irately. He opens the car door. “Let’s go. It’s hot, and I’m not in the mood for foreplay today.”

Zorina rolls her eyes but smiles faintly.

Clara slips into the backseat. I follow her. As the door closes behind us, I make a silent vow:

She’s not going to drift away from me—not here. Not in this city. Not when I’ve only just realized what she means to me.

Zorina chatters throughout the car ride to Mikhail’s house. Clara is also pretty talkative. The girls seem to have hit it off. Clara is intrigued by Zorina’s profession and Zorina by her normal life as a student at an elite English boarding school. They come from different worlds—Zorina went to school around here. Her father forbade her from attending college. He’s old-fashioned. He wanted her to get married and become a wife while she was young, before she got any other ideas. But she wanted to be a violinist. Mikhail paid for her college education after he signed her to his record label. He thought she was too young to marry him, anyway.

He’s still not ready for marriage. They keep putting it off. It has been seven years now. That’s the longest engagement anybody in the bratva has heard of. They’re a running joke now.

I open the window as Misha’s house comes into view. It’s such a familiar sight that it tugs at my heartstrings. I miss the sun-soaked mornings I spent here.

When we step in, Clara’s eyes bulge out of their sockets. She rubs her eyes, like she doesn’t believe what she’s seeing.

Mikhail’s Las Vegas house isn’t just big.

It’s obscene.

A massive, Spanish-style villa nestled behind high white stone walls and lined with black iron gates. Ivy wraps the courtyard columns like nature itself is bowing to him. A long driveway cuts through manicured hedges and ends at a circle where five black cars are parked, gleaming like weapons.

Clara’s mouth parts as we approach the front door, her fingers still laced with mine.

“This looks like a luxury hotel,” she whispers.

“Wait till you see the inside,” I smirk.

Inside, the foyer opens up to cathedral-high ceilings, glimmering with chandeliers and accented by dark wood beams. The floors are marble. There’s a sweeping staircase, a grand piano that no one touches, and velvet-draped hallways leading off into rooms I haven’t even explored.

There’s also no shortage of Bratva soldiers stationed discreetly throughout the place—some wearing pressed suits, others in black polos with coiled tattoos peeking out from their sleeves.

Clara notices.

She leans close. “They’re here, too.”

“Part of the job,” Misha says from ahead, not even turning around. “This isn’t a safe world, sweetheart. It’s just a beautiful one.”

Zorina laughs under her breath, almost like she’s heard that line before.

We walk into the living room. Dark leather couches. A fireplace flickering low. One of the guards immediately steps forward to take our coats, but Clara hesitates, shy.

“Want something to drink?” Zorina offers, her voice soft as she steps toward the bar cart.

Mikhail raises a brow. “Sit down. I’ll ask one of the guys.”

Zorina stops mid-reach. “It’s okay. I don’t mind.”

Mikhail gives her a look. “I do. You’re going to be my wife, and my wife doesn’t lift a finger in her own house. You only give orders. It’s the staff’s job to take care of these tasks.”

Zorina blushes, but she doesn’t disobey Mikhail. His intentions are good, even though his voice is cold. I know he cares about her, even if it’s only because she’ll be the mother of his children one day and wear his ring. But I think Zorina wants more. She wants love, real affection. I see it in her eyes. The disappointment.

She brings herself over to the living room and takes a seat. There it is again. That quiet boundary. The distance. They sit on opposite sides of the long couch, a chasm between them. Leo finds it odd, too. He even asked Mikhail once if he’d be able to fuck Zorina on their wedding night, since he refuses to touch her. In response, Mikhail growled and told Leo to mind his business.

I don’t get to dwell on it. Because a soldier comes over with a tray and hands Clara a tall glass of something orange.

He nods, polite. “Fresh-pressed. You’ll like it.”

Clara beams. “Thank you. This looks amazing.”

He smiles. I hate that smile. It’s too forward, like he’s flirting with her. I don’t blame him for having feelings for Clara, but I hate the way she’s looking at him, like he’s someone interesting. Like he means something. Jealousy burns through my veins. She should only look at me like that. Those smiles should be reserved for me.

Acid burns in my gut. If I had any doubts, I now know my feelings for Clara are more intense than I thought. I can’t stomach the thought of her liking another man, even platonically. “If you need anything else, just call,” the soldier says, his fingers lingering on hers.

My jaw ticks.

My fingers tighten around the armrest of the armchair I’m sitting on. Clara is far away, right next to Zorina. I took a seat close to Mikhail.

“Thank you. You can go now.” I direct my attention to the guy handing Clara her glass of juice. My words are curt and dismissive.

Mikhail watches me with the slow smile of a shark. “Relax, lover boy. You’re practically growling.”

I crack my knuckles. “He was smiling at her.”

“He was being polite,” Misha replies dryly. “Is this what teenage love looks like?”

I glare at him. “You wouldn’t know. You’ve never been in love. I hate the thought of the woman l love liking someone more than me.”

Mikhail leans back on the couch, eyes drifting to Zorina, who’s sipping her drink and scrolling through her phone, oblivious. Or pretending to be.

“I understand the sentiment,” he says quietly.

I don’t reply. Because the air around him just shifted.

“You want to keep her, brat,” Mikhail continues. “Then control yourself. If she’s who you think she is… she won’t fall for another man just because he smiled at her.”

I exhale. Slowly. His words settle like ice in my chest—cooling me down but reminding me what’s at stake.

Clara sips the juice, cheeks pink from the heat. The soldier disappears back into the hallway.

Zorina sets down her glass and turns to Clara. “Do you want to go shopping tomorrow? I have a concert coming up, and I need a new outfit. I’d love for you to come—and get something for yourself. I want you to be there.”

Clara brightens. “You want me to be at the concert?”

Zorina nods enthusiastically. “My family doesn’t approve of my career choice, so they never come to see me perform.” She falls quiet, her gaze slipping past Misha as she admits. “Mikhail’s busy with work. I’d love to have a familiar face in the audience. Nikolai, you’re welcome to come, too.”

I scoff. “I fell asleep the last time.”

Mikhail growls.

I raise my arms. “Don’t give me that murderous gaze. It’s not my fault that your fiancée’s classical music puts me to sleep.”

Clara laughs. The sound, bright and vibrant, resonates throughout the space. The echo warm in my bones.

She takes Zorina’s hand. “I promise I won’t fall asleep.”

“Thank you.” Zorina fumes at me. “At least Nikolai has good taste in girlfriends.”

“I don’t need a new outfit,” Clara says.

“You do. It’s my gift to you. Please. I love having someone to buy clothes with.”

Clara sighs. “If you say so.”

“She’ll get mobbed if she shops with you,” I mutter. “You’re, like, semi-famous.”

Zorina chuckles. “It’ll be fun.”

“Maybe I should come, too. Just in case.”

“No.” Zorina crosses her arms. “It’s a girl’s date. We’ll have Misha’s soldiers trailing us, anyway.”

Mikhail reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls out his wallet. Various cards glitter in the card holder. He plucks out a black Amex and holds it out to Zorina. Look at him being generous to his fiancée.

“That card has no limit. You sure you want to give that to two women who can bankrupt you?” I sniff.

“I trust you,” Mikahil says to Zorina. “You don’t have expensive tastes, anyway.”

She blinks, unsure if he complimented her or insulted her. “It’s okay. I don’t need that. I have my own card.”

“Take it,” he says firmly. “Buy yourself something good. And Clara, too.”

“I really⁠—”

“Zoya.” His voice deepens. “Take it.”

She hesitates—then accepts it without another word, fingers brushing his. For a second, something flickers between them. But it’s gone in a flash.

Mikhail turns to me. “While they’re out being bad for my credit card… you and I should shoot some pool. Like the old days.”

“Sounds good,” I say, still watching Clara.

Because even in this palace, surrounded by soldiers, marble, and unspoken tension—I only care about the way she smiles at Zorina.

She’s slipping into this world with a kind of grace that terrifies me.

And that makes me think: What if she can fit into my world and be a part of my future after all?


NINETEEN



Clara

I feel sick as Zorina’s car swerves over a curve. I’ve been feeling nauseous this morning. I don’t know why. Maybe it’s because I didn’t eat anything on the way.

“Um…can we stop somewhere? I think I’m going to puke.” I tug at Zorina’s expensive silk blouse.

Panic flashes in her beautiful eyes. She’s so gorgeous, like a Russian doll and a supermodel rolled into one person. She has this doe-like innocence, but it’s complemented by her worldly elegance. You can tell she’s somebody with achievements. She carries herself with quiet polish and confidence, like she’s sure of her place in the world. I feel secure with her. I want to become someone like Zorina.

“Clara, what’s wrong?”

“I didn’t eat anything on the plane,” I reply. “Now I want to throw up.”

“Sure.” She taps the driver, whispering something in Russian.

She rubs my back like a mother. My heart aches at her gentle touch. My own mother never did such things. “He’s taking us to a restaurant. You can use their restroom,” she says.

The car jerks to a halt in front of a sleek glass-fronted restaurant tucked between designer boutiques. The second the tires stop, I throw the door open and stumble out, one hand pressed over my mouth.

Zorina is right behind me.

“Clara!” she calls, heels clicking as she hurries after me.

I find the restroom almost by instinct, pushing through the elegant interior, barely registering the soft jazz and clinking of silverware. I make it to the sink just in time and lean over the porcelain bowl.

The retching starts immediately.

Hot and violent. My stomach heaves like it’s punishing me for something I can’t remember doing. My knees wobble. I can’t breathe between the waves.

Zorina rushes in behind me. “Oh, sweetheart,” she murmurs, crouching down and gathering my hair into her hands like it’s the most natural thing in the world.

She holds it gently, her touch light and maternal, murmuring soft words in Russian I don’t understand. The sound calms me anyway. When I finally slump back against the wall, gasping for air, she’s still there. Present. Grounding.

“Here,” she says, opening her purse with one hand and producing a small travel-sized pack of mints. “It’ll help.”

I nod weakly and accept one, pressing it to my tongue. Zorina helps me to the sink and I rinse my mouth with cold water. My face looks pale and drawn in the mirror. My lipstick’s smudged. I look like someone who hasn’t slept—or eaten.

“Are you okay now?” she asks softly.

I nod, wiping my mouth. “Yeah. I feel better now. I don’t know what that was.”

“You’re pale,” she says, her eyes scanning my face like a concerned older sister. “You must rest. Do you want to eat breakfast? This restaurant makes a mean pancake.”

The mention of food alone is enough to make my stomach tense. I don’t think whatever is un my system is gone yet.

“I don’t want to ruin our day,” I whisper. “I think I just need to slow down. Maybe eat something later.”

Zorina pulls me into a hug, her perfume soft and floral, comforting. “We don’t have to rush. I’ll sit with you as long as you need.”

God, I’m glad I’m with her. I don’t know if I could’ve handled this alone.

After a few minutes, when the dizziness fades and the tightness in my stomach eases, I squeeze her hand. “I think I’m ready to go dress shopping.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah. I just need to take it slow.”

We exit the restaurant hand in hand. She flags the car, and the driver steps out to open the door. He hands me a bottle of water and I mutter a soft “thank you” before unscrewing the cap and sipping it slowly.

The water is cold and clean, and it helps.

Still, I lean back in the seat, frowning at my body like it’s turned traitor.

My stomach still feels off—too full, too heavy. My skin is warm. I’m tired. So, so tired. I rest my cheek against the window, letting the glass cool my face.

I probably should’ve accepted Zorina’s offer to eat, but I don’t know if I could’ve kept anything down.

Something’s definitely wrong.

But I don’t know what.

I press a hand gently to my belly, wondering if it’s just travel fatigue.

Or something else.

Zorina is beside me, humming along to the radio, already listing the boutiques she wants to take me to. Her energy is radiant, steady. I let it anchor me as the car speeds toward our first shopping stop.

The car glides down a wide Las Vegas boulevard, the desert sun slanting through tinted windows and casting golden glimmers across Zorina’s perfectly styled hair.

The car pulls into a sprawling designer outlet parking lot, the lot dotted with sleek, expensive cars and palm trees swaying lightly in the dry Vegas wind. The building in front of us is stunning—floor-to-ceiling windows, minimalist black-and-gold signage that spells "Maison De Lumière" in delicate serif font. Elegant mannequins in couture dresses pose like royalty in the windows.

Zorina murmurs something to the driver, then tucks her phone between her ear and shoulder. She’s mid-conversation with Misha, speaking softly in Russian, as she opens the door and gracefully steps out.

I follow, my heels clicking against the asphalt. The dry heat hits me, but I barely feel it. My eyes are on the boutique. It looks like something from a fashion movie montage—the kind of place only elite women walk into, already certain they belong there.

Zorina finishes her call, slipping the phone into her purse. “You go in first,” she says warmly, adjusting her sunglasses. “I’ll be right behind. Misha just asked me something. I need to text him back.”

“Okay.” I smile and turn toward the entrance, one hand brushing my hair back. The boutique gleams under the late-morning sun, promising glamour and luxury.

Then—

Pop.

A sharp crack snaps the air, echoing unnaturally off the pavement.

My body freezes.

Another shot fires, louder this time.

The air splits—and suddenly the driver is yelling, dragging Zorina back behind the car with lightning reflexes.

Gunshot.

I scream as instinct takes over. My legs move before my brain catches up.

A flash of motion—someone across the parking lot, dressed in black, mask pulled tight. The gun is aimed.

At Zorina.

She’s exposed, fumbling to dodge, caught off guard. I don’t think—I move.

I throw myself sideways, slamming into her, pushing her toward the car as the third shot fires.

The bullet grazes past me.

Pain—a streaking burn along my upper thigh. My knees hit the ground, scraping asphalt. I suck in a gasp.

Zorina is screaming. The driver is shooting back, his gun raised, stance firm and deadly. His bullet hits something. A body collapses in the distance.

Everything blurs.

My leg is bleeding.

"Clara!" Zorina drops to her knees, grabbing me, pulling me close. “Oh God—Clara, you’re hit!”

“I’m—fine—” I pant. “It just grazed me.”

Her hands are shaking as she pulls a monogrammed handkerchief from her purse and presses it to my leg, applying pressure. Her eyes are wide with panic, her soft voice urgent. “You saved my life.”

“I—I didn’t think. I just saw—” My voice trembles. I feel dizzy.

“You’re brave,” she whispers. “So brave.”

The driver yells something over his shoulder in Russian. Then turns to us. “We’re calling Mikhail. An ambulance is coming.”

“Was it a hit?” Zorina demands.

“Rival gang. They aimed for you.”

My stomach flips, but it’s not fear—it’s nausea again. The world tilts. I sag against Zorina, my body suddenly weak and hot.

“You’re going to be okay,” she keeps whispering, cradling me like a child. “Just hold on. Help is coming.”

I nod faintly, too tired to reply. My eyes flutter.

Her perfume surrounds me—soft jasmine, like warmth and silk.

My cheek falls to her lap.

Everything fades.
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The first thing I notice is the sound.

Beep. Beep. Beep.

Steady. Slow. Like a clock counting seconds I lost.

White ceiling. Warm light. A faint antiseptic scent clings to the air. I’m wrapped in softness, a blanket over my chest. My mouth is dry, but my body… it doesn’t ache. Not yet. There’s only a gentle throb where something must’ve stung me. I blink a few times.

Zorina’s voice comes first, soft and urgent. “Is she awake? Nikolai—look⁠—”

Then Mikhail’s voice, calm and commanding. “Give her space. Let her adjust.”

But I don’t need space.

I need him.

Nikolai.

He’s by my side, gripping my hand like a lifeline. His head is bowed, tears streaking silently down his cheek. When he looks up and sees my eyes open, he lets out a harsh, broken breath.

“Baby.” His voice is ragged. “Clara, you’re okay. You’re okay.” He leans over me, pressing his lips to my forehead, then my cheek, then my temple—kisses soft and frantic.

“I’m fine,” I whisper, my voice hoarse. “Niko…”

“I thought I’d lost you,” he says, his forehead dropping to rest on my shoulder. “I thought—God—I thought I’d be walking around broken for years. Years, Clara. Trying to survive without you.”

I blink fast, tears slipping into my hair.

I can’t even make sense of what he’s saying. His expression, his tears, his words…he’s deeply affected by this. But I didn’t know his feelings for me were so intense. “You…why would you be broken?”

“Because I love you, Clara. And I would miss you every day.” Nikolai closes his eyes, and tears leak down his eyelashes. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you before. I’ve had feelings for you for a while, but I didn’t want to scare you away by confessing too soon.”

My heart blooms, like someone pumped air inside my ribcage. Nikolai loves me, and that makes me feel so damn good. Because I love him, too. He bullied me to protect me. He didn’t judge my secret desires and gave me what I wanted. He’s like my closest confidante and sexual fantasy rolled into one. I know what we have is special. It’s something I feel in my bones.

“I love you, too,” I rasp out. My throat feels dry, but I want to tell him. I don’t want him to wonder. “I didn’t think you’d ever like me back.”

“Spending time with you is my favorite thing in the world,” Nikolai says. “Being with you in Russia, spending time at home, watching TV together…I started to long for that kind of life. I want to do those mundane, domestic activities with you forever.”

“Including breeding me on the counter?” I mouth at him, teasing.

“Including that.” A slight smile tips up his lips. I love seeing him like this, free and expressive. Knowing my feelings for Nikolai are reciprocated is a huge burden off my chest. He presses his lips to my knuckles, voice low and reverent. “Don’t worry. We’re going to make it through this. They ran every test. Mikhail told the doctors to scan for everything. He didn’t want to risk internal bleeding, or organ damage. I just wanted them to find a way to save you. I’d give you my blood, my bones, my life. I would’ve done anything.”

Before I can speak, the door opens.

A man walks in, tall and lean, wearing a white coat. He has a thick mustache, silver at the ends, and half-moon glasses perched on his nose.

The doctor.

Misha rises from his chair and stands next to Zorina. Both of them look expectant but tense, like they’re bracing for the worst.

The doctor clears his throat, adjusting a clipboard. “Miss Wells. You were fortunate. The bullet only grazed the outer thigh—no penetration of the femoral artery. We treated the wound and administered fluids for mild dehydration. You’ll be sore and swollen from the bruising. There may be some nausea, fatigue—natural symptoms after blunt trauma and stress.”

I nod slowly. “Okay.”

The doctor pauses. “We ran additional diagnostics… per your guardian’s request.” He glances at Mikhail, who doesn’t flinch. “And we found something else.”

The room stills.

Nikolai’s hand tenses in mine.

Zorina grips the back of a chair.

The silence hangs like a storm cloud until⁠—

“You’re pregnant.”

It takes a moment for the words to register.

Then…

It hits me like warmth in my chest, spreading out in gentle waves.

Not fear. Not panic.

Joy. Whole-body, chest-expanding, air-rushing joy. Something inside me glows. My belly feels warm. I feel my womb pulsing, throbbing with the realization that it’s nurturing a new life. And that makes me feel special. Lucky. I get to grow a whole baby inside me, be a mom, have someone to love and cherish forever. It’s the greatest gift, even if the timing is inconvenient.

“I’m… I’m pregnant?” I repeat, like I need to say it out loud for it to become real.

The doctor nods. “Five to six weeks, based on hormone levels. We’ll do an ultrasound later to confirm the exact gestation.”

Nikolai is staring at me, lips parted.

Zorina exhales shakily, a hand over her mouth. She looks at me, nodding, trying to reassure me nonverbally that everything will be okay. Her acceptance and lack of judgment emboldens me. My stomach contracts with pleasure. There are people who will be happy for me, even if I become a teen mom. That is something I couldn’t have imagined before meeting Nikolai.

Misha claps the doctor on the shoulder. “We’ll give them a moment.”

Zorina kisses my forehead. “I’ll be just outside.”

I smile faintly, tears filling my eyes. “Thank you.”

They leave the room, the door clicking shut behind them.

Now it’s just me and Nikolai.

He leans in, kissing my lips deeply—tenderly, but with reverence, like a vow. His thumb brushes the corner of my mouth.

“I couldn’t believe it,” he breathes. “When the doctor said it—I thought I imagined it. But then I saw you smile. And I knew.”

“I want to keep it,” I whisper. “But I… I might need help.”

His voice is fierce with emotion. “You’re not doing this alone. We’re raising this baby together, Clara. You and me.”

I blink. “You mean—co-parents?”

“I mean as husband and wife,” he says softly. “I want to marry you. Do this properly. I’m more traditional than I look, Clara Wells. If you’re going to grow my baby in your belly, I need us to be committed to each other.”

My heart nearly stops. “Nikolai…”

“I want our baby to be born into a family. I had a big, loving family and I want my child to have that, too. I think you’d enjoy being in my family. You deserve people who will love you and stay by your side. I want you to be mine in every way. Leo will help us sort out college. I’ll make him pay for nannies, everything. I’ll take a year off. To be with you. To raise our child together.”

Tears fall down my cheeks. “I love you. Oh my god, this feels like a dream.”

“It’s real. Our love is real, and now my seed is in your belly. It’s irreversible. We made a baby together, angel, and we’re going to be parents together.” He leans over, kisses me again, deeper this time. “I love you so much. I knew you were fertile. I knew it wouldn’t take long. You’re carrying a part of me now, Clara. You’re carrying our future in your womb.”

His palm slides to my lower belly, fingers pressing possessively.

“You’re mine now,” he whispers against my lips. “Forever.”

And for once in my life—I want forever to begin right here.

Right now.


TWENTY



Nikolai

Mikhail’s study is all mahogany and silence.

The desk is massive, carved with swirls and vines that look like they’ve been here since czarist Russia. Leather-bound books line the shelves. A dim lamp glows golden near the window, casting long shadows across the walls. A bottle of aged cognac rests unopened on the sideboard—untouched, like everything in this house Leo built for Mikhail.

My heart pounds like a war drum as I wait.

Leo flew in a few hours ago. No greeting. No family dinner. Just a message through one of the guards: Meet me in the study at seven.

He’s not late.

He never is.

The door swings open and Leo steps inside.

Immaculate, as always. Sharp suit, black wool coat folded over his arm, dark eyes like carved obsidian. There's an aura around him—authority that doesn’t need announcing. It just is.

I stand.

He shuts the door behind him, quiet but final.

“I heard what happened,” he says without preamble, voice low and even. “Mikhail told me everything.”

“She’s okay,” I say. “Recovering.”

A pause. His eyes settle on mine. “You sure?”

“She’s in a hospital bed, but she’s alive. And the baby’s fine.”

Leo lifts a brow. “So it’s true.”

“I got her pregnant,” I say, no waver in my tone. “And I’m going to marry her.”

The silence thickens like snowfall. Leo steps toward the desk, resting his hand on the edge. Finally, he speaks.

“I wanted to hear it from you.”

I nod once. “It’s mine. I’m one hundred percent sure.” I don’t doubt Clara. I know she was faithful to me. She’s too uptight to sleep with multiple guys at once. But Leo doesn’t know her. He’s naturally suspicious.

My older brother studies me for a long, grueling second. Then he sighs, pulling out the chair across from mine and sitting down with that slow, deliberate grace of someone who’s seen too much and hides it all.

“You’ve always been impulsive. But this…” he lifts his hands, “…this isn’t a bad thing, Nikolai. Not if you mean it.”

“I do.”

“And you’re ready for responsibility?”

“I wasn’t before. But Clara changed me.” I take a breath. “I used to drink like I didn’t care what happened. I partied because I thought consequences were someone else’s problem. But being with her… watching her sleep next to me, hold my hand when I’m pissed, laugh when I tease her—it anchored me. She made me want a future.”

Leo leans back slightly, arms crossed. “And this child?”

“My child,” I say. “I’m taking a gap year. I’ll be there when the baby’s born. I’ll raise it. And then I’ll go to university with Clara.”

Leo’s gaze sharpens. “She’s still young.”

“She’s more mature than half the people I’ve met. She’ll make a good mother. And more than that—she’ll make a perfect wife.”

“Because she’s obedient?” he asks, testing.

“No,” I say without flinching. “Because she’s poised. Smart. Kind. And not from a criminal background, which helps if I’m going into politics. She reads people better than I ever could.”

Leo nods slowly. “You’re right. With the right guidance, Clara could be a brilliant political partner.”

He opens the drawer beside him and pulls out a small black folder. Inside are university brochures.

“I’ve already shortlisted options. Columbia. Yale. Harvard.”

I blink. “You’re serious?”

“I’ll fund your education. And hers. Nannies, too. As long as you both graduate. You’ll need to go to an Ivy League university and make good connections. That’s how you’ll survive in politics. Prestige is everything.”

I stare at him, stunned. “You really mean that? You’ll do that for us?”

“You’re my brother, Kolya. Just like your baby is your responsibility, you’re mine.”

I swallow hard. “Thank you. But also, you’re not my dad.”

Leo’s expression doesn’t soften, but something in his voice does. “Aleksei had a kid. Now you. I guess our family’s multiplying faster than I expected.”

I grin. “Your turn next.”

His brow arches. “Not likely.”

“You don’t want an heir?”

“I already have heirs. You. Aleksei. Your children. My job is to protect this family and make sure it lasts. That doesn’t require a wife.”

There’s something in the way he says it—quiet finality layered over a deeper ache. Leo’s never been open about his private life, but for the first time, I wonder what he’s hiding. What he’s lost.

But I don’t ask. Not now.

Instead, he stands.

“Buy a ring. Propose to her. Make it official. Do things right. You’re in luck. No place is better for a quick marriage than Vegas.”

I chuckle. He’s right about that. I suppose destiny is supporting us. I rise too. “I was planning to go to the jeweler after this.”

He pauses, hand on the doorknob. “Good.”

I smile, moving back on the my heels. “You’re not going to say it?”

“Say what?”

“That I’ve grown up?”

He turns, just enough to meet my gaze.

“I don’t hand out praise for free. But today…” He nods. “You’re a good boy, Nikolai. I want to see you become a good man. A family man. One who can protect what he loves.”

That’s what he is, I realize. Leo always put our family before everything else. Yes, he buried himself in the business, but that was because it was his duty as the family patriarch to provide for all his brothers and make sure we had a legacy. He took care of us all, made our careers, gave us jobs and luxurious homes.

I wonder what he got out of all of it in the end. I remember Misha telling me how Leo’s dream was to be a figure skater. He sacrificed his dreams for us. He lives a life of duty, not dreams. And maybe that’s why he doesn’t want love. Because love is the biggest dream come true, the ultimate wish fulfillment.

I nod, jaw tight with emotion.

Leo opens the door.

“Buy the ring,” he says. “And tell Clara she’s not just marrying you. She’s marrying into a dynasty. She’ll need to start taking lessons. In bratva politics, Russian, comportment, and a lot of other things. Make sure she’s ready for this life.”

“Oh, she’ll love that,” I joke. “The girl’s obsessed with textbooks and learning. I’m sure she’ll want to start right away.”
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Two weeks later…

The garden behind Mikhail’s mansion glows like a dream.

Golden fairy lights wind through the ivy-covered trellises. Lanterns hang from curved iron posts, their flickering flames casting soft pools of amber across the flagstone path. A table waits at the center—draped in white linen, covered in rose petals and set for two.

I made sure everything was perfect.

Clara walks beside me, fingers curled in mine. She’s wearing a little white dress, loose and delicate, but her curves have filled it out differently now—fuller hips, softer lines, her breasts nearly spilling out of the bodice. Even though she’s not showing, I can see the pregnancy in her. In the weight of her tits, in the way her skin glows even in the dark.

She looks like something I bred and claimed and now get to worship.

I pull her chair out for her. “M’lady.”

She giggles, sitting with a rustle of fabric. “You’ve been watching too much Downton Abbey again.”

I smirk and sit across from her. The scent of jasmine drifts through the air. Somewhere in the distance, cicadas hum. There’s a covered plate of pasta—her favorite. Mine’s steak. Both still warm.

“You really outdid yourself,” she murmurs, eyeing the setup. “Romantic and food. You’re spoiling me.”

“I like spoiling you,” I say softly. “And our baby.”

Her cheeks flush. She presses a hand to her belly—even though we both know it’s too early to feel anything, it’s instinct now. Protective. Maternal.

“You’ve been taking such good care of me,” she says, twirling a strand of hair. “Handing me prenatal vitamins. Cutting fruit. Even holding my hair when I throw up. Thank you for spoiling me and making me feel so beautiful when I’m pregnant. You’re the best baby daddy and boyfriend.”

I lean back, cradling my wine glass, a slow smile tugging at my lips.

“I don’t plan to be your boyfriend for long.”

Her smile falters. “Wait… what do you mean?”

“I mean,” I say, standing up and walking toward her side of the table, “I want to be your husband.”

Her eyes go wide. “Nikolai…”

I drop to one knee.

From my pocket, I pull out the velvet box. Her gasp is immediate.

Inside: a vintage diamond ring—an oval-cut stone set in platinum, ringed with smaller diamonds in an antique halo. Elegant. Old money. Timeless.

She squeals, covering her mouth. “No way.”

“You like it?”

“I love it.”

I pluck the ring out and slide it onto her finger. It fits perfectly.

“Clara Wells,” I say, my voice husky, “you’re already mine. But now, I want the world to know it. I want you to be Clara Antonova. My wife. The mother of my child. The girl who turned my whole world inside out.”

Tears pool in her eyes. She throws her arms around me. “Yes. Yes, I’ll marry you.”

I kiss her. Deeply. Hungrily. Our mouths meeting under a blanket of stars. Her hand slips between us, over the front of my shirt. Mine slides down to her belly, possessive, reverent.

I murmur against her lips, “I talked to Leo. He approved.”

She pulls back slightly, stunned. “He did?”

“He said you’re perfect for me. Said we can go to college together, raise our baby together, build everything from scratch.”

She wipes her tears. “I don’t even know what to say.”

“Say yes again.”

“Yes.”

I lift her hand, kissing the ring. “You’re carrying my baby. That makes you mine forever.”

She shivers as my hand spreads across her belly. “You’re going to get rounder and softer, and I’m going to love watching every single inch of you change because of me.”

“Stop,” she whispers, flushed. “You’ll make me cry again.”

“Too late.”

I guide her up so we’re standing together in the center of the garden, pressed against one another. Her breasts press to my chest. I feel the steady rise and fall of her breath.

“This is just the beginning,” I say. “You, me, our baby. College. A house. A life that’s ours.”

“I never imagined this,” she says. “But I want it. With you.”

I tilt her chin. “You’ll get everything you deserve, baby. You’re the only woman I’ll ever need.”

We kiss again, the garden melting around us into golden blur. Her hand never leaves her belly.

And mine never leaves her.


TWENTY-ONE



Clara

The sky above Westchester College is a soft, radiant blue, painted with wisps of white like strokes from a watercolour brush. The air smells like summer—freshly mowed lawns, wildflowers blooming around the gates, a hint of warm pavement. My robes swish gently as I walk across the quad, my fingers curled around the cap in my hand.

Today is graduation day.

I’m five months pregnant and glowing. There’s no hiding it now—not that I’d want to. My bump is visible beneath the flowing black gown, rounded and high, proud. A baby is growing inside me. Nikolai’s baby.

And on my left hand, glinting in the sunshine, is the vintage diamond ring he gave me when he asked me to be his wife.

The stares used to bother me. I used to flinch every time someone’s eyes dipped to my belly.

Now?

Let them look.

Nobody dares say a thing. Not when they know who I belong to. Not when they see Nikolai Antonov walking beside me, his hand casually wrapped around my lower back like I’m a queen and this is his coronation.

Even the girls who used to sneer behind my back—the perfect little clones in tailored blazers and glossed lips—don’t say a word anymore. Fiona passed me earlier and blinked like I was some kind of miracle. “You really bagged him,” she whispered in disbelief. “How did you do it?”

I just smiled.

The answer is love. Fierce, consuming, wild love.

They call our names in alphabetical order, and I feel the beat of my heart climb higher with every second. I smooth down the front of my robe. I’ve made it. Against every odd, through every humiliation, despite every whispered taunt, I’m graduating.

When they call me, “Clara Wells,” I take a deep breath and walk across the stage.

The sun hits my face. The cap tugs awkwardly against my curls. My belly curves outward, visible even under the folds of fabric, and I don’t try to hide it. The baby kicks lightly—like they know this is a moment worth remembering.

I hold my head high.

The crowd erupts in polite clapping—but louder than everyone else, I hear Nikolai’s whistle, and then a chorus of proud claps from his family.

Mikhail. Leo. Even Dmitry, who I met for the first time yesterday, is standing tall in a crisp blazer, nodding in approval.

When I descend the stairs, Nikolai is waiting at the bottom.

“Clara,” he breathes. He cups my face and kisses me right there, in front of everyone. “You’re a goddess.”

I laugh through a teary grin. “I did it.”

“You did,” he murmurs. “I’m so fucking proud of you.”

He curls his hand over my belly. It’s protective, possessive, and adoring all at once. I rest mine over his.

“This is where our life begins,” he whispers.

I nod. The weight of our shared future fills my chest. The months ahead will be hard—we’ll move to Las Vegas and I’ll take a year to focus on being a mom before starting university. But I know I won’t be alone.

I have him. I have our child. I have everything.

And for the first time in my life, I feel like I’m exactly where I belong.


EPILOGUE



Six years later…

Nikolai

The pink hairbrush slips through my daughter’s soft curls as she sits between my legs on the living room carpet, swinging her feet in mismatched socks and humming the theme song to her favorite cartoon.

“Two ponytails, Papa,” she says seriously, turning around to meet my eyes with a gravity that would make Leo proud. “Like the girl in the princess book.”

“Two?” I ask gently, cupping her tiny chin with a smirk. “Are you sure you don’t want three? Or five? I could give you a whole crown of ponytails.”

She giggles and shakes her head, curls bouncing. “Two. Like a real princess. Please, Papa.”

“Real princess it is,” I say, heart melting. “Hold still.”

She obeys like a soldier. She’s five now—just started school last fall—and still has my dark lashes and Clara’s smart little smile, which she flashes whenever she thinks she’s being clever.

Her soft hair smells like apples and baby shampoo. As I gently part it down the middle, she tilts her head back and sighs. “You’re the best hair-tyer in the world.”

“And you’re the best boss I’ve ever had,” I whisper, brushing the strands evenly. “So demanding. I should ask Uncle Leo for a raise.”

She grins and sings, “You work for me now, Papa!”

I chuckle, pressing a kiss to the crown of her head. “I always have.”

I'm tying the second elastic when I hear Clara’s voice behind me.

“She’s got you wrapped tighter than those hairbands.”

I glance over my shoulder and feel my chest swell.

Clara stands by the doorway, barefoot in one of my old shirts—her hair brushed out in loose waves, her eyes soft from sleep, and that beautiful curve of her lips that still makes me lose my breath.

“Can you blame me?” I murmur. “I’m surrounded by two queens.”

She walks over and kneels beside me, brushing a hand down our daughter’s arm. “You really nailed the ponytails.”

“She gave me very detailed instructions.”

“Of course she did.” Clara leans in and kisses my cheek. “Good morning, Daddy.”

I shiver. “That does things to me, you know.”

“I know,” she says smugly, turning away before I can pull her into my lap.

We feed our daughter breakfast—honeyed oats, banana slices, and warm milk. She chatters through every bite, her legs swinging beneath the table, until the nanny comes to take her to school.

“Bye, Mama! Bye, Papa!” she calls, blowing kisses from the door.

Clara and I wave like lovesick fools. The second the door shuts, I sigh and wrap my arms around her from behind.

“She’s growing up too fast,” I murmur into her hair.

Clara leans into me. “She’s got everything I didn’t. A home. A mother. A father who adores her. I love you more every day for that.”

I turn her around in my arms. “I love you more every second I watch you love her.”

She looks up at me, pupils wide with emotion. My fingers stroke down her back, slow and sure.

“You know,” I murmur, voice dropping low, “we’ve been good. Responsible. College. Work. School drop-offs.”

Clara arches a brow. “Don’t tell me you’re craving chaos.”

“I’m craving you,” I say, brushing my knuckles across her lower belly. “Craving another little human we make together. It’s time, isn’t it?”

Her eyes glisten. “You want to be a daddy again?”

“Desperately. I want to see you pregnant again. Glowing. Curvy. Full with our baby. I want to feel your belly swell under my hands. I want to kiss it every night. Every morning.”

She shudders, biting her lip. “You’re serious?”

I nod, tracing the edge of her hip beneath the fabric. “Our daughter’s ready for a sibling. I’m ready for another chapter.”

She exhales shakily. “I’ve had baby fever for months, but I didn’t want to say anything.”

My lips press to her neck. “You don’t need to say anything. I already knew.”

Her fingers knot in my shirt. “Then take me to bed, husband. Let’s start again.”

And I do—lifting her into my arms, carrying her to our bedroom like I’ve done a thousand times before, but with the thrill of something new sparking between us again.

A promise.

A beginning.

I carry Clara into our bedroom, kicking the door shut behind us. I set her down gently, my hands sliding up her thighs, pushing her shirt up and off. She’s naked underneath, her skin soft and warm, her breasts already swollen with need.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” I growl, my voice thick with desire. “And you’re all mine.”

I push her back onto the bed, her legs spreading wide for me. I strip off my clothes quickly, my cock already hard and throbbing. I climb onto the bed, kneeling between her thighs, my eyes locked onto her glistening pussy.

“You’re so wet for me,” I murmur, sliding my fingers through her slick folds. “You want this cock, don’t you?”

She nods, her breath hitching. “Yes, Daddy. I want it. I need it.”

I groan, my cock twitching at the sound of her calling me Daddy. I lean down, capturing her mouth in a fierce kiss, my tongue invading, claiming. She moans into my mouth, her hands sliding up my chest, her nails digging into my skin.

“You’re going to take all of me,” I growl against her lips. “You’re going to let me fill you up, knock you up. Make me a daddy again.”

She gasps, her hips arching up, seeking me. “Yes, please. I want your baby. I want to feel you inside me, filling me, making me whole.”

I slide my cock against her, coating myself in her wetness. Then I thrust in, hard and deep, filling her completely. She cries out, her back arching, her pussy clenching around me.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” I groan, my hips moving, driving into her with forceful, purposeful thrusts. “So tight. So perfect.”

She wraps her legs around me, pulling me deeper, her heels digging into my ass. “Harder, Daddy,” she pleads. “Fuck me harder. I want to feel you in every part of me.”

I obey, my hips slamming against hers, my cock pounding into her with relentless force. The bed creaks beneath us, the headboard slamming against the wall with each thrust.

“You’re mine,” I growl, my hands gripping her hips, holding her in place as I take her. “This pussy is mine. This body is mine. You are mine.”

She moans, her nails raking down my back, leaving trails of fire in their wake. “Yes, I’m yours. Always yours.”

I flip her over suddenly, pulling her onto her hands and knees. I grip her hips, slamming into her from behind, my cock filling her even deeper. She cries out, her back arching, her ass pressing against me.

“You’re going to take every drop of me,” I growl, my hands sliding up her back, gripping her shoulders for leverage. “You’re going to let me fill you up, breed you, make you mine completely.”

“Yes,” she gasps, her body shaking with the force of my thrusts. “I’m ovulating, Daddy. We might be parents again soon.”

The thought sends a surge of primal need coursing through me. I fuck her harder, faster, my cock swelling inside her. I reach around, my fingers finding her clit, circling the sensitive nub, drawing out her pleasure.

“Give me an orgasm, Mommy,” I command, my voice ragged. “I need your pussy relaxed and open to receive my seed.”

She screams, her body convulsing as she comes, her pussy clenching around me, milking me for all I’m worth. I groan, my cock pulsing as I spill into her, filling her with my seed, claiming her, marking her as mine.

I don’t stop. I keep thrusting, my cock still hard, still needy. I flip her onto her back again, my hands gripping her thighs, spreading her wide. I slide in, my eyes locked onto hers, watching her as I take her, as I claim her, as I make her mine all over again.

“I can’t wait to see you swell,” I murmur, my voice hoarse with emotion. “To see your belly grow with our baby. To feel you, full and ripe and perfect.”

She smiles up at me, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. “I love you, Nikolai. I love you so much.”

“I love you too, Clara,” I whisper, my voice choked with emotion. “More than anything. More than life.”

When I first met her, I knew she was special. But here we are six years and a child later, still in love, still unable to keep our hands off each other.

And the best part is that I know I’ll be breeding her pussy for a long time.
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