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​                                                        Rebel Girl                                                      Part 1: Desire                                                       Description Maxim is a quiet and reserved freshman, used to living by the rules. 

Katrin is a bold and unpredictable rebel who challenges society and its norms. 

Their first encounter was explosive, but no one could have predicted that fate would keep bringing them back together. 

She is brilliant, hiding her genius behind a mask of indifference and constant fun. 

He is a straight-A student who believes in discipline and hard work. They become rivals and make a bet: whoever wins the Olympiad gets to make one wish the other can’t refuse. But the game goes too far, and the closer they get, the more they realize that this challenge might change their lives forever. 

Enemies or friends? Love or hate? Who will come out of this game as the winner—and who will become a prisoner of their own feelings? 

But one wish can change everything—and maybe destroy them both… and their world will never be the same again. 

​                                                       Prologue 

— You’ll spend your whole life alone if you keep living inside your books and never stick your nose out. Shut up and let me show you a world you’ve never even imagined. — Her words sounded like a challenge, a call to action. 

I wanted to snap back, but I realized she was right. That realization hit me hard. I’d always thought my world was enough — the silence, the books, the cozy, secluded corner where no one expected anything in return. My mind was full of stories where heroes went on adventures, made choices, changed fates. And I was just an observer, hiding from reality. 

I often convinced myself it was better that way. Why bother with this chaotic world when you could just read, reflect, and stay safe inside your mind? 

But now I started to doubt. Why was I so afraid? Why was I rejecting everything that could be real, alive? Had books become not just a refuge but a prison I couldn’t escape? 

It was my way of avoiding people, their emotions, the complications I didn’t know how to deal with. 

In books, everything was simpler — no misunderstandings, no painful feelings or hard conversations that could shake me. 

But her words cut through that world and dragged me out. Her gaze was direct, confident, and free of judgment — only truth. Maybe too sharp, but truth always is. 

I realized I’d been hiding behind books for too long. I’d avoided life, afraid of what I couldn’t control. 

But maybe that was the answer — not control, but learning to live without it. To live in the moment, to feel, to experience — that’s what I’d missed. 

That moment became a turning point. I realized my life wasn’t limited to the pages of books. I couldn’t just be a bystander in my own story. I’m the main character, and if I stand aside, I’ll remain nothing more than a spectator. 

I knew she wouldn’t leave me alone if I didn’t do what she wanted. I was annoyed. I didn’t want those clothes, didn’t want to be part of her world. I didn’t want her to change me. I just wanted to be myself, to stay the way I was before her. 

But it was pointless. Her words were already echoing in my ears, and there was nothing I could do about it. 
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​                                                           Chapter 1 

Tardiness. 

It is this word—more precisely, its meaning—that ruins my first day at the institute. 

The freshmen are cheerfully celebrating the start of the academic year. Their joyful shouts, echoing since the evening, are one of the reasons I end up in this situation. I don’t join their party and have no intention of doing so. To me, such gatherings are nothing more than noisy and chaotic crowds that only get in the way of focusing. 

Drunken students drinking under the dorm windows keep me awake until morning. The noise, the shouting, and their jokes make me toss and turn in bed. By morning, I am so exhausted that I sleep through my alarm. It is a good thing I always set several alarms, but this time, they play a cruel trick on me. When my roommate, Dimka, finally has enough of my alarm, he kicks my bed and mutters: 

"Either you turn it off now, or I’ll turn you off. Got it?" 

I have no choice but to comply. 

Once I am fully awake, I glance at the clock and feel a wave of panic. I am already twenty minutes late, and it turns out my alarms have gone off three times in a row. No wonder Dimka is so angry—his nerves can’t take that much noise. 

I get dressed in a hurry, listening to his cursing, but I no longer care—I have to get to the institute as soon as possible. I quickly pull on dark blue trousers, a blazer, a white shirt, and a black tie. I have kept this style since my time at the boarding school—simple and practical, which is important at moments like this. I rush out of the room and, after reaching the institute, dash through its corridors. 

Anxiety churns inside me, but I know—twenty-five minutes late is already too much. Even so, I still hope to catch at least part of the class. 

Reaching the classroom, I stop to catch my breath. The air in the hallway is fresh, carrying a light morning chill. Suddenly, I hear laughter and music coming from behind the door. These are modern hits, which seem odd for an educational institution. Listening closely, I can make out the professor’s voice trying to restore order in the lecture hall. 

When I open the door, I immediately apologize: 

“Sorry for being late. It won’t happen again.” 

“It’s been a long time since anyone apologized to me.” I hear a female voice with a slight chuckle. 

“Well, alright, I’ll forgive you this time.” 

The room bursts into laughter, and I freeze, trying to understand what is going on. Looking up, I see a scene that is completely unexpected for an economics class. 

The girl standing at the blackboard shatters every stereotype about how a student should look during a lecture. Her style is bold and daring. A black blouse paired with short shorts is an unusual choice for a university setting, while a leather jacket gives her look an even sharper edge. Sneakers and fingerless gloves seem like an extension of her rebellious image and charm. The confidence with which she holds the chalk and writes on the board leaves no doubt—she knows exactly what she is doing. 

Her hair is thick, a warm shade of brown. Among the strands, like tongues of flame, locks of deep scarlet stand out, giving her an air of dangerous allure that mesmerizes anyone who dares to look. 

Light makeup, with an emphasis on her eyes, makes her gaze even more striking. 

Despite her short height—around one meter sixty—she radiates confidence and strength. Her look is far from university standards, but that is precisely what makes her so captivating. 

How do they even let her into class dressed like that? This is definitely not a typical university style. 

“Who are you?” I can’t hold back my curiosity. 

​“I’m a freshman. My name’s Katrin. And you?” The girl is without a hint of embarrassment, as if what is happening doesn’t concern her at all. 

I open my mouth to answer, but at that moment, the professor—whom everyone has apparently forgotten about—speaks up. He is sitting at his desk, barely managing to stay in his chair, occasionally attempting to stand, though his movements are unsteady. 

“It won’t be long. Once I get off this chair, she’ll be out of here in no time. Just wait, you little brat,” the man hisses, shaking his clenched fist. 

However, Katrin pays no attention to his threats, merely smirking. She returns to the board, continuing to draw. Her movements are smooth and confident, and the drawing becomes increasingly complex and vivid. She keeps chatting with her classmates, her voice steady, her body swaying slightly to the rhythm of the music, adding an air of mystery to her actions. 

Shocked by her audacity, I decide to leave and report her to the rector. But just as I am about to, the bell rings for a break. Turning around, I continue on my way. I know some might call me a snitch, but I see her behavior as pure mockery. Katrin has gone too far, and I’m not about to tolerate her arrogance or let her continue humiliating others. 

When I reach the office and am about to knock, I suddenly feel someone grab my wrist. It is Katrin. 

My heart pounds faster as her fingers tighten around my hand, and her gaze is so piercing it feels like she can see right through me. 

“Planning to rat out?” The girl’s voice is harsh and threatening. 

“No. Because I’m not a rat, I’m a decent person, unlike some.” 

I am sure I won’t let this girl win our verbal battle. Her eyes show mockery and disdain, as if she has already decided I am too weak to fight back. 

“Oh, you mean me? Sure, sure, Nerd.” Her laughter feels like a blow to my self-esteem. I can feel her words leaving a mark that won’t be so easy to erase. 

“Just because I’m a straight-A student doesn’t mean you should call me that.” 

“I didn’t call you that. Your outfit did. Look at yourself—you just need glasses to complete the look.” 

These words hurt, but I can’t let her see my weakness. 

“The break is almost over, I don’t have time for you and your insults. I have to see the rector.” 

“Yeah, please. I won’t stop a respected person from snitching on others.” 

Stepping back, she knocks on the rector’s office door. Hearing the permission to enter, she opens it with an innocent, almost playful smile. That is her final mockery before I step into the office. 

I enter the office with a confident posture, although inside, I am still burning from her words. I try to show that her threats and mockery don’t affect me. 

“Yes? What brings you here?” the man behind the desk asks, his face strict and unreadable. 

“The bullying of the lecturer from room 105.” 

“Who bullied him? You?” He raises his eyebrows in surprise. 

“No, a first-year girl named Katrin. I don’t know her last name. She smeared glue on his chair, and he got stuck to it. He’s still sitting there,” I explain, though my voice still betrays my emotions. 

“Alright. You may go. I’ll take care of it,” the rector reassures me, and I have no choice but to leave. 

I still haven’t gotten over what has happened, but I know I have to move on. Just before I leave, I hear the rector, sounding irritated, making a phone call. His voice wavers with tension, as though he is struggling to stay composed. 

As I step out of the office, I slow my pace, expecting to see Katrin with her self-satisfied smirk, but she is nowhere in sight. The silence of the corridor hangs heavily in the air, leaving an odd feeling of foreboding. The bell rings, signaling the start of the class. I absentmindedly head toward the lecture 

​hall but notice that the students are moving in the opposite direction—as if following an unspoken agreement. 

“Where are you going?” I ask them, feeling a growing sense of confusion. 

No one replies. The silence only intensifies my discomfort. 

Suddenly, someone grabs my wrist. Turning around, I see Katrin. Her gaze is filled with confidence, and her eyes sparkle with triumph—as if the game is already over, and I have become part of her plan. She tugs me toward the third floor, not caring about my resistance. Her grip is strong, like that of a predator unwilling to let go of its prey. I feel the protest rising in my chest, but I can’t break free. 

“Due to a minor incident, we’ve been moved to a different classroom. They’ll give us a different lecturer temporarily,” she says, not looking back. Her voice is calm, as if everything happening is just part of an ordinary day. But beneath the apparent serenity, there is mockery. Her words are like a spark to the anger that has been smoldering deep inside me. 

“A minor incident that YOU caused!” I can’t hold back my rage. Katrin stops and turns to me with a playful, yet cynical expression. 

“Nerd! I just wanted to have some fun,” she says, feigning offense and speaking so easily as if this is just another prank. 

“It’s funny when everyone’s having fun, not when there’s a victim,” I step closer, responding to her. 

I yank my arm out of her grip, putting all my emotions into the movement. The girl only smiles, tilting her head slightly as if studying my reaction, like a predator toying with its prey. 

“Oh, are you upset because you missed all the fun? Don’t worry, I’ll make it up to you, and next time, I’ll wait for you!” She winks at me. 

Before I can respond, we enter the classroom. Katrin, as usual, drags me by the hand to her desk. I try to resist, but it’s too late—she sits next to me. Now I have to spend forty minutes with her, and I doubt I can keep my composure. 

However, to my surprise, she doesn’t bother me and just stares at her phone screen as if everything around her is irrelevant. Maybe she’ll leave me alone, and I’ll be able to study in peace? 

But just as the lecture starts, the very same lecturer, the one whom Katrin has tormented in the previous classes, walks in. 

“Katrin Kamenskaya and Maxim Krylov, both of you, with me, to the rector’s office,” he calls us. 

The tension grows, but I just smirk and glance at Katrin. She doesn’t even look at me—all her attention is fixed on the phone screen, as though she has no doubt that she’ll get away with it. We stand up and follow the lecturer. Katrin, as always, takes my arm. 

In the rector’s office, the lecturer begins to speak with a trembling voice, recounting the horrors he has endured because of her antics. His words thunder, breaking the silence. He doesn’t hide either his anger or his helplessness. 

“What is this girl doing?!” he exclaims, looking at us with disdain. “I just don’t understand how people like her even make it into university! Can you imagine what she did in the classroom? This isn’t a prank; it’s outright bullying!” His face is burning with anger. 

He continues, not hiding his fury: 

“When I sat at the desk, this. . this Katrin, instead of listening to the lecture, got up, turned on loud music, and started giving her own ‘lecture.’ It was unbearable! I tried to stop her, but the chair was old, without wheels, and I literally got stuck to it! Could I get up? No! And she, apparently, thinks it’s funny!” The lecturer is so angry that his voice is cracking, turning hoarse. He goes on to describe how Katrin has behaved with complete disrespect for him and the other students. 

​“And not a shred of shame in her eyes!” he adds, barely holding himself back. “She caused chaos, and I was stuck in the chair, trying to figure out how this was even possible!” 

The culprit, as always, shows no signs of regret. She sits there with a blank expression, not even glancing at the lecturer. A strange feeling overwhelms me, a mix of irritation and pity. He clearly isn’t amused, but for Katrin, this is all just a game. 

“Well, are you going to expel her?” the lecturer demands, finishing his emotional outburst, and looks up at the rector, leaning on the desk. 

“No.” 

The lecturer is stunned, unable to believe that nothing will come of it. 

“No, then no. Can I leave now?” Katrin asks with icy calm, as though nothing extraordinary has happened. Her eyes are cold, devoid of any empathy. A sense of emptiness fills me at the thought that she will walk away scot-free once again. The lecturer and I exchange incredulous glances. I can’t understand how such audacity can be forgiven. 

“Yes,” the rector replies, and Katrin, without even acknowledging us, leaves the room, leaving us in complete confusion. 

The lecturer can’t hold back any longer: 

“How can it be ‘no’? Are you kidding me? Can you really forgive such behavior?” His voice booms with fury. “This is outrageous!” 

I fully share his feelings. The situation is too absurd to simply ignore. 

“You can, if she’s a gold medalist. The only one who scored the highest marks in the whole country this year, do you understand?” The rector tries to justify her. “There are always few students like that, and universities fight for them. She just had a little fun.” 

“And now what? Tomorrow she’ll pour something on my head, or do something even worse? Where’s the limit?” The man keeps shouting, his words sounding like the echoes of a real tragedy. 

“I’ll talk to her. She’ll behave more restrainedly.” 

I know his words won’t calm the lecturer down. 

When we leave, I still can’t understand how she manages to score such results on her exams. There’s no way to cheat—every room has cameras. Why does she need such high marks? Maybe someone hacks the database, but something tells me that Katrin is just playing with us, like a cat with a mouse. 

In the following weeks, she ignores me, and I don’t try to speak to her. But fate keeps throwing us together—in the cafeteria, in classes, when all the seats are taken. Every time I go outside, I see her with her friends, smoking. Smoking women have never attracted me, and Katrin is the complete opposite of my ideal. 

My ideal. 

A woman should be beautiful—not in appearance, but in character. I don’t care about looks; for me, a person’s inner world is more important. Maybe it sounds romantic, but I believe that sincerity, care, and loyalty mean more than attractiveness. True beauty is in how a person perceives the world, how they treat others, how deeply they can love. We live with character, not appearance, and that is what defines happiness. Perhaps that’s why I’ve still never met anyone I would want to share my first kiss with. 

Katrin is everything I’m not looking for. It seems like she cares only about the external world, approval, and attention. There’s no sincerity, no depth in her—just a carefully constructed facade. 

Every step she takes looks calculated, as if she has spent her whole life practicing wearing a mask: beautiful, vibrant, but fake. I’m not even sure if there’s anything real about her, anything to respect. 

​But in the past few weeks, it seems she has decided to change her role. Now, Katrin pretends to be the perfect student: diligent, restrained, always with a smile that never reaches her eyes. Sometimes, her true self slips through in the form of biting comments or bold behavior, but even then, she never crosses the line. This pretense irritates me even more—as if she wants to deceive everyone around her, including me. 



​                                                                Chapter 2 

When I return to the dorm room, I immediately realize something is wrong. The air is saturated with someone else’s sweet and overpowering perfume. Dima is sitting on my bed. Or rather, he is kissing someone, and that someone doesn’t seem to mind that they have turned MY bed into a date spot. 

Words get stuck in my throat, unable to find their way out. I stand there, unable to move, as if I have stepped into another world where my feelings don’t matter. Dima doesn’t notice me, lost in the embrace of the girl. I feel my face flush, and bitterness mixes with rage inside me. Everything seems absurd and unreal, but I know: this can’t be ignored. 

I am overwhelmed by irritation. This is my territory, my personal comfort zone, and to see it so blatantly taken over is insulting. 

“Hmm,” I deliberately cough loudly to attract their attention. 

Dima abruptly pulls away from the girl and looks at me with annoyance, as though I have ruined his entire evening. The girl slowly turns toward me, and at that moment, I feel a rush of heat. This is she—Katrin. 

Her green eyes meet mine, and I notice them gleam. 

“You ruin my fun everywhere!” she says sharply, then begins fixing her disheveled hair. Her voice is cheeky, with a demanding yet strangely attractive tone. “Is there nothing better for you to do than mess with my fun?” 

I take a deep breath, trying to hold back my anger. 

“You call that fun?” My anger turns into irritation and. . interest? 

“No, should I be as much of a prude as you? Sit with textbooks and be the ‘perfect student’?” She crosses her arms over her chest, her posture openly defiant. 

She looks dissatisfied, but in her gaze, there is a challenge, as if she intentionally wants to see how far I will go. I will never forget her look—a mix of sarcasm and cunning, enjoying the situation as she watches me struggle to maintain my dignity. 

“Perfection is clearly not your thing. You’re just pretending,” it slips out of me, I can’t hold it back. 

“What kind of student are you? You’re a fraud!” 

For a moment, her face freezes. Her cheeks flush, and her eyes blaze with anger. She jumps off the bed so quickly that even Dima flinches. Her fingers curl into fists, and her feet barely touch the ground at her speed. In the next moment, her hand shoots toward my face. 

Katrin looks stunned. Her breath is ragged, her lips trembling with rage, and her fist is frozen in the air, just a few centimeters from me. Dima barely manages to grab her hand and hold her back. 

“Call me that again, and I’ll tear your face off! Got it, Nerd?!” The girl looks ready to rip me apart. 

Her body trembles with tension, every muscle taut like a string ready to snap. She tries to break free from Dima’s hold, her movements sharp and fast, like a predator tearing toward its prey. 

I stand frozen, feeling the adrenaline rush through my veins, giving me determination but also filling me with fear. I don’t know what to expect from her next. 

But at that moment, when her fist is only a couple of centimeters from my face, everything freezes. I notice something strange in her eyes. That gaze, full of rage and threats, holds something deeper—

something dark, hidden behind a stone mask. In her eyes, I see not just a thirst for revenge, but unbearable pain, carefully concealed, buried within her. Somewhere in the depth of that gaze, I recognize something familiar—vulnerability, hidden beneath a layer of aggression, suppressed pain that she perhaps doesn’t even know how to speak about but which screams for help. 

It is a reaction to something personal, something I feel I can’t even begin to imagine. What could have changed her so much? What has made her so cruel and, at the same time, so vulnerable? 

​Dima finally tightens his grip on her hand, trying to calm her down. His voice is low and tense; he mutters something under his breath, but Katrin doesn’t seem to hear. Her eyes are still locked on me, burning with such intense hatred that it feels like they could set everything around us on fire. 

"Let’s go somewhere else and continue this there," Dima intervenes, taking her by the hand. 

"Do you want to strangle me with your words, or will you finally cool down?" I say quietly, trying to ease the tension, though inside, emotions are still raging. 

"You… you’ll pay for this!" Katrin takes a step toward me, and I freeze mid-air. 

Her behavior is both stunning and infuriating. She is a whirlwind—unafraid of either scandals or consequences. With every move she makes, I can feel her energy radiating, as if she is the center of her own world, one without any limits. She looks at me as if she is ready to tear me apart, waiting for me to make the next move. I stare back at her, torn between two emotions—anger and a strange admiration for her strength. 

I can’t tell what is stronger—the urge to leave or the need to stay. Her hair, crimson like molten lava, is in wild disarray, as if it is a living flame burning against the backdrop of her face. Every strand seems to breathe fire, highlighting her rage, while her eyes blaze like scorching embers, reflecting a storm ready to break free. But behind that fire lies an incredible force—one capable of destroying everything in its path, yet drawing me in like a magnet. At that moment, she is like a hurricane—

dangerous, yet mesmerizing. She doesn’t just destroy; she creates a new reality, one where I have no idea what will happen next. But one thing is certain—I can’t look away. 

"Yeah, yeah, he got your point. Calm down, baby," Dima wraps an arm around her shoulders, holding her back. "He’s not worth your nerves. Let’s go." 

Dima nudges her toward the door, but she doesn’t even glance at him. She keeps staring at me. When they leave, the room is filled with a strange, almost tangible silence. I stand there, my gaze locked onto the empty doorway, which just moments ago had remained slightly open, like an invisible bridge between me and what has just happened. In that silence, the atmosphere thickens, and with each passing second, it becomes harder to breathe. 

Katrin… Her image won’t leave my mind. I feel that there is something dark hidden in her eyes, lurking behind her smile, and somehow, I have become her target. The thought refuses to let me go, and I can’t understand why. 

I take a deep breath and sit on the bed. The air still carries her presence. Everything is saturated with her scent—that sweet, cloying perfume that seems to have seeped into every corner of the room, refusing to let me be. It’s becoming stronger, a relentless reminder of what has happened, and it irritates me. That scent is unbearable, making me yearn for peace, which now feels unreachable. 

I try to distract myself, but her voice echoes in my mind like a sound impossible to silence. I know I can’t just forget about it, but at the same time, I feel an odd pull—somehow, I want to see her again. 

The more I try to understand what it is about her that makes me question my own feelings, the more lost I become. 

Unable to bear it any longer, I get up and walk to the wardrobe. I pull out fresh bed linens, trying to distract myself from intrusive thoughts. But all I can feel is her face, her anger, and the tension—

something almost alive, something that won’t leave me. Even simple actions bring no relief. Every glance at the snow-white fabric keeps dragging me back to the thoughts I’m trying to escape. 

After a while, Dima returns—this time alone. Everything else fades into the shadow of his silent presence. 

“You ruin everything! I almost have her, and now she tells me to get lost!” he complains. 

​“Well, maybe you shouldn’t try to sleep with her on my bed,” I reply calmly, still lost in my own thoughts. 

“You know my bed’s been broken ever since Oleg, drunk off his ass, decides to jump on it. Damn that alcoholic!” 

Dima keeps mumbling something about his broken bed, but I’m barely listening. The image of Katrin is still in front of me—her rage, her energy, her. . weakness? Why can’t I forget her? 

Finally, I finish making the bed and lie down with satisfaction. I’ve always liked fresh sheets—it’s almost the only thing that brings me comfort in moments like these. Cleanliness, silence, undisturbed by outside noise—that’s when I feel at peace. It doesn’t matter who has been on the bed before or what has happened around me; I just enjoy the moment. And even if I appear calm on the outside, inside, everything is still boiling. Emotions I can’t express keep piling up, and I long for at least a moment of oblivion. 

“Are you coming to the party?” My roommate peeks from around the corner, grinning, as if ready to test my patience again. 

“What party?” I have no idea what he’s talking about, but his expression already hints that it will be something familiar—loud and annoying. 

“The one on the second floor of the dorm.” 

As always—another one of their gatherings. I’m tired of their endless celebrations and noisy meetups. Every time, I understand them less and less. Pointless fun that brings no real satisfaction—

just brief flashes of excitement, followed by emptiness. I’ve never been part of that world, and now I feel even more out of place. 

“No, I’m not going. You know that’s not for me.” 

“Well, yeah, you’re more into books, just like Katrin says.” 

They always say that, never understanding that books are my way of being myself. It’s not something stupid or boring—it’s my refuge, my comfort zone. 

“What time does it start, and how long does it last?” I’m not sure why I’m asking—maybe I just want to know how long this so-called freedom will last. 

“Oh, so you’re going after all?” 

“No, just curious how long this cacophony will go on.” 

“It starts at nine, in an hour. Ends around three or four in the morning. It’s Friday—no need to sleep,” 

my roommate adds with almost childlike excitement. “And there’s really no one here to disturb. Just you—everyone else will be there.” 

An hour later, when I first hear the music, I think it’s part of some distant dream. But as soon as I open my eyes and see Dima heading out somewhere, I remember the party. 

I’m not planning on going, but curiosity gets the best of me. Something inside is pulling me there. I want to see what Katrin is doing in a crowd like that, among those people. Why is that her place? 

When Dima asks if I’m coming, I’m about to refuse. But deep down, a strange thought surfaces—what if she’s there? 

I don’t change my clothes. Why would I? I’m just going to take a quick look. I’m wearing simple checkered pajama pants and a T-shirt with a childish print—the most basic outfit that suits the situation. 

As I step onto the second floor, I’m immediately hit by the heavy smell of alcohol and cigarettes. It clings to my nostrils, leaving an unpleasant aftertaste. The room is lit by flickering string lights, their bright glow creating a festive atmosphere, yet giving it an eerie, unfamiliar mystique. Everything around me seems to strive for cheerfulness and vibrancy, but there’s something cold and detached 

​about it. The bass of the music is so powerful that I can feel its vibrations in my chest. It almost physically consumes me, making me want to cover my ears and retreat to my room, where it’s quieter and calmer. At that moment, it becomes clear: this reality isn’t mine. For many, this is a fun gathering—loud and full of life—but for me, it feels foreign and uncomfortable. 

Why can’t people just sit and talk peacefully, without all this noise and alcohol? Why do joy and excitement always have to come with loud sounds, fake smiles, and endless drinking? Can’t the world exist in silence, where everyone can simply be themselves, without the oppressive pressure of 

"normalcy" and the expectation of constant fun? 

I’m about to turn and leave when my roommate grabs my arm and pulls me toward their table. His grip is a little too firm, though not enough for me to resist. These people, with their drunken stares and half-smiles, are clearly not the kind of company I want. 

"Everyone, meet my roommate, Maxim," he says, as if introducing the most important guest of the night. 

"Hey, everyone," I say, already feeling like I don’t belong here. 

"What’s up with your outfit, dude? Where’d you get it? Got a hook?" one of the guys, covered in tattoos, gives my T-shirt a curious once-over, his gaze burning into me. 

"Give what? A hook? For what?" I’m a little confused, unsure of what he means. 

"Don’t stress, Max. He’s asking where you bought your clothes, wants a link to the online store," my roommate quickly explains, noticing how I instinctively take a step back. 

"I didn’t buy them. My mom sent it in a package." 

The laughter that follows is so unpleasant that I feel something inside me clench. This whole situation feels like a bizarre, ridiculous nightmare. 

I’m about to leave when Katrin appears. Drunk and slightly unsteady, she grabs my hand and pulls me away. I have no idea what’s happening. Why have I even come here? Why is everything shifting so suddenly? And who am I to her now? 

She leads me to a quiet corner, where we’re alone. Everything else fades away, leaving only her eyes—shiny and filled with a strange sincerity—at the center of my attention. I feel her intoxicated gaze pierce through me, stirring something unexplainable in my soul. What does she want? Why is she acting like this? 

She rests her head against my chest, and I feel her hair brush against my face—soft and warm, creating a strange mix of vulnerability and an odd sense of peace. It seems like the world has stopped, and caught off guard, I can’t find the words. 

"Can I stay at your place for the night? I promise I won’t bother you. I’ll just sleep, and I’ll leave in the morning," her voice is quiet, but there’s raw vulnerability in it. I feel an unfamiliar warmth and unease wash over me. She isn’t just asking—she’s searching for refuge in this strange, unfamiliar place. 

I stay silent for a few seconds, trying to process what’s happening. The silence between us thickens, pressing against my chest. Just two hours ago, she threatened me, her words slicing through the air. 

And now she’s here—almost helpless, asking for help. It’s so absurd that I have no idea how to react. 

Everything feels like a surreal dream where I have no clue what to do. But at some point, realizing it’s too late to turn back, I find myself unable to refuse. 

"Alright," I say, not quite believing what has just happened. 

My voice comes out weak and shaky, yet somewhere in it, there’s already a hint of resolve, even though I don’t understand what exactly I’m deciding. 

​I know this might be a mistake, that agreeing to her request could be the start of something I’ll later regret. But at that moment, when she looks at me with that extraordinary sincerity and hope, I can no longer stop myself. 





​                                                              Chapter 3 

Is being a virgin at eighteen normal or not? 

I ask myself this question more often than I’d like to admit. At first, it’s out of curiosity, then out of frustration, and eventually, it just becomes a constant companion. But it never stops me from living my life. I don’t feel defective or abnormal, nor do I envy other guys who brag about their "conquests." 

I’m just different. 

And yet, the question never leaves me—like a persistent fly I can’t swat away, no matter how hard I try. At first, it seems simple and insignificant, but with each passing year, it becomes heavier and more complicated. 

Studying has always been my top priority. I’m fascinated by the idea of achieving success, earning respect. Girls, as I’ve long realized, don’t like that. They prefer those who know how to make an impression. Rebels, defiant and reckless, seem far more interesting to them than someone like me—

quiet, buried in books and textbooks. 

And you know what? I’m not bothered by it. Yes, I want a relationship, but I can’t force myself to do something just to blend in. Sleeping with just anyone, just to get rid of the "virgin" label? That seems pointless to me. I seek happiness in books, in being the best at what I do. My world revolves around studying, challenges, and striving for success. Only sometimes, in moments of loneliness, when I sit down with my textbooks, I feel like something is missing—closeness with someone. I try not to dwell on it, convincing myself that I’m fine, that it isn’t that important. But as soon as I’m alone, in the silence of my empty room, the question resurfaces. And I don’t know how to fight it. 

Probably, only a rare few have their first time with someone they truly love, with someone who loves them back. I’m not even expecting something like that, but I still believe there should at least be some connection between people. 

For others, it’s easy—they live in the moment, laughing, dating, as if that’s all that matters. But I feel like the world beyond studying and responsibilities isn’t mine. Girls? They don’t even notice me. The ones I try to talk to often avoid me, with a hint of disdain in their eyes. I’m not the kind of guy who can impress them. 

When I start signing up for dating sites, it feels like a game. Maybe I’m trying to prove to myself that I’m not a complete failure. A few dates, a couple of awkward conversations… But everything feels forced. I sit across from these girls, and no matter how hard I try to feel even the slightest attraction, nothing happens. It all feels shallow, mechanical. There’s no excitement, no thrill I’ve hoped for. I guess I’m looking for something more than just physical attraction. But that always remains out of reach. 

And now—ironically—there’s a girl in my bed. Real, alive, not imaginary. Just not in the way I’ve pictured it, and, to be honest, not someone I would have chosen to be here. More than that, this is the second time in a day that she’s appeared in my room, as if deliberately invading my personal space. 

Yet somehow, her presence changes the atmosphere. 

Katrin lies beside me, as if she has always been there. I don’t know what to do with this feeling. For a moment, I think I’ve become part of something unusual. But this isn’t an "ideal moment"—it’s a strange tangle of emotions I can’t decipher. All I can do is lie still, as if I’m just a pillow she has happened to rest her hand on. The room carries her scent—sweet and warm, reminiscent of vanilla ice cream. It’s so familiar and pleasant that it leaves me a little dazed. 

"Did you really get the highest score, or did you just fool everyone?" I finally dare to ask while looking at her. 

​This question has been tormenting me since the moment we met. I want to see her reaction, to understand how sincere she is. Katrin merely smirks. She lies on top of me as if it’s her rightful place. 

Her long hair tickles my neck, and her leg, draped over my hips, feels almost weightless. She quietly lifts her head again, and I feel her gaze piercing through me. I’ve tried to gently move her beside me earlier, but she only presses closer, as if she knows I won’t dare to resist. 

"I really am smart. And I passed those tests on my own. It was the easiest thing ever." 

I raise an eyebrow in surprise. The year I’ve spent preparing suddenly feels meaningless. A strange feeling creeps over me. I’ve put in countless hours of studying and revising, and now she’s saying it’s been easier for her than it is for me. I want to believe it’s a lie, but her gaze and confidence make me doubt my own judgment. 

"Are you planning to compete in the Olympiad?" 

"Of course. What about you?" She props herself up slightly. "I bet you’re already deep in preparation, aren’t you? You’re such Nerd." 

There’s no malice in her words, only soft irony. Her eyes sparkle with genuine interest, as if she’s trying to decipher me, like a rare, fascinating specimen. 

It isn’t just a statement; it’s a test. She wants to see my reaction, to hear what I’ll say in return. Her words fuel my desire to prove I’m not like everyone else. I’m not perfect, but I can win. I want to win. 

"I want to beat you." 

She doesn’t react immediately, but then her smile slowly stretches into something playful. Her eyes, narrowing like a cat’s, radiate pure confidence. It feels like she’s already prepared for battle, and I’m just the next challenge on her list. Excitement surges in my chest, coursing through my veins. Every word she speaks is a step toward a great battle, and I’m ready to dive into it headfirst. 

"I won’t be your only competitor. But I like that you see only me as your rival," she says with an easy smirk, as if she’s already won. "So, how about a bet?" 

"I don’t bet. Not with anyone. Not on anything." 

"Oh, come on, at least hear me out." 

Not knowing how to refuse, I sigh, bracing myself for the unknown. 

"Fine," I can’t resist my curiosity. "What have you come up with?" 

Her eyes gleam. Everything becomes clear in an instant. We’re standing on the edge of a game, and I feel it deep in my bones. 

"It’s simple. Whoever scores higher gets to make the loser fulfill one wish." 

She knows exactly what she’s doing, and I realize: this is her game, and I’m just a pawn on her board. 

But damn, what an enticing game it is. Losing is not an option. 

"Any wish?" 

"Absolutely. And I already know what mine will be." 

"And what is it?" I ask, smiling, though I feel a hint of nervousness inside. 

"Oh, I won’t tell you everything! You’ll find out if you lose," her voice is filled with light teasing, but there’s no malice in it. And I can’t help but smile back. 

"We’ll see who loses." 

After that conversation, unexpectedly, I drift off to sleep. 

When I open my eyes, I realize I’m lying alone. The dark room greets me with its cold air, and I immediately know she’s gone. On the stool beside the bed sits a plate with an omelet and a salad. 

Everything looks so neat, as if there’s been no rush, no chaos. More than that—there’s a sense of care in it. 

Next to it lies a note: 

​"Thanks for yesterday. Get ready to lose!" 

I chuckle, but deep inside, a light unease spreads through me. There’s no signature, which oddly reassures me. Maybe that’s exactly what I need—the knowledge that no one else could have known she’s been here. Rumors could spread quickly. 

As I go downstairs to the kitchen, I expect to see the usual mess—dirty dishes, stains on the table. But everything is clean. She’s tidied up, leaving behind a sense of order and comfort, which surprises me more than anything. 

Her presence has left something important in my life. A faint fragrance still lingers in the air, as if she’s still here. And that feeling won’t let me go, remaining a warm, lingering mystery. 

The next week is tough for me. Every day after classes, I spend hours in the library, buried in books and textbooks. I know the Olympiad is an opportunity I can’t afford to miss. Every minute matters—I have to prove my knowledge and pass this challenge without letting myself down. I work tirelessly, studying everything I can on the subject, hoping for the best. This is my chance to showcase everything I’ve learned, and I’m not going to waste it. 

My emotions are mixed: on one hand, I’m determined; on the other, I feel constant pressure, as if a weight of responsibility rests on my shoulders—one I not only have to carry but also have to channel correctly during the exam. 

Katrin is absent from class again. By now, I’ve grown used to it, but this time, it irritates me even more. Her seat remains empty, and when I ask Dima where she is, he shrugs and says she doesn’t care about studying. She spends her nights partying in bars and clubs instead of focusing on important things. I smirk, remembering how she warned me: “Get ready to lose.” Looking at her behavior, I realize that phrase suits her more than it does me. She’s the one preparing for failure, not me. If she keeps drinking and not taking the Olympiad seriously, her chances of success will disappear. But I have no intention of reminding her. Let her lose—it will only work in my favor. She’s so sure of her victory, but reality is catching up with her fast. 

The wish. 

That’s another thing I can’t stop thinking about. What wish should I make her fulfill? It doesn’t seem like such a difficult question at first, but in reality, it becomes far more significant than I’ve expected. 

I keep trying to imagine what I could ask for, yet nothing reasonable comes to mind. Of course, any guy, if asked, would probably come up with something appropriate—or not so appropriate—right away. But that isn’t my style. I don’t want to set small goals or go for something easy. I want something more. 

Making a wish that truly matters—that’s worth considering. Something that will help me understand her better, yet won’t force me into compromises I’m not ready for. Or maybe I don’t even know what I want yet. This isn’t just a request; it’s a game, one I’m not entirely sure about myself. But deep down, I feel it will reveal something important. 

Should I ask her to be my girlfriend for a month? That would be simple. But no, that isn’t the step I want to take. She’s so unpredictable that I could either fall for her overnight or not notice her at all. 

Honestly, I’m not sure if I could even handle her for a month. I never know what she truly wants, and it seems like her life philosophy is far from what I’m looking for. 

But then again, I don’t really know who she is. Could I figure her out if I spend just a week by her side? It’s strange, but a week is at least something. She’s still a mystery to me. In that short period, I could at least try to understand her personality, to see what lies beneath her appearance and behavior. 

​For a moment, I hesitate. Could she even act like someone’s girlfriend, or would her boldness and independence always get in the way? Maybe this challenge isn’t just about being with her—it’s about learning to accept her for who she truly is. 

Of course, intimacy is out of the question. I can’t even imagine what would happen if things go that far. I need more time to understand who she is to me. And as for kisses… I can think about it, but that’s where I have to draw the line. I don’t want to break any boundaries too soon. I want to see her in a different light, to get to know her on a deeper level. 

The wish is already there, and that’s what matters most. It’s the thing that keeps me going, pushing me forward despite the fear and uncertainty. 

Saturday arrives—the day of the Olympiad. 

The morning is tense; I’m nervous but try not to show it. Thoughts swarm in my head, but I know—if I give in to anxiety now, I’ll lose everything I’ve worked for. I’m certain I’ve prepared well, and if I act precisely, everything will work out. But that feeling of unease won’t leave me. 

All I can do now is mentally immerse myself in my preparation and focus on what I’ve studied. I know that if I follow the plan, if I think logically, as my teacher has taught me, everything will be fine. But life can be cruel, and I can’t allow my fate to depend on a single failure. 

"Is everyone here?" the examiner asks, looking at us, trying to determine who’s present. 

"Katrin Kamenskaya is missing," one of the professors standing by the board, checking the documents, informs her. 

The examiner waves her hand dismissively, making no attempt to hide her irritation. She clearly dislikes delays. 

"We’ll start without her. If it mattered to her, she’d be here." 

Some students nearby look concerned and hesitate for a few moments, unsure whether to say something, but the examiner is firm. As for me, I understand that this isn’t important to Katrin. Her indifferent attitude toward everything is obvious. She always arrives at classes at the last moment, barely putting in any effort on exams, and then rushes off to another party. I’m curious to see how she’ll handle it this time. Surely, she’s already dancing somewhere, having completely forgotten that some things are more important than endless parties and nightclubs. 

I can’t understand how someone can be so careless about something that’s vital to me. 

The Olympiad begins. 

The questions are far from easy, but I feel confident. I’ve prepared well, and that confidence gives me strength. Time is slipping away quickly, and I know I have to stay focused to not miss a single important detail. 

But then, with just thirty minutes left until the end of the exam, the door opens, and she walks in—

Katrin. 

At that moment, I feel a smile spread across my face. It isn’t just a feeling of satisfaction but a certainty that she won’t have enough time to finish. I’m pleased, quietly celebrating my victory. But what truly stuns me is her appearance. She looks different—confident, composed, as if she isn’t in a hurry at all. 

A smirk immediately appears on her face. It’s both irritating and amusing. I can’t hold back a wide grin, thinking to myself—sorry, but you’ve lost. However, no matter how I assess the situation, Katrin is sure of the opposite. And there’s something mysterious and even intriguing about that. 





​                                                              Chapter 4 

Katrin enters with a slight sway, her gait betraying clear discomfort. 

She wears a short black dress that accentuates her slender figure and high-heeled black boots. Her hair is disheveled, and the red of her lipstick is smudged in places, giving the impression of a hasty makeup fix. It looks slightly smeared, as if she has tried to cover up the consequences of a sleepless night. Everything about her appearance makes it clear that she has overslept and has tried to pull herself together—but it looks more comical than anything else. A faint hint of irritation in her eyes mixes with a self-satisfied smirk—she doesn’t seem to care. It’s as if Katrin has no awareness of how her condition and appearance might affect the perception of her knowledge. Or maybe she simply doesn’t care at all. 

"Sorry, I’m a little late," she says with a smile, glancing around at us. 

"You’re a whole hour late, and your presence here is meaningless. Besides, you’re clearly in no state to take such an important exam. Go sober up," the examiner responds, looking at her with irritation. 

Katrin is obviously drunk, but her reaction stuns me. There’s something rebellious in her every movement, and her determination seems boundless. 

"You’re wasting my time with this test when there’s nothing to solve. These stupid exams—any idiot could pass them. And as for my condition—I could pass them perfectly even drunk." 

Her words leave the entire auditorium in shock, yet she doesn’t even seem to notice how she is devaluing the efforts of the other students. Everyone, including me, is stunned by how easily she dismisses the difficulty of the exams and the capabilities of her peers. 

The examiner is furious but can’t do anything. She is ready to throw Katrin out, but Katrin won’t back down. 

"Who do you think you are? Leave the room before you’re thrown out!" the examiner snaps, refusing to let it go. 

She is clearly not used to such behavior, especially from students who are expected to take their studies seriously. 

But I haven’t started calling Katrin “Rebel Girl” in my head for nothing—rebelling is exactly what she does. She isn’t afraid to challenge authority, to bulldoze through obstacles, and she always gets her way, no matter how it looks to others. Even in her disheveled state and clear exhaustion, there’s a confidence about her that makes it hard to believe her participation in the Olympiad is over. Katrin knows how to command attention, and her entrance is nothing short of a spectacle. 

She doesn’t just ignore the examiner’s words—she looks at her with slight disdain, as if the woman is saying something utterly ridiculous. There isn’t just defiance in her eyes but a challenge. As always, Katrin refuses to acknowledge any limits. Every step she takes is filled with conviction in her own victory, despite the circumstances. 

I watch her with fascination, unable to understand what she is trying to prove. Maybe she herself doesn’t know what she is going to do next, but one thing is clear—she isn’t going to stop. Her claim that she can pass the test in any condition seems insane, but I can no longer underestimate her. This girl is different, and I have no idea how to deal with that. 

The entire auditorium is glued to their exchange, but even in this situation, Katrin remains unfazed. It isn’t just fearlessness—it’s an ability to make others doubt themselves. 

"I'm willing to make a bet with you," she says with a smirk, locking eyes with the professor. "If I fail your Olympiad, you can expel me from the university. Deal?" 

She knows there isn’t enough time to finish the exam, yet she keeps arguing. This isn’t just arrogance—it’s a strange kind of pride that won’t let her admit defeat. Does this girl ever stop making 

​a deal? She is putting everything on the line, and I can’t understand why. Is winning this argument really worth risking her future? Does she really care that much about proving a point? 

"Deal. I’ll personally grade your test. Take a seat—you only have thirty minutes left," the examiner replies, shocking us all by giving her a chance. 

When Katrin sits down at the desk and begins filling out the answers, her speed astonishes everyone. 

She works with such concentration that it seems as though she isn’t even drunk. Her eyes never leave the paper, and her hands move quickly and confidently. I don’t know what to think. There’s an incredible determination in her actions that leaves me confused. How can she be so confident in her abilities when her entire life seems to revolve around endless parties? 

Her focus and confidence are truly impressive. Could she really be that smart? Or is it just an outward façade, and beneath it all, she is unprepared? 

"Time's up! Turn in your work!" the professor says, interrupting my thoughts. 

I turn to Katrin and notice the satisfied smile on her face. She stands up, walks past the desks, and sits on the edge of the table. Her movements are unsteady, and I feel her struggling to keep her balance. 

How will this day end? I don’t know, but I will definitely remember this moment. How will this Olympiad end for her? Victory or defeat? The questions remain unanswered. 

"Does anyone have any Analgin? My head is about to split open!" she shouts, and her voice almost makes my head explode. 

My vision immediately blurs, and my ears ring as if someone has set off a firecracker next to me. The examiner instantly hands her a pill, and the professor brings her a bottle of water. The room falls quieter, but the dull echo of her scream continues to reverberate in my head. 

"Thanks." 

Katrin tries to stand up, but she sways, her movements unsure, as if she is in a half-daze. I manage to catch her, draping my right arm around her neck. She leans against me, her weak body almost hanging off me, as if I am her only support at that moment. We make our way to the exit, and she seems detached, lost in this brief journey. 

"Don’t forget, the results will be announced in the evening. Don’t be late!" the examiner calls after her, but Katrin, without looking back, raises her left hand, turns her head to the right, and shouts in my ear, "Got it!" 

Her shout nearly deafens me. The sound is so piercing and unexpected that it makes my insides tighten. I stop for a moment, still recovering from the sonic assault. A few students turn around, giving annoyed looks but quickly averting their gaze, as if they don’t want to be part of this strange scene. Only one guy hides a smirk. 

Katrin and I stand in the middle of the corridor, as if she doesn’t know what to do next. Her eyes are empty, frozen, and her face is pale, with dry lips and slightly red eyes, as if she hasn’t slept all night or has been crying. It’s clear her head hurts, and exhaustion shows in every move she makes. 

"Let’s go," I say, not waiting for her reaction, and carefully take her hand. 

Her palm is cold and trembling, but I feel her relax for a moment when my fingers wrap around hers. 

Silently complying, we exit the building. The cold air, suddenly sharp and fresh, seems to awaken her. 

But she doesn’t rush to walk faster, and her legs, clad in fashionable but uncomfortable boots, don’t obey her. Every step is difficult—she stumbles and tenses her body, trying to maintain her balance. A quiet groan escapes her, but she quickly suppresses it. 

When we reach the bench, she collapses onto it with a heavy sigh, as though she has just dropped an invisible burden off her shoulders or has just finished running a marathon. Her face is pale, her hair messy, and tiny beads of sweat appear on her forehead. 

​I sit down beside her, watching her. Rebel Girl stares ahead, as if seeing not the bench or the trees, but something distant and invisible to the others. 

"So, are you done playing the hero?" I hide my irritation behind sarcasm, though inside, it flares up like a fire fueled by my inability to understand her actions. 

"This isn’t heroism. It’s a necessity," she mumbles without even turning her head, just staring tiredly at the ground, as if all her energy has drained away, leaving only exhaustion and pain. 

It sounds so sincere and sad that, for a second, I feel guilty for my sharp words. A heavy feeling settles in my chest, something akin to a pang of pity, making me uncomfortable about my harshness. 

"Alright, get up. We have to go," my words come out softer than I expect. 

"Where to?" she looks at me. 

"The dormitory. Do you have anywhere to sleep right now?" 

She doesn’t answer, just shrugs. I understand that means "no" and simply nod, standing up. 

"Let’s go." 

She doesn’t reply but obediently stands up. At least she can walk, though unsteadily, like someone who has lost their last bit of strength. That makes things a little easier for me—I wouldn’t be able to carry her, but leaving her here alone would be cruel. 

The way to the dorm turns out to be longer than I’d hoped. Rebel Girl moves slowly, her legs tangling beneath her, and at times, I have to steady her so she doesn’t fall. The pain in her steps is obvious. 

She keeps stumbling as if her legs won’t obey her, and the exhaustion in her body is palpable. Her face looks worn-out, void of joy. The few passersby throw curious glances at us, as if we are something unusual. I, too, steal glances at her but say nothing. 

When we finally reach my room, the first thing I do is sit her on the bed. She is barely standing, like a puppet whose strings are about to snap. 

"Lie down," I don’t even try to hide the mix of exhaustion and sympathy in my voice. 

She obeys, exhaling in gratitude, but just as I turn to leave, she quietly adds, "I’m not getting off this bed." 

"Suit yourself," I mutter but take off her boots before leaving. Her feet look worn out, reddened from the long day. She murmurs something like "thanks" and almost instantly falls asleep, as if her body simply can’t stay awake a second longer. 

"Where did you even pick up someone like her?" my roommate asks. 

He has just woken up after last night’s Friday party, his face crumpled, hair sticking out in all directions like someone who has barely returned from the realm of sleep. 

"We’re from the Olympiad," I say, sitting down at the edge of the desk. 

"Yeah, you definitely are. But where did you find her?" 

"I told you, at the Olympiad. She barges in and demands to take the exam. And when they refuse, she bets her entire university enrollment on it." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Exactly what I say. If she doesn’t pass the Olympiad, she gets expelled." 

"Damn, that girl’s got guts! Think she passes?" My roommate stretches and rubs his eyes, still trying to gather himself. 

"Doubt it. She shows up at the end and has only thirty minutes instead of an hour and a half." 

Plus, she has a headache. Unlikely she even finishes half the questions. Though, she writes at lightning speed. 

I smirk, fully convinced that I’ve won our bet. 

​Later, as we sit at the table drinking tea, she suddenly walks out of the room—barefoot, sleepy, wearing my hoodie, her hair slightly messy. Without a word, she walks up, grabs my cup of tea, and takes a sip, not even caring that I haven’t had a chance to drink from it yet. 

At that moment, something about her casual carelessness catches my attention. I can’t help but notice how her chest nearly draws my gaze. She’s completely unbothered, as if she doesn’t even realize how noticeable these things can be. 

"What time is it now?!" the girl suddenly shouts, slamming her cup back onto the table with such force that tea splashes everywhere. 

We both shift our gaze from her chest to her face, staring at her in surprise. My roommate and I exchange a glance, barely holding back laughter. 

She’s a real mystery, waking up in the middle of the day like an enchanting and restless sleepy whirlwind. Her face is crumpled, her hair sticking out in all directions, completing the picture of someone who has just emerged from the realm of sleep. Her red locks, tousled and unruly, give her an almost chaotic, yet unexpectedly lively appearance. 

Her complaints, emotions, and reactions to little things—like being late or the tea incident—only highlight her natural charm, which immediately draws attention. Her confidence is striking, and I can’t help but admire how she turns ordinary moments into something unique. 

"Why are you staring at me like idiots? What time is it, I’m asking?! I need to know the Olympiad results! Did I lose or not? This is important!" she exclaims, and I can’t ignore the intensity in her gaze. 

"Don’t worry, you didn’t miss it. The results won’t be announced for another hour. I was actually going to wake you up." 

"Going to wake me up for the results, but not for the exam?! You think I didn’t notice how happy you were when I was late?" 

"So what? First of all, I don’t know where you live. Second, I don’t have your number. Third, in war, all methods are fair. So it was actually to my advantage if you hadn’t shown up," I answer her complaints honestly. 

"Pfft! Nice one. But you didn’t consider that I can’t be outsmarted. 

I always get what I want. Remember that. And while you’re thinking over my words, I’m going to freshen up." 

This girl drives me crazy just by being here. She’s not just a rebel—her behavior throws me off balance, drives me mad. She’s like a hurricane, tearing through my orderly life. Her gaze, manners, gestures—it all irritates and attracts me at the same time. I don’t know what to do with this. If she wins, I’ll have to grant her wish, and judging by how things are going, it’s going to be something that will drive me completely crazy. 

Katrin takes a shower, puts her dress and boots back on, and finishes the look with my hoodie. In that combination, she looks surprisingly cute. As if nothing has happened, she passes by me, giving me a light, mocking glance. 

When the time comes, we head to the university. We leave the dorm and make our way to the building where the results will be announced. She walks quickly, not looking back, so I have to catch up with her. 

Entering the auditorium, we stand by the wall, leaning against it with our backs. The room is already filled with Olympiad participants and professors. It’s noisy—everyone is discussing the possible results. 

​I glance at my rival: she’s clearly nervous. Her hands fiddle with the hem of her dress, and her gaze darts between the walls and the faces around her. It’s no surprise—she’s had to take the exam in such a state, and there was little time—only a third of the allotted time. 

I discreetly take her hand and squeeze it. Her fingers are cold and surprisingly soft, but she doesn’t pull away, instead looking at me with mild surprise and a kind of internal wariness. She doesn’t try to pull away, though. I smile back, trying to convey calmness and confidence. She relaxes a little and smiles in return, though her eyes still hold a trace of uncertainty. We stand there, holding hands, waiting for the results, feeling how our silence is filled with a special closeness. 





​                                                         Chapter 5 

"Silence, please! We are about to announce the results of the Olympiad," the examiner says in a strict voice, rising from her seat. 

We all fall silent, waiting for the results to be announced. I can feel the tension hanging in the air. 

The room is so quiet that everything around me becomes blurry and dim, and a heavy, unexplainable sense of foreboding settles in my chest. 

The examiner pulls out several sheets of test papers. She holds them with a certain dignity, like a judge about to deliver a verdict. 

"To be honest, I am surprised by the results. Especially by the person who scored the highest," she continues, glancing at the paper. 

I am not ready for this. In my mind, I have already painted a picture of success: my classmates patting me on the shoulder, me proudly saying that I have done everything right. But instead, anxiety creeps in. What if I have made a mistake? What if it is all for nothing? And now I stand there, caught in the middle of an inner storm. 

"I personally check all the tests, overseeing the work of other professors, and they all unanimously confirm that the winner is Katrin Kamenskaya. Congratulations! You somehow manage to solve everything perfectly. Please come forward and collect your award." 

The examiner keeps speaking, but her words no longer reach me. In my head, there is only one thought: I lose. I didn't make it. I lose to a girl who does in half an hour what I can’t do in an hour and a half. She really aces the tests without any trickery, just as I have thought. 

Anger washes over me, at myself, my insecurity, my weakness. I could be proud of myself, but instead, I only feel pity. How does she, this girl who seems to have barely studied the material, beat me? Her daring look and carefree attitude — she wins! And I..  sit there like a complete idiot. 

An intense, burning shame overtakes me. Everything I have done seems empty and foolish. I stand frozen, unable to tear my gaze away. I can’t understand how she makes it so easily, while for me, it becomes a real nightmare. Why is it so easy for her, and yet, no matter how hard I try, I still fail? 

The examiner's words sound like an echo. Katrin stands next to me, light and carefree, as though her victory is inevitable. She doesn’t even try to hide her joy. Meanwhile, I feel pathetic. I can’t believe I am so foolish to let myself get caught up in her game, in her crazy world where victory is trivial and joy is everything. Her win feels even more painful for me. 

I stay where I am, like a loser who can’t handle the most important game of his life. Her behavior is so unrestrained, like she doesn’t know any limits — it is a blow to my self-esteem. I can’t move to congratulate her, feeling completely overwhelmed. 

While I try to process my failure, Katrin doesn’t waste any time. She is always unpredictable, with every move breaking the conventions of normality. Katrin, as always, doesn’t hold back her emotions. 

She runs toward the examiner with wild energy, shouting, skipping up the stairs like a child at a party. 

"Yes! Yes, I knew it would be like this! Did you all see? Did everyone see?! Who’s the smartest in the institute?" she shouts like a champion on a podium. 

She hugs the examiner, kisses her on the cheek, catching the woman off guard. It seems nothing can stop this girl. 

The professor freezes, her eyes widening in shock, her face going pale. The reaction is so slow that I think she can’t believe what is happening. 

When Katrin finally pulls away from the professor, the woman still can’t figure out how to react. 

Katrin doesn’t notice, quickly turns to me, her eyes gleaming, and she smiles even more boldly than 

​before. But Katrin doesn’t stop. She doesn’t realize how much she has shaken the woman with her behavior. She keeps acting as though it is perfectly natural to hug people, kiss them, and behave like a little girl who has just gotten her first toy. For her, it is as natural as breathing. 

"Thank you," she sounds as if she has won not just a test but an entire battle. 

She keeps jumping and laughing as though the whole world is spinning around her. I feel how much she is enjoying the moment, while I stand there, consumed by bitterness and disappointment. 

The examiner stands there, stunned, not hiding her astonishment. It is unexpected, but what can she say? Instead of being upset, she simply freezes, with a vacant stare, as if she has lost connection with reality. Her face expresses confusion. It is too surprising for her, and she hasn’t expected such carefree behavior from a student. It is clear that the woman has never expected a student to behave so boldly and shamelessly. But Katrin isn’t someone who will stop because of others' surprise. 

Katrin, however, isn’t planning to stop. She starts rummaging on the desk as if she is looking for something important, while everyone around her watches with curiosity. I remain a mere observer, feeling out of place in this spectacle. I don’t know when Katrin will finish her antics. She isn’t in any hurry to leave or be quiet, and I naively think her performance is over. But no. She always knows how to surprise. 

Finally, with a victorious look, she finds what she is looking for. She raises the results sheet like a trophy and smiles at me. 

"So, you, Nerd, got ninety-three. Study better next time. And I..  well, of course, I got a hundred." She teases me with her success because she knows I can’t do anything about it. "Though they could have given me another ten points—this seems a bit too low." 

I can’t respond. All I feel is disappointment and confusion. My eyes can’t help but notice how the examiner, after taking the sheets, hands her the reward with slight regret, quickly finishing this strange moment and nudging her toward the exit. That sheet of results feels like a heavy burden, pressing on my chest. I feel another piece of respect for myself slipping away. 

