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I will never escape Colt Dorano.  

He invades me even in my dreams, breathing hot whispers in my ear as he buries deep inside me, digging his fingers into my thighs with each hard thrust. His touch chills me to the bone, but I hunger for it. I long to turn to ice in his palms and melt between his fingers.

A single word escapes his mouth.

Catalina

My name. 

It’s both satisfying and poisonous all at once, the way it rolls off his tongue in that sexy accent of his, pulling me to the edge every time.

All I can feel is him. The way he stretches every wall, breaks every boundary. Even knowing it’s a dream, I can’t help but salivate at every jerk and every twitch.

But he doesn’t stop there.

He leans in, dragging his tongue over the pulse at my neck, driving me wild with the slick sensation of warmth and wetness.

Colt

I mumble softly, the words escaping my mouth in a shameless moan.

Colt please

I say again a little louder as his hips meet mine in a tangle of ecstasy, my climax so close I can taste it.

C—

“Ms. Vinnera.”

My eyes snap open. My line of sight is blocked by a man’s lower body, dressed in black slacks and a belt. My mouth is slightly open as drool drips onto the desk beneath my head.

Shit.

“Ms. Vinnera,” the voice comes again, sharper this time, edged with annoyance.

My gaze drifts upward, catching the sharp bite of cologne as I slowly come to my senses.

A pair of gorgeous amber eyes stares into me, judgment flickering in them beneath furrowed dark brows.

“Why are you sleeping in my lecture, Ms. Vinnera?” Colt Dorano asks.

I jolt upright, forcing my back to meet the chair as warmth creeps across my cheeks.

Laughter ripples through the room in waves. 

“Professor. I wasn’t sleeping, I was meditating with my eyes closed.” I say and flash him a cheeky smile.

Colt narrows his eyes, the same ones I’ve grown used to seeing at my father’s gallery shows and outlandish dinner parties. They pierce me with their usual coldness.

“I hope you know your family name means nothing here. It won’t stop me from throwing you out of this classroom.” His voice is sharp. He rakes his gaze over me, and for a heartbeat, amusement flickers there, then he smothers it.

“Of course not, Co— I mean, professor. I would never use my family’s authority and power. It would be terribly unfair.” The words roll out of me sarcastically before I can stop them. It’s impossible to hold back around him; every nerve in my body itches for me to defy him.

Colt rises to his full height, his button-down white dress shirt straining against broad shoulders. A lock of brown hair slides over his eyes as he tilts his head, pinning me in place with his stare.

“Ms. Vinnera, stay after class. I’d like to have a word with you.” He says, his voice ice cold.

The words are like a shot of whiskey. Bitter, yes, but oh, so satisfying. I’ve struck a nerve. Good.

Murmurs ripple through the room before Colt lifts a hand, his voice cutting through the noise.

“Settle down.” 

Almost instantly, the chatter dies, as if a switch has been flipped. It’s no surprise. Not only is he hot, but he carries an authority that demands obedience.

It’s the trademark of the Doranos, the infamous family that rules Oakville. Their name alone carries weight, a brand of power woven into every corner of the town.

“I’ll be going over the syllabus now. If you have questions, save them for the end.” His gaze sweeps the room, lingering on me for the briefest second before he turns, retrieving a sheet of paper from his desk.

I observe him in his element. His slow steps, the cadence of every word. A flawless performer. He may wear the guise of a harmless instructor, but I know the beast prowling beneath the skin. Colt Dorano is a ravenous wolf, biding his time to sink his fangs into his prey.

The clock ticks on the wall, before I know the lecture is over.

I watch as Colt dismisses the class. The shuffle of books and bags fills the room until the last student slips out. Once the door closes, his gaze locks on me.

“Come with me.” He says, hands buried in his pockets.

I hesitate for a moment. He looks just as dangerous as the first time we met. Even after nearly five years of knowing him, he still manages to send a shiver down my spine.

I stand up from my seat gracefully. He takes a step back and motions for me to walk past him. I walk over to his desk and lean against it, flicking my nails as if I were uninterested.

Clak Clak Clak

His steps are slow and steady each one pulling my heartbeat faster, anticipation swelling in my chest. He stops just inches from me, his tall presence closing in, engulfing me.

I tilt my head. He’s far more menacing up close. Colt is devastatingly handsome; every inch of him is wrapped in professionalism. 

“Care to explain what you’re doing here, Catalina?” he asks, his sultry accent slipping into his voice, and I have to fight off flashes of the wet dream I just had in class.

I push those images aside and give him a radiant smile. “What do you mean? I’m here to learn.”

His jaw tightens, eyes narrowing. “That’s not what I mean, and you know it,” he growls.

I stare at him for a moment, my voice teasing when I part my lips to speak. 

“Well, word on the street is that a devilishly handsome young professor landed a teaching position at the tender age of twenty-six. The talk was so loud, I simply had to come see for myself.”

He blinks slowly, unimpressed. “Don't you have better things to go do? Like helping daddy with his arts and crafts projects?”

Ho-ho...so that’s the game you want to play.

I rise to my feet, my body grazing him as I lean in close. He retreats a step, but I seize his shirt and tug him back to me. He goes rigid beneath my touch as my fingers drift over his chest, my lips skimming his ear before I murmur, “Daddy’s right here.”

Colt's fingers twitch, his eyes blazing to life.

Before I realize it, his hands are wrapping around my waist, pulling me tight against his chest. I can feel the slow, steady rhythm of his heartbeat, so different from my own erratic one. 

“Do you know what happens to girls like you?” He rasps.

“They get a gold star?” I breathed.

Colt leans into my ear, “No. They get fucked, face down ass up.” 

A blush blossoms across my face, heat pooling down low.

“How crude of you.” 

Colt tightens his hold on me. His heat seeping into me, “Next time, Catalina. Don't moan my name out in class so shamelessly.” 

Heat floods my cheeks, but before embarrassment can take root, I crush it.

Shame? Yeah, I don’t know that bitch.

I lean into him with a sly smile on my lips, “If it excites you, why don’t we reenact my dream?” I ask, my voice dropping to a husky tease. 

His touch suddenly leaves me as he steps back. I watch as shadows dance in his eyes, dark and enticing. I find myself lost in them.

“Behave, Catalina. You walk like you own the damn world, but you’re not going to disrupt me in my class.”

He means it as a warning, but I don’t care. I want to see the beast lurking inside him, to see him finally snap.

“What are you so damn afraid of, scaredy cat?” 

Silence falls between us, and somehow I know I've won. That I've successfully eradicated his control.

At a moment's notice, his eyes grow hot, burning every trace of ice lingering in their depths.

He takes in a breath, leaning in to blow it in my ear before whispering,  "Wrong move, Catalina." 

I shiver as a slow, smile spreads across his lips. 

“I should really punish you for that one, shouldn't I?” His eyes gaze into me with a touch of amusement.

The real Colt.

His hand snakes out, wrapping around my neck, tightly. 

“Is that a trick question?” I choke out, trying to hide my excitement.

A chuckle escapes his lips.

“Qué sucia eres...you're already so fucking turned on.” He teases, his grip tightening around my throat, "It’s just like I remember."

Then I feel the wet flick of his tongue against my earlobe, followed by a playful nibble, his teeth gently grazing my skin.

A wave of pleasure courses through me, and I instinctively press my thighs together.

He trails his tongue from my earlobe down to my jaw, his fingers shifting slightly to leave a path of saliva and tender nibbles.

“You’re always looking for trouble...” He whispers as he pushes a knee between my thighs, "and now you've found it." 

I'm suddenly thankful for my skirt as I feel his knee glide past the fabric, pressing firmly against my panties, teasing my clit.

He grinds his lap against me, the friction sending waves of pleasure through my body.

“Colt.” I gasp, heat igniting through me. I’ve fantasized about this moment, but never dared to believe it would become a reality once again.

The hand that isn’t around my throat trails up my waist, pausing at my breasts. His palm spreads over my soft skin and he gropes me, squeezes me firmly, his fingers digging in with a mix of dominance and possessiveness.

“Ms. Vinnera, my rebellious student. Today’s punishment is simple: grind on your professor’s lap,” he breathes out the words.

I bite my lip tightly, suppressing the moan that threatens to escape. My arousal is dripping down my slit, dampening my panties. The pressure of his knee pressing against my thighs, grinding against me in a slow rhythm, sends waves of heat crashing through me. This is what I've been waiting for. For Colt to let his guard down.

My hips begin to move, rocking and rotating above his lap, driven by an urge I can’t resist. Heat builds rapidly as my clit finds the friction it craves. His teasing fingers take hold of my nipple, pinching and twisting, and it sends shocks of pleasure and pain through my body.

That’s it.

I can almost feel my orgasm, dancing on the edge, tantalizingly close, teasing me with its promise.

Knock Knock Knock

Colt releases me instantly, leaving my body feeling empty as he steps back. I quickly straighten myself and cross my arms, trying to regain my composure as the door creaks open.

“Sorry to interrupt, Professor Dorano, I had a few questions about the syllabus.”

Colt glances at me and subtly tilts his head towards the door. I understand the silent command.

Out.  

So, I march to my desk, gather my things, and pass by Colt as he engages in a conversation with the student.

My heart is still racing, and my pussy is still throbbing and wet as I exit the classroom. 

The truth is, I will never escape Colt Dorano, not because I can’t outrun him, but because I’m the one who's chasing after him.
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Stray Kitten
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In our small town, even a whisper of Alejandro Vinnera’s name is enough to stir fear. 

The art gallery he oversees, Sueños del Amanecer, is a place where beauty hangs on walls and crime moves in the shadows. No one dares to ask questions. Not if they want to keep breathing.

As the daughter of a man connected to an underground crime syndicate, I have had the unfortunate privilege of witnessing corruption at its very core. From ruthless criminals to manipulative politicians, everyone seems eager to sink their claws into my father’s business.

Take Jack Dorano, for instance. He is the epitome of corruption wrapped in a three-piece suit. Up front, he's all handshakes and dazzling smiles, the kind of politician who attends every charity event. But what people don't know is that every vote cast in Dorano's name is actually a vote for my father's empire.

In Oakville, nothing is ever as it appears.

Just like Colt Dorano. Or, as he insists on being called these days, Professor Dorano.

I tap my manicured fingers on the armchair of my father's office. Frustration tightening around my chest as I wait. He's late. Again. For days now, Alejandro Vinnera has been neck-deep in closing a weapons deal with some difficult new client. Endless meetings, endless bargaining. And while he bends over backward for these assholes, our Exhibition project sit forgotten.

I sigh.

The gallery may be nothing more than a front for my father’s business, but I take it seriously. There’s something deeply satisfying about organizing events, discovering raw talent, building a reputation worth remembering, and finding new pieces that speak to my soul. It makes the chaos worthwhile. Even if it's all a cover for something much darker, there's still beauty hidden in the madness.

After several more minutes of waiting, the door finally creaks open. I snap my head around to see my father, short at five-foot-five, with dark curls, onyx eyes, and a square-cut face, dressed sharply in a tailored suit. Relief tugs a smile to my lips despite my earlier irritation.

Seconds later, another figure slips in behind him, matching his step.

Cold amber eyes stare right at me.

Colt steps in beside my father, towering over him, his casual business attire stretched across his muscular body. My mind betrays me, flashing back to earlier today. The way I shamelessly grinded myself against his lap, his hands gripping my throat tight. Heat floods my face before I can stop it.

“Look who I ran into on the way to the gallery,” my father says, clapping a hand against Colt’s back.

Colt’s gaze gives nothing away, as if nothing happened just hours ago. Typical. He’s not the type to slip, always wound tight, like there’s a stick permanently shoved up his ass. But I’ve seen the cracks. The sparks of fire beneath that icy exterior. That’s why I push. I want to break through, to see the man I remember.

Just like today. I never thought I’d watch him cave so easily to my provocations. Usually, he’s calm, untouchable, even when I pull my craziest stunts, like enrolling in his class just to spite him. But maybe I’ve finally pushed him past the point of control.

And I'm intrigued.

“Dad, you don’t have to pick up a stray puppy just because they look pitiful on the street,” I say in my sweetest voice, unable to stop myself from pushing his buttons.

"Funny,” Colt fires back without missing a beat. “A stray kitten wandered into my classroom today. I gave it a little belly rub before sending it on its way. Sometimes you’ve got to show them a little kindness.”

I narrow my eyes at him, but he doesn’t flinch, meeting my glare with steady, unblinking calm.

As always, he knows how to bite.

My father’s laughter cuts through the standoff, breaking the silence.

“Oh, you two have never changed,” my father chuckles. “Always flirting. Maybe you should just give me some grandchildren already.”

I cross my arms, tapping a finger against my elbow. “Dad, let’s move forward with the project. There’s much to discuss.”

I have to shift the subject because as much as I love my father, he'll just make matters worse.

“Ah, well, you see, mi preciosa Catalina, I still have business to attend to,” my father says smoothly.“ Colt here mentioned he needs to speak with you. So, I’ll leave you two to it. I’m sure you can handle the project on your own.” He steps back, already turning toward the door.

“I’ll see you later,” he adds before disappearing from the room.

My heart sinks as I watch him go. It’s always like this. He never has time for us. I’ve spent my whole life staring at his back more than his face. And even now, at twenty-two, I still feel like that little girl waiting at the door for him to come home, only to be disappointed again.

“You’re not going to cry, are you?” Colt’s voice slices through my thoughts.

My brows knit together. He always knows exactly where to stick the knife.

“What do you want, Colt?” I snap, raking a hand through my shoulder-length black hair. I wasn't in the mood for his mean comments today.

“To talk about your enrollment.”

That makes my irritation falter, just a little. I knew this was coming. My little stunt clearly rattled him, and the thought curls a smug smile on my lips.

“What about it, professor?” I purr, batting my lashes.

His jaw clenches, muscles ticking as he leans forward.

“I want you to drop out.”
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There's just something thrilling about getting under Colt Dorano's skin. The way his icy gaze suddenly burns hot, the way his composure cracks beneath my fingers, spilling like sand, but most of all, the way that thick accent of his escapes his lips like a sinful melody to my ears.

It’s intoxicating. Addictive. And right now, I can’t resist the urge to drag those reactions out of him, one after the other.

“Drop out?” I repeat, widening my eyes in mock surprise as I straighten my back.

Colt fixes me with his coldest stare, unamused by my response, "Drop out of my class, or I’ll make sure you do.”

I gasp theatrically, pressing a hand to my chest, though the sly curve of my smile betrays me.

“Professor,” I say, letting the word linger on my tongue, “are you threatening your student right now?”

The silence stretches between us, thick with tension. When he doesn't rise to the bait, I push a little further, tipping him over the edge.

"I wonder what the department chair would think about this. You know how they value their students, especially when one happens to be Alejandro Vinnera’s daughter.”

A flash of fire in his eyes, there it is...the first signs of his composure cracking.

In a swift movement, he closes the distance between us, his hand finding my waist and pulling me flush against him. Every hard muscle of his body presses against me as he leans down, his lips brushing the shell of my ear.

"Estás cruzando una línea bien delicada, Catalina," he murmurs, his breath hot against my skin. His voice drops to a dangerous whisper. "But if you really want to play this game, be prepared to lose.”
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