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PROLOGUE
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Yuri Smirnov

I AM YURI SMIRNOV. What is life to me? Entertainment.

Since the day I was born, I’ve lived in the most powerful echelon of the Russian mafia, frequented the most refined places in the world, and wherever I go, my imposing surname commands respect and authority. Some fear me for carrying it alone. As the third son, I don’t have many responsibilities, though my father wants to see me married to a woman of his choosing, one he deems suitable for me. Unlike my two older brothers, I’m not obligated to do anything—unless something tragic happens to them. In that case, I’d be forced into matrimony and to produce heirs as quickly as possible. That’s how mafia customs are. What many today would consider archaic, outdated, even prehistoric, are principles to my family.

My grandfather used to tell me when I was a boy: “A man alone will always be a man alone; unlike a married man. Your family is the foundation of everything. Therefore, honor your house.” That is our motto. But what my father doesn’t know is that I will never accept a woman tying me down, depriving me of my bachelor life. The Smirnov mafia demands fidelity to prevent extramarital affairs and stop bastards from being born who might later lay claim to what isn’t theirs.

I live a life surrounded by beautiful women, coveted, successful models. My cock loves fucking every single one of them, and I’ve never refused any who’ve thrown themselves into my arms. I don’t just look at outward beauty, but also at how appetizing my night will be, though I confess my favorites are blondes. Still, as I said, my big boy doesn’t turn down any woman.

At the peak of my twenty-eight years, I’m always seeking new ventures in business, I run my companies and hold a seat in the mafia, which is mine by right of my golden birth. I’ve never had to beg for anything; I’ve always had everything at my feet, in abundance, and money has never been, nor will it ever be, a problem for me. I own assets worth millions of euros and am heir to the vast fortune my parents have accumulated over the years. Yet I don’t rely on that income for anything, nor do I care to receive my share. I am a successful millionaire businessman, and my tech companies make me one of the best hackers in my field. I’d go so far as to say I’m the best. And fuck, I am. I’ve never been modest, and I never will be.

I’m also a hard man to swallow. To some, I’m still an irritating kid; to my mother, a baby; to my father, a man who needs to marry; and to my sister, her hero. Kira is the only woman I respect, along with my mother, since the rest, to me, are nothing but gold-digging sluts who love grinding on my ten inches. I am extremely well-endowed, and women adore all of my masculinity. Some are startled, but they moan like bitches when I take them.

I like to travel and enjoy all the good things life has to offer me. And after nearly being killed in an attack on my family, I’ve come to value my principles even more. I will forever be a confirmed bachelor.

St. Petersburg is my favorite city in all of Russia, if only because I own a club here full of beautiful dancers just for me. The VIP area is the most luxurious, sophisticated, and comfortable in the entire region. Right now, I’m sipping my whiskey and eyeing the hot piece stripping in front of me. The place is closed when I’m here, with only beautiful women allowed inside. It’s as if this were my personal harem.

As if the blonde dancing on the pole with her tits out wasn’t appetizing enough, now she’s getting rid of her tiny thong. The bitch knows how to seduce. Blinking as little as possible, I watch every seductive move of the beautiful woman intently.

I confess I get a kick out of innocent girls, and I like fucking tight, virgin pussy. But it’s getting harder and harder to find them these days. I used to clean up in school. It’s a fetish of mine, and my brothers mock me for this peculiar taste, because when I see a virgin, my cock throbs and I can’t control my insane desires.

The blonde in front of me is no saint. On the contrary. I had fun with her another night. I don’t usually fuck the same woman more than twice, so I bet she must feel privileged, thinking I’m taking her to a more serious level. However, to me, they’re all the same: they only want my money and social status.

Standing up, I take another shot of my whiskey while the slut pulls down my pants and boxers. My friend is excited because, after all, I’m the biggest pervert in the family, as my lovely, innocent sister says. If only she knew what that word really meant...

The girl stimulates me, massaging my entire length with her palm, and her wide mouth takes in part of me. She knows how to do it and get me excited. Just the two of us in the private booth, we have the privacy we need, and the loud music downstairs covers our sounds. After I dump my entire load in her mouth, her slutty eyes gaze up at me. She gives me a slutty smile when I slap her right cheek.

“Get on all fours on the sofa!” I ordered.

I watch her do exactly as I asked.

I pound into her wide pussy until I feel sated and dismiss her immediately, returning to my solitary world. I don’t like being surrounded by many people, which is why I have a private booth just for me. There are few I can call friends. The only one always with me on my travels is Klaus, a friend from college, who’s picking up everything that moves down there.

He enters the area with a grin from ear to ear.

“My friend, this party is sensational, so many hot chicks. My dick is ready for another fuck.”

I ignore him and lean over the railing of the space, watching the beautiful women dancing on the floor. He joins me.

“Guess how many I’ve already taken to bed today.”

“I have no idea and I’m not interested in the subject.”

“Friend, Daddy here bagged four beautiful women. Each little pussy! Only one gave me a hard no.”

I laugh, because it’s unbelievable that any of them would turn down the poor bastard. In college we were the terrors of the dorms and were caught many times. Those were good times, when there weren’t people wanting to kill me and take my place for being the son of a big mafia boss. I live in the crosshairs of many enemies, but my family has always had everything under control. Since I almost died in an attack, I’ve started to see life differently and I tend to make lemonade out of lemons.

“Don’t laugh. I bet not even you could get close to her. The girl has the biggest virgin face and was with a friend who also looked like a nun fresh out of the convent.”

I confess that hearing this girl might be a virgin interests me, even though I haven’t seen her face. At this moment, my gaze is fixed on the bar, where a girl sitting on a stool, legs crossed, tries to pull her skirt down as far as she can to hide her thighs. A stray strand from her ponytail slips over her blouse. She has a different shine in her eyes, which, seen from where I am, I can’t quite define the color. They’re a rare shade of brown and as big as jabuticaba berries. Her small, pink lips invite me to go over there.

I stare at her, not taking my eyes off hers, which show concern about something. You can tell she’s not in her usual habitat and that she’s feeling lost, uncomfortable. Her golden-brown hair has taken on a prettier color from the lights.

What do I feel seeing her? A lot of carnal desire. It’s as if everything around her disappeared and I only saw her amidst all the people. Only she exists. She’s beautiful, charming, hot... And her defined thighs are an extraordinary temptation. I need to take her to bed.

“Are you listening to me, Yuri?”

“What did you say?” Dazzled by so much beauty, I don’t take my attention off her for a single moment.

“The girl I told you about, I see her at the bar. It’s the one with her legs crossed, swinging them like a high school girl.”

A feeling of anger takes over my being. I don’t want anyone to touch her. Not him, who is my best friend, much less anyone else. Besides, tonight is ladies’ night. Only their entry was permitted.

Furious, I say:

“She’s mine. Don’t you dare touch her!” I was harsh, startling him.

“Calm down, friend. Talking like that, you’d think she was your wife. I doubt the girl would agree to come to your booth.”

“Want to bet?” I love a challenge, and he knows it.

“Of course. I want to win some easy cash. Ready to lose a few million?”

“Ready to win,” I stated, convinced of my victory.

“I bet a million euros she won’t even let you kiss her, and two million that you won’t get her into bed.”

“Done!” We shake hands to seal the bet.

I am Yuri Smirnov. Besides not being used to losing, no woman tells me “no,” since they can’t resist my blue eyes. When I say I’m the baddest brother, I mean in every way.

I give the order to bring her to me and even say that if she refuses to come, bring her here by force, even if they have to make something up.

A trusted soldier goes down to carry out my order, and meanwhile, I pour another glass of whiskey, ready for my newest amusement. And if the girl is a virgin, it’ll be even better. I’ll have the pleasure of showing her all the pleasures of life.

The minutes pass and I grow impatient with the delay. I look down at the view for the tenth time in five minutes and notice the girl is reluctant to come up. I’ll remember her rebelliousness when I punish her during sex, leaving, perhaps, some marks on her ass.

Finally, the men hold her by the wrists and bring her to me. I remain still, staring at nothing, waiting for her to enter my room beautifully. From her reluctance, I deduce it’s her first time at the club, because all the women who come here want me.

I can hear her sweet voice yelling at my soldier.

“You son of a bitch, let me go!” Furious, she makes a sound with her lips, smacking them.

He lets her go, leaves, and locks the door, as I ordered, so we won’t be disturbed.

She bangs insistently against the wood for him to open it and still hasn’t noticed my presence.

“Open this door right now! I didn’t do anything to be locked up here. Open it!” she pleaded desperately, her voice choked and almost crying.

I turn to observe her small body in the tight denim skirt and loose little top that make her look fucking hot. I’d spend the night fucking this delight without complaint.

“Help! Someone help me!” She starts looking for her phone, seeing that no one will help her, and doesn’t find it. “Damn it! I left it with Ju.” That must be the friend Klaus mentioned was with her.

The small woman puts her hands to her head in despair and mutters something, blaming herself.

“I shouldn’t have come. My mother, my sisters... My God! I’m going to die here,” she said worriedly. “Open this door!” She bangs several times against the strong wood.

I like watching her struggle and beg for help. It’s sexy. Finally, when she decides to look around the place, her jabuticaba eyes meet mine. The girl gives a little jump, startled, since she didn’t expect to find anyone else here, and puts her hands to her heart. Her face is clearly filled with fear at encountering a stranger.

“Who are you?” she asked nervously.

She really doesn’t know who I am? Maybe she’s pretending. If she is, she’s an excellent actress, but I don’t think it’s an act. It’s not.

My God! How beautiful she is! Seeing her like this, so close, I can tell she carries something different about her. But I don’t know what it is. Damn it! What is this? This woman is a sorceress, because my heart raced when I heard her voice and I felt a shock run through my entire being.

“I asked who you are. Are you deaf, by any chance?”

“Feisty and rebellious? It will be a pleasure to tame you.”

She takes steps back until her body hits the door, and I laugh inside.

“Was it you who ordered them to bring me here by force?”

“Forgive my security’s manners.” I used the word “security,” since “soldier” might confuse her. “Yes, I requested your presence here.”

“Why?” she asked incredulously. “I didn’t do anything wrong, sir, I was just here with my friend. I want to go back. Is the key to the door with her? Please open it,” she requested politely.

I shake my head, denying it, and this upsets her.

“You can’t keep me locked up here. Tell me what I did to deserve this treatment.”

“You caught my attention, and now you’ll have to satisfy me.”

If she’s playing hard to get, I’ll discover her game and make her pay for trying to deceive me. Is it possible for a person to be so innocent in today’s world?

“Satisfy? Are you crazy? Are you some kind of psychopath?”

“Girl, I don’t want to play games.”

It’s not possible that she’s as pure as she appears to be.

“I’m sorry. Games? I just want to leave, sir, please.”

I’d say she’s about eighteen or nineteen. Seeing her up close, I realize she really is just an innocent girl. She’s trembling, and that’s not good. I’m a cold and calculating man, but I’m not violent with women.

“Breathe calmly, or you’ll faint.”

“And how do you expect me to react? I’m locked in this booth with a person I don’t know. I don’t know if you’re capable of hurting me.”

“Let’s do this: I’ll unlock the door so you can calm down.” I walk over there and she runs to the side where I was. Finally, I undo the lock.

It’s the first time a woman has gone pale at the sight of me. She fears me, and that excites me. It’s insane.

“It’s unlocked. Calm down.” My fingerprint opens the lock. It’s a security feature. “Breathe.”

“Will you let me go?”

“Don’t you want to stay here, with me?”

“No, thank you. I don’t want to,” she said, stammering.

“Girl, you don’t need to fear me. I won’t hurt you.”

“How not? You ordered them to bring me here by force. Who do you think you are, sir? The king of Russia?”

“Let’s say I’m almost a prince.”

“I want you to go to hell with your damn royalty. Now, get out of my way and let me pass!” she demanded, angry and indignant.

I shouldn’t let her leave, but I follow mafia principles: never keep a woman by force. So, I give her space to pass.

Hesitantly, she says:

“Know that I’ll report your attitude to the police. You’re more like a psychopath.” She walks and I quickly step in front of her, surprising her.

I grip her arm firmly, able to smell her sweet, soft, baby-like scent. Her heart beats fast and her breathing is tense.

“You will not involve the authorities. Understand one thing: I am an authority.”

“Let me go!” she shouted.

“No one shouts at me. Know that I can kill you and make you disappear, foolish girl.” I puffed out my chest to speak.

She threatens to cry, but holds back.

“Shut your little mouth!” I slide my fingers over her soft lips and her whole body trembles at my touch, responding in an interesting way that surprises even her.

“Please, let me go,” she pleaded, looking at my shoes.

“Are you sure you want to leave?” I touch her face, my hand sliding to the back of her neck, making her skin prickle all over as it receives my warmth.

I bring my mouth close to hers, and her dark, jaboticaba-berry eyes stare at me beautifully, fearful and curious to understand what I’m about to do. She’s a virgin, for sure, and she’s not playing games with me—for her own safety. Because nobody makes a fool out of me.

“Tell me: have you been kissed before?”

“What? Let me go!” she snapped, furious, returning to reality.

“Admit you’re enjoying this and that you want me too, little one.” I slide my hands down her waist. “How about getting to know my bed? I can take you somewhere more relaxing,” I whispered in her ear before gently biting her earlobe.

I run my fingers up to her neckline, where I threaten to undo a button, and am surprised by a slap to the face that burns terribly. The little thing showed me she has a heavy hand.

I glare at her, irritated. I’ll kill her for that insult.

Ah! I would kill her if she weren’t so beautiful.

Her seductive eyes stare at me with hatred. If she only knew how that simple gesture makes her utterly gorgeous...

“Don’t you dare touch me, you lunatic! I would never give myself to someone like you. Madman!” The little devil opens the door quickly, leaves the room, and disappears into the crowd.

The wretched girl will manage to leave here alive after leaving the mark of her hand on my face. I should go after her and kill her, but I can’t. Not like that. I want to kill her in bed.

What has this little sorceress done to me? No woman tells me “no.” No one. This won’t stand.

“Someone owes me two million euros,” Klaus said with amusement as he entered the room.

I will find you, little one. That’s a promise. You will be mine, even if I have to kidnap you.

​
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CHAPTER 1
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Marina Solokova

I AM MARINA SOLOKOVA. The only thing my father ever gave me in this life was this last name, the one I’m called by everywhere I go and everywhere I study. People never refer to me by my mother’s name, as if his were more important. In my case, it means nothing to me, since I never knew him—he abandoned us when I was a newborn baby. He rejected me because he wanted a son, and he got that with his new family. He’s doing very well for himself. I want to vomit every time I remember that story.

When I was a child, I used to wonder what I’d done to be abandoned. I was too innocent to realize there are bad people in the world. It was my mother who always worked hard to support us and pay for a good education for me, funding my studies at a Catholic school here in Saint Petersburg. She’s kept me in this city for a long time, working in the home of the country’s most powerful elite family, the Smirnovs, who have paid her salary for over twenty years. One way or another, I feel she does everything to keep me away from them. I don’t know why, and I can’t imagine what the reason could be.

Because I studied at an excellent school, I learned many things and received a first-rate education. When I turned eighteen and finally finished my studies, I enrolled in a computer course. Today I live with my best friend, Ju. She’s Brazilian, has lived in the city for years, and we split the rent.

Now that I’m finishing the course, I’m thinking of going to university. But for that, I need money to support myself. Poor Mom, who does everything she can to help me with what little she has. I just can’t depend on her forever. For that reason, I’ve made a decision: when my course ends, in less than two months, I’m moving to Moscow to work in the same mansion she does. I’ve already told her my decision, but she always repeats that that house is no place for me. What bad thing could possibly happen to me there? I really don’t understand the reason for all her worry, or why she keeps trying to convince me not to go. But it’s already decided. I’m going.

Ju comes back from university bundled up, since it’s freezing outside, and inside too, because our heater is broken and sometimes just decides not to work. Unfortunately, we don’t have the money to fix it. She looks at me, puzzled, seeing me sitting there eating Nutella and wrapped up like a middle-aged lady. That’s exactly how I feel at the moment, pausing to reflect on my actions and possibilities.

“Mari, it’s so unfair. You eat like a horse and don’t gain a single gram. I wish I had that luck.”

It’s true. I’ve never had problems with that, even though I eat like a dragon. Something that always made people laugh at me in school. Being short and skinny, they called me Olive Oyl. But that’s in the past, and life doesn’t give me time to dwell on it, because my days are too much of a rush.

“Not my fault. I wish I could put on a little weight.”

“If you ever get fat like me, you’ll see how wonderful it is to be thin.”

“You’re not fat, you’re...”

“Beautiful and special. And your body doesn’t mean anything. What matters is who we are on the inside, not our physical appearance.” She crosses her arms. “I know all your motivational speeches. You should be a life coach.” She laughs, shaking her head.

“Sorry for being normal,” I joke.

“We’re going to a party on Friday.” She’s convinced I’ll go.

“You know I hate parties. And in this cold, no one can make me go out.” I take another spoonful of the spread.

“It wasn’t an invitation, you’re coming with me. It’s a club I’ve always wanted to go to, they say it’s owned by a billionaire who’s seriously hot. Maybe he’ll be there and will grant us the honor of admiring his beauty?”

Sometimes she’s too much of a dreamer, someone who doesn’t believe in our reality.

“Have you even seen him, to say he’s handsome?”

“Of course I have. In photos. The guy is a total hottie.”

“And what would make a billionaire look at the two of us? Oh, I know. ‘Excuse me, waitress, can you get me the most expensive vodka at the bar?’” I laugh, and she rolls her dark eyes.

“You were more fun when you believed in fairy-tale princes.”

“Fairy-tale princes don’t pay our rent, much less our bills. By the way, have you started looking for a new roommate yet? In less than two months, I’ll be traveling to Moscow to work with my mom.”

“In the rich family’s house. Are you sure you want to give up two years of university to work?”

“It’s necessary. She’s already tired in that job, and I want to help her. I also want to earn my own money.”

“Did you convince her you’re going? I remember she was reluctant.”

“Yes, I convinced her after a lot of effort. I can’t wait to spend more time together. Saint Petersburg is a wonderful city, but I’ve always wanted to be with her in Moscow.”

“Your mom is a warrior.”

“Yes, she is.”

I tidy up my study notes and take a little time to study.

Moving to another city will be a huge challenge, since I’ve lived here my whole life, where Mom always did everything to keep me. When I was a child, I really felt her absence, since she only visited me a few days a month. She could come thanks to the generosity of her employer, who seems to be a very good woman.

If there’s some reason she wants to keep me away from Moscow and the house where she works, it won’t stop me anymore.

[image: ]

I ARRIVE HOME TIRED and find Ju in the middle of a major production.

“You look beautiful!” I compliment her.

“Straight to the shower, young lady! We’re going to the hottest club in the whole country.”

I’d forgotten about this summons. I don’t like clubs, or staying out all night; I like to sleep and avoid going out whenever I can.

“No. Please...”

“You don’t have a choice. You’re not going to leave me hanging.”

“That club must be really expensive.”

“Women get in free tonight. Are you crazy? You think we’d spend our money on an expensive cover?”

“I’d still rather stay home.”

“If you don’t come with me, I’ll tell everyone in your course that you wet the bed when you were nineteen.”

She always uses that story to blackmail me. I know she doesn’t have the guts to tell anyone, but I’d rather not risk it. It’s too embarrassing for me.

“I was asleep, and the thermometer read eight degrees below zero that night.”

“Go take a shower and change. I’ll do your makeup.”

Later, against my will, I put on the clothes she picked for me: a denim skirt with big pockets and a loose-fitting top. I also put on my pair of All Stars and tie my hair in a ponytail. The makeup she did on me suits me. I look very done-up.

“We’re going to slay tonight, girl.” She pats my shoulder.

We take a taxi to the place. Luxury is the word that defines it. The glamorous facade exudes elegance and sophistication, and the gleaming black color gives the place a dark, somber air. The owner here must be very reserved, as they say colors show who we are.

The line composed only of women puzzles me. Why are there no men here? Is this a girls-only space? Maybe we’re even in a lesbian club.

“We’re not in a lesbian club. It’s just that on Fridays, only women come here.”

“I’m going to tell you two things. First: I don’t want you throwing me onto the dance floor. Second: I don’t want to leave with anyone.”

“Fine, Mother Teresa who doesn’t like to enjoy life. I forgot you think I’m a bad influence.”

“Look at the drama!” She laughs. “I just don’t want anyone right now. Not until I graduate.”

“Respect, miss.”

For me, dating is a taboo. Something I haven’t experienced yet. Having studied at a Catholic school, I learned many Christian values. Boys mean serious relationships to me, not just a one-night stand fueled by sex. I’m not a one-night-stand kind of woman.

We get in after almost an hour standing in line. Inside, the place is even more magnificent, luxurious, with unique decor. I’ve never seen anything like it, and I’m sure it’s one of a kind, because the architecture is well-planned and stunning.

“Two drinks, please.” Ju ordered from the bartender. He hands them to us. “Thank you.” She winks at him, making him smile.

Besides the waitstaff, only the security guards are men, and I wonder why there are so many of them. It’s almost as if the president’s daughter is here, with all this protection.

“Drink. It’s good, friend.” Ju insisted.

“Thanks, but I don’t want any.”

“More for me.” She downs the drink and starts dancing.

I end up laughing at her funny way. She’s just a girl in an adult’s body. I’m watching her move to the rhythm of the music when a guy with blue eyes sits down next to me at the bar. My friend smiles and winks at me.

What’s he, the only man, doing here? Could he be the owner?

“Good evening. Care for a drink?” he offered.

“No.” I was short and blunt, not wanting to get into any conversation.

My mother taught me never to accept drinks from strangers.

“Want to dance, kitten?”

“No.”

“Do you always say ‘no’ to everything, or is it a charm?”

“I don’t want to drink, much less dance.”

He insists by moving closer to me, which irritates me.

“What’s the problem here?” Juliana came close to me, defending me.

“Nothing. Is your friend the queen of ‘no’s?”

“That’s none of your business, man. If she said ‘no,’ give her space.”

I’m terrified of causing a scene, but the man, though annoyed, walks away without a word, to our relief.

“Who was he? What did he want?”

“To buy me a drink and dance with me.”

“Damn! He was so hot. And that perky butt? Delicious! I’m going back to dance.”

I lose her in the middle of the crowd and sit back down, observing everything around me. I swing my legs, which feel heavy. I’m suffocating in here, and in half an hour I’m leaving. These places aren’t for me.

I decide to take a shot of liquor to warm up from the cold. How I wish for my single bed and my warm blanket.

I stare at my nails, which need doing, in need of polish, when a man stops in front of me. He looks like security, from the clothes he’s wearing. What does he want?

“Miss, I need you to come with me.”

“Where to?” I asked, not understanding.

“To the VIP lounge. The boss wants to see you.”

The boss? Wants to see me? What’s going on?

“Tell him I’m not coming.”

Whoever this man is, requesting my presence in his lounge is puzzling to me. Where did he see me? Is someone watching me? It must be a mistake, and they’re confusing me with someone else.

“You’ve got the wrong person...”

“Miss, come with me.” He grabs my arm, scaring me.

I pull away immediately. What madness is this? Why is he acting like this? Another security guard quickly approaches, and the two talk briefly. They both advance on me like angry lions, each grabbing one of my wrists.

“Let me go! This is illegal. I haven’t done anything to be treated like this.”

“Don’t make a scene. The boss wants to see you, and his orders are law.”

No matter how much I scream and ask for help, they don’t let me go, just drag me to the place I deduce is the lounge where the stranger is waiting for me. I think this will be my end. I’ve never done anyone any harm to deserve this.

One of the men opens the door and the other forces me inside. They’re so strong, I can’t fight them.

“You son of a bitch, let me go!” I demanded furiously, my lips trembling.

The security guard closes the door and locks it, increasing my desperation. I pound insistently against the wood, wanting them to open it. They can’t keep me locked in here. I don’t deserve this. This situation is terrifying.

“Open this door now! I haven’t done anything to be locked in here. Open it!” I pleaded desperately, my voice choked and almost crying.

I try to be strong, but I’ve always been sensitive.

I search for my phone in my bag. I see my ID and bus pass, but nothing of the device that could save my life. I’m trapped here, at risk.

“Help! Someone help me!” I screamed again, still looking for the phone. “Damn it! I left it with Ju.” I put my hands to my head in despair and mutter quietly. “I shouldn’t have come. My mom, the sisters... My God! I’m going to die here.” The sisters at the Catholic school always warned me about these parties. “Open this door!” I pound several times against the solid wood.

Suddenly I feel a powerful presence in the room, as if an alarm just went off inside me, and, trembling, I turn to observe the space. I end up facing a breathtakingly beautiful man who nearly gives me a heart attack. I give a little jump, scared, and put my hand to my chest.

God! Who is he? He’s imposing, with his hands in the pockets of his black overcoat. How that color makes him look sensual. He is, without a doubt, the most handsome man I’ve ever encountered in my entire life.

“Who are you?”

The guy remains silent, irritating me. His blue eyes are too intense and rest on me in a penetrating way. He’s intimidating and carries with him something I would call dark.

“I asked who you are. Are you deaf, by any chance?”

“Mouthy and rebellious? It will be a pleasure to tame you.”

I take a few steps back until my back hits the door. He shows no reaction. His voice is hoarse, frightening, and gives me chills.

“Was it you who ordered them to bring me here by force?”

“Apologies for my security’s methods. Yes, I requested your presence here.”

What does he want with me? What does a billionaire want with me?

“Why?” I asked incredulously. “I haven’t done anything wrong, sir, I was just with my friend. I want to go back. Does she have the key to the door? Please open it.” I asked politely.

He shakes his head, denying it, and that upsets me. He forced me to come to a place I don’t want to be, and he doesn’t answer anything clearly. Typical playboy.

“You can’t keep me locked in here. Tell me what I did to deserve this treatment.”

“You caught my attention, and now you’ll have to satisfy me.”

Am I facing a psychopath?

“Satisfy? Are you crazy? Are you some kind of psychopath?”

“Little girl, I don’t want to play games.”

He’s insane, my God. What does he want from me?

“I’m sorry. Games? I just want to leave, sir, please.” I’m going to faint. I’m trembling.

“Breathe calmly, or you will faint.”

“And how do you expect me to react? I’m locked in this lounge with a person I don’t know. I don’t know if you’re capable of hurting me.”

“Let’s do it this way: I’ll unlock the door to calm you down.” The man walks toward me to unlock it, and I run to the side where he was.

I don’t know his intentions, and I fear they are the worst.

I can see the dance floor from here, from above. It’s a very comfortable spot for a pervert.

“It’s unlocked. Calm down.”

His fingerprint unlocked the door. He’s very rich.

“Breathe.”

“Will you let me go?”

“Don’t you want to stay here, with me?”

“No, thank you. I don’t want to.” I stammered.

“Girl, you don’t need to fear me. I won’t hurt you.”

“How can you not? You ordered them to bring me here by force. Who do you think you are, sir? The king of Russia?”

“Let’s say I’m almost a prince.”

“I want you to go to hell with your damn royalty. Now, get out of my way and let me pass!” I demanded, angry and outraged.

He’s thoughtful, watching me as if I were prey. That look irritates me, and my hand itches to slap his face. What a lunatic.

“You should know I’m going to report your behavior to the police. You’re more like a psychopath.” I walk toward the door, and he quickly steps in front of me, catching me off guard.

When he grips my arm firmly, I can smell his woody scent. My heart races and my breath grows tight.

“You will not involve the authorities. Understand one thing: I am an authority.”

“Let me go!” I shouted.

“No one shouts at me. You should know I could kill you and make you disappear, you foolish girl.” He puffed out his chest to intimidate me.

I start to cry, but I hold it back.

“Shut your little mouth!” He slides his fingers over my lips, making my whole body tremble, responding to his touch in a way that surprises me.

What’s happening? His gaze holds me and calms me, even after I’ve been threatened.

“Please, let me go.” I stare at his shoes.

“Are you sure you want to leave?” He touches my face and brings his hand to the back of my neck, sending shivers through me.

He brings his mouth close to mine, and his blue irises stare at me, full of desire. I know how to recognize when a man is interested in me. Otherwise, why else would he have brought me here?

What a madman. After threatening me, he wants to kiss me? I’m confused.

“Tell me: have you been kissed before?”

“What? Let me go!”

“Admit you’re enjoying this and that you want me too, little one.” He slides his hands down my waist. “How about getting to know my bed? I can take you somewhere more relaxing.” He whispered in my ear before lightly biting my earlobe.

He runs his fingers up to my neckline, where he threatens to undo a button. He’s seducing me, and he knows how to do it. What frightens me most is that I liked it and let him touch me as if I were a whore. Maybe he thinks I am one. I’ve never felt anything like this before.

Furious, I slap his face with all my strength. Disgusting!

“Don’t you dare touch me, you lunatic! I would never give myself to someone like you. Madman!” Quickly, I open the door and leave the room.

I need to get out of here now, so I hurry away without even saying anything to my friend. I need air, and I have to make sure I’m safe from that man—he’s terrifyingly frightening and manipulative.
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CHAPTER 2
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Marina Solokova

I CLOSE MY EYES AFTER showering and putting on my pajamas. The image of that man is imprinted in my mind, along with his strong cologne. As insane as it is, I can’t get him out of my head, nor the way he touched me. He would have kissed me if I hadn’t slapped his face and saved myself from his clutches, leaving that place for good. I’ll never go back to that club, I won’t even dare walk the streets near it.

My heart nearly leapt out of my mouth the moment he touched me, because of the powerful way he took control of that situation, which, for me, was terrifying. I could tell how experienced and agile he was. If I’d been one of those easy women, we would have gone to bed without even knowing each other.

I wonder what the billionaire wanted with me. What did he see in me that made him take the step of leading me to his private booth? Would he have been capable of forcing me to be his? Using his strength to possess me?

The news on TV is always talking about psychopathic rapists, who are rich men or poor men. To commit an assault, social class means nothing, because evil is in people’s hearts, regardless.

Still dazed by everything that happened to me, I think about going to the police, but I know that in a country where the rich rule, I wouldn’t stand a chance of proving I was taken to that booth against my will. And if the man really is the owner of that club, his lawyers would crush mine easily. Besides, if I can’t afford college, how could I possibly afford a lawsuit.

Ju gets home about an hour and a half after me and almost hits me for leaving without telling her. I didn’t have time to think anything through, I just protected myself and sought safety.

“I’m sorry. I felt sick inside that place and had to leave. Since I didn’t see you and my phone was with you, we couldn’t communicate.” That was the excuse I invented to not drag her into that madness. If I know her well, she’d go back there just to confront the club owner head-on, landing us both in a huge mess.

“Are you okay? I can make some tea, if you want.”

“No, thanks. You know how it is, right? Enclosed spaces make me feel suffocated and really short of breath.”

“That’s true. Remember that time you fainted in the school auditorium? Your mom rushed over the next day to see how you were and almost had a heart attack.”

“That day was intense. Now, let’s sleep. I’m tired. And tomorrow is cleaning day, plus the interview with your future roommate.”

“I’m going to miss you so much, girl.” She hugs me and I hug her back.

Juliana is my only friend, the one I trust with all my secrets. I’ll miss her too.

“I’ll miss your craziness.”

“If you ever go visit Mexico, promise you’ll take me with you?”

“Of course. Who knows, maybe my mom will take me to her homeland?”

[image: ]

IN THE MORNING THERE’S no time to lose. The first candidates I interview show up right on time, and both seem qualified to share the small apartment with Ju. At least she’ll gain a friend. I’ll be at ease knowing she’ll be living with someone.
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NOW I’M HERE, VERY anxious to travel. My ticket was bought about four months ago, before I was sure I’d be accepted for the new job, because something inside me already said my destiny was Moscow. The last days of my course were the hardest, but I did well, as usual. I’ve always been a dedicated student, the kind who gets good grades.

Packing my bags is an emotion like no other, and seeing my dear mother again will be incredible. Finally, we can be together, and nothing will separate us anymore. We’ll even share the same room again after a long time, because since she started working for this family, we haven’t done that as often.

If on one hand I’m happy, jumping for joy, on the other, missing Ju is already making me sad. I’ll miss her a lot. I’m going to a new city, where I’ll have no one besides my mother. And there, staff and employers will have to maintain professional relationships. I heard the couple has a daughter more or less my age and three older sons, one of them married and the other two single. According to my mom, the second one is about to get married or something. She wasn’t sure. She only told me this information because I kept insisting.

She warned me to stay away from the men of this family, especially the youngest brother, and made me swear it over the phone. I swore. She’s worrying for nothing, because none of the employers’ sons would ever look at me, a poor girl with no property and no prestigious last name.

On my last night in the city, my best friend, together with the new apartment resident, organized a farewell for me, with a dinner at home, featuring my favorite dishes: Mexican tacos, nachos, guacamole, and burritos. I wonder where they got all this. My mother always liked to instill her culture in me, and even though I was born on the European continent, I consider myself a true Mexican. I even speak Spanish, which she taught me.
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