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    To the night-dwellers, the dreamers, and the haunted hearts—This is for those who walk the line between light and shadow,

Those who love deeply, even when it hurts,And who dares to chase the unknown, fang-first.

May you always find beauty in the dark and strength in the story.

      

    



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


DASHING DUKE – THE HIGHER COURT I
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The people who live on Niapachad Island are a throwback to the past, therefore certain mysteries and rumors will transport you back in time. The community is unusual, they dress strangely, and they talk strangely. They were still accustomed to the outdated social structure, which consisted of gentry. When you're here, there's so much to learn and experience—the breathtaking views from all across the island, the mesmerizing balls, and the captivating operas. 

But exercise caution—you never know what might be hiding in the shadows, and it might turn out to be more than just the lovely dream you had been hoping for.

When her family announces that Lady Rebecca 'Becca' Davis will marry a gent from the Higher Court, Lady Rebecca 'Becca' Davis believes she is for sale. On the night of the ball, she planned to rebel, but when she saw someoane there, something attracted her attention. Becca was getting sucked into his deceptive web by his appeal. Would Becca flee from her new kidnapper, or would she give herself up? 

Niklaus Dragomir, the Duke of Belikov, was a man who had everything, therefore he never wanted anything in his life. Up until he got to know Lady Rebecca Davis. There was something sinister bubbling inside him due to her rebellious character and snarky mouth. While she pleaded for his forgiveness, there was something that desired to take over her body. What transpired after Becca learned of his secret? Her only inclination was to live against such stories, so would she stay or flee?
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Prologue
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There was a place where we called Niapachad Island.

It was located on the west side of Crete Island in the Aegean Sea. People don’t usually take notice of the island because it has been an independent country since the beginning of time. The richness of the land makes it one of the most sought-after lands in ancient times, but something was compelling the explorers to set foot there.

They say that supernatural creatures haunted the island. And maybe they are...

By the time of the Industrial Revolution England tried to be the leader of such revolution as the revolution took place around the world at that time with steam engines and other inventions, Niapachad Island was far more advanced than the rest of the world but they chose to be a traditionalist country.

And by that I mean, the country was ruled by monarchs and the gentry was still in the system of social hierarchy. Their choice in the clothes department was still in the time when everything was still eighteenth-century Edwardian.

Niapachad Island was divided into five main regions; Belikov, Kain, Vyckos, Raine, and Fell. They have something in the regions that makes people want to go there. Belikov has the Royal Molftus at the center of the island. It was ruled by the Duke of Belikov.

In Kain, we have St. Betown, named after Saint Betown, which was known for its arena that people went to see in the east of the island for the Contest of Champions that was held once every year to see who was the strongest amongst the islanders. And it was a way to blow off some steams as well.

In Vyckos, we have Stonelockteco which was located in the South. It was famous for its mining history and heritage. Locals and tourists alike were sprawling in the small town to get their hands on the jewelry that was the finest on Niapachad Island as well as around the world. The young queen of Niapachad Island would have to compete to get one of those.

Then, there was a coastal city in the west of the island. It was ruled by the Earl of Raine and it was a small city with elaborate legends of all the supernatural creatures. Whether it’s true or not, it’s debatable.

It was said to be sprawling with vampires, werewolves, fairies, witches, and wizards, as well as demons. But it was never proven to see those supernatural creatures walk down the streets of the city, terrorizing people.

It was assumed that the locals were bored and came up with those legends.

Well, that was before everyone knew the island and when they did get the better of the history of the island, they wished that they never did.

Last, but not least, we have North Msallste which was overseen by the Baron of Fell. It was famous for its extraordinary theatres, art, and cultural exhibitions. It was beyond its time and the tourists and locals alike lovelovedso much.

The nightlife on the island was different from the daylight. Why, did you ask? Well, it was because the gentry mostly went out of their mansion and houses when the night fell upon the sky. It was the best time of the entertainment as well as the business was booming.

The nightlife offered something that daylight couldn’t. The life of the theatre, the balls that were being organized by the gentry and were invited for anyone that wanted to come, and the sight of the gentry that was rumored to be handsome out of this world.

You don’t believe it? Why don’t you step onto the island and see it for yourself? We’ll be waiting for more tourists to come and see the spectacular heritage that Niapachad Island has to offer.

One thing that never to mention if you are planning to come to Niapachad Island, it was stated that Porphyria, a genetic disease mutation, was high up in numbers on the island. Was it proven? Not exactly but the locals would have a pale complexion and their skins would turn to blisters if they were exposed to the sunlight for a long period.

Plus, it was commonly known that the locals were infected with Porphyria.

Well, it was said to be a genetic mutation that was carried by one or two parents and passed down to their children. It was causing the porphyrins to build up in the body and harm the skin and sometimes it would be on the nervous system as well.

The symptoms can be seen as early as 12 years old or on average when the children are 15 years old. They would have severe abdominal and chest pain, and vomiting that could result in blood as well as fever and high blood pressure. It would usually go on for days or weeks.

But after the children passed that stage, that’s when the real changes started to show.

Their skin would be pale and the eyes would be lighter than usual as the blood was not enough in their bodies. Most of the locals that were around did not have these cases. It was rumored that it was the gentry that would have this mutation.

Why? It was never been told to the public how they could be getting this from one generation to another generation or from one family to another family. It was a secret that the locals wanted to know.

And that was the history that you would read in the pamphlet if you were to visit the island. 

Beware, you might not want to leave for all the richness that the island has to offer. But would you stay was another question that you had to answer as the night was not what it seemed.

Oh and one more thing, don’t forget to look behind your shoulders because who knows what might be lurking around at night.

Sometimes, the symptoms of having Porphyria were related to the stories of the gentry on Niapachad Island. How they stayed inside the house all the time and were barely seen when the sun was up. But they lurked during the nights.

Most people did not believe it to be true until they saw it for themselves and that was the first sign that they were in danger.

But are they truly in danger? Now, that’s a question that did not answer up until now.

(Adapted from The Niapachad Island; from the perspective of The Origins, first edition)
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Chapter 1
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Lady Rebecca Davis, also known as Becca by her friends, closed the book that she was reading about the History of her home country, Niapachad Island by the first settlers of The Origins.

It was anonymous but the book was published for public use. She did remember reading it when she was being tutored by one of the greatest minds on the island.

“What a boring life I had,” she said as she was looking out the window of her library. She lived in the Royal Molftus, a home for most of the gentry of Niapachad Island if they did not move to their respective regions. There was not much going on when you were not in charge of the land.

Becca sighed before she got up from the couch that she was sitting at the window. Her mother’s touch was immaculate. She can see that it was on purpose for the couch to be sitting next to the window as her mother knows that she would love to be there and just read her books.

“Becca, are you in here, darling?” Her mother, Lady Georgia Davis, called after her daughter before she stepped into the library that Becca loved to spend her time here.

“What are you doing lying around here? We have a ball to attend in 3 hours. Why are you not ready yet?” Her mother asked her before Becca sighed.

“I don’t think that I would need a lot of time to be presentable, mother. Besides, the gentry would not try to woo me after all. They would be looking for someone extroverted and had a sweet smile. Me? Opposite of all that,” she said as Becca was looking at her mother. Lady Georgia sighed. She already giving up on this daughter of hers as she was the last remaining unmarried woman of the Davis.

Lady Georgia did not know what was wrong with Becca. She’s smart but she would rather spend some time in the library than mingling with the lords that would attend the ball. Lady Georgia would sometimes find that Becca was sitting at the corner, her nose was inside the book that she would bring with her.

She was fed up with her daughter, this one.

“I don’t see why you would not catch the eyes of one of the lords. I mean, your sisters—”

“Do not compare me with my sisters, mother. Don’t ever compare us. You know well why,” Becca said as she was getting up from the couch. She went to the bookshelves before putting the History of Niapachad Island onto the shelves before she picked up her skirt and went out of the library.

“Becca, wait,” her mother called after her as Becca was increasing her speed but failed when her mother was standing in front of her.

Becca sighed inwardly, although her face showed nothing of the sort.

“I cannot believe that I have to put up with all this, Mother,” Becca said as she was looking at her mother.

“Do you think I want to spend my time with a husband that I can barely know? Not on my watch,” Becca said as she was staring at her mother. Lady Georgia sighed.

“But it will do you good, daughter. You can advance in society,” she pleaded as Becca rolled her eyes.

“Of course, that would help you as well,” she mumbled before Lady Georgia glared at her.

“You think I want to take advantage of your husband’s status? Your father has more reputation than we could ever imagine and we are—”

“What if my husband will be much more of a higher status? Perhaps someone from the Higher Court?” Becca taunted her mother before Lady Georgia harrumphed and left the room. Becca smirked before her mother stopped and turned to look at her again.

“You will be attending to the ball and that’s final,” Lady Georgia stated before she left Becca all alone.

She groaned before she was sitting on the couch again. Her skirts rustled before Becca was thinking of an idea to get out of this engagement. Then, she smiled.

“If you want me to attend the ball to find a husband desperately, Mother, I will but on my terms,” Becca said before she gathered her skirts and went to her room to prepare for the night’s entertainment.

*****
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NIKLAUS DRAGOMIR, THE 8th Duke of Belikov, was staring out of the room as he was taking a sip of his tea that was laced with blood. He smacked his mouth before his butler was knocking on the door. The door was opened and Niklaus was glancing over his shoulder before he was regarding the butler.

“What is it now?” He asked as he was having a hard time keeping track of time when he was supposed to be balancing the ledgers and all that happened with his tenants and trying to keep the food on their table and a roof under their heads.

Belikov’s region was included with Royal Molftus, where the gentry and the Higher Court resided but they must be sustained and there’s where his tenants came to feed the wealthy. He had the big responsibility to keep the tenants and gentry happy as well as serve the young queen of Niapachad Island.

“You have an engagement tonight that you asked me to remind you, Your Grace,” the butler said as Niklaus sighed. He rubbed his face with his free hand before he turned to look at the door.

“And what is my engagement exactly?” He asked as the butler was coming into the room and carrying a letter. He gave it to Niklaus before the duke opened it and read it.

“A ball?”

“Yes, on behalf of the young queens’ engagement,” the butler said before Niklaus sighed. He waved his hand away before the butler was out of the room. He turned to look at the sunlight that was on the horizon before Niklaus thinking about the decision of the Higher Court regarding his heritage.

They asked him to find a bride and produce an heir.

Niklaus’ grip on the teacup tightened before he looked at the invitation again. He thought that maybe this was the way of the young queen to ensure that she trusted the court to produce their lineage as soon as possible to secure the position. Niklaus put the teacup down before he strode out of the room.

Maybe it was time to secure a bride, he thought.
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Chapter 2

[image: image]




“Why do you have to make it so tight?” Becca whined as she was trying to breathe through the corset that her lady’s maid was tied behind her back.

“Sorry, mum. I don’t think that it would be that tight,” the maid said as Becca instructed her to loosen it up.

“Like this?” The maid asked before Becca took a deep breath. She never thought that she would be appreciating to breathe normally through that tight corset. Even if it was for comfort and to accentuate her excellent figure.

Like I need anything more of that, she thought.

“Okay, let’s get moving, shall we?” Becca said as she was looking at the petticoats, 5 layers that she had to put on and she had to wear the corset cover as well before she could even get into the actual gown that she would be adorning tonight.

“I think Lady Georgia was trying to kill me with that clothing,” Becca joked before her lady’s maid was chuckling. She was standing straight as the maid was taking the first layer of petticoats to be put on her.

“Let the torture begin,” she said as she was getting ready for the ball with constant curses in her mind. Not that her lady’s maid knows or heard about it, only Becca herself.

After a few hours of perfecting the perfect silhouette of the respected lady as well as the worthy status of her father, Becca was descending the stairs of her father’s mansion. Her parents were waiting for her downstairs before they gasped at her.

“Oh, Becca darling, you look amazing,” her mother complimented her as Becca was smiling, trying to conceal the fact that she was about to fall if she did not balance herself on those shoes.

Those tight and high shoes.

“Well, thank you, I tried my best to look presentable for the ball that I care less,” Becca said sarcastically before her mother glared at her.

Becca smiled before she was greeting her father, Lord Matthew Davis. Their family has been extended to visit Sweden but Lord Matthew refused since they have to leave the island.

And they never did, in their entire life. Only Klara, a daughter that Lord Matthew found when she was shipwrecked and raised like she was his own.

Until she found her way back to the main island.

“Well, shall we get going? I don’t think John Coachman would be patient with us if we don’t get moving,” Lord Matthew said before the trio was out of the house. The cold air hit Becca before she could pull her coat even tighter to her body.

So much for night’s entertainment, she thought before the carriage was being opened by the butler. Her mother got inside first before her father helped her to get inside the carriage as she gathered her lavish green skirts that matched her eyes.

Becca just hoped that it would not attract too much attention tonight, just like before.

Then, Lord Matthew was inside the carriage before he tapped the roof with his cane and the carriage was moving forward. Becca was looking at her parents before she sighed inwardly. Becca didn’t think that tonight would be like any other night, where she would disappear to some secluded area and read.

No, this time, her mother, Lady Georgia Davis was determined to make sure that Becca would land a husband and perhaps with someone wealthy like she matched her sisters. Becca just hoped that one of the Higher Court would not be gaining his attention on her.

But of course, that would be a dream as the Duke of Belikov’s castle was shining with the gaslights from afar as Becca was looking through the window. This night will seal the fate that she has been wanting to get away—being someone’s bride.

*****

[image: image]


NIKLAUS WAS LOOKING around the ballroom from the balcony that was on the second floor of his castle. He sipped on the wine that was laced with blood. He constantly needs blood as he was having Porphyria when he was younger.

And now, he was a changed man.

Niklaus was scanning the ballroom before a group of people was coming through the front door. He stopped his glass midway as he was staring at the young woman who was adorning the emerald dress that was complimenting her fair complexion.

Her hair was black and was styled in crowns to adore her head before he felt something inside him—something that Niklaus never felt before.

“Who are those people?” Niklaus asked his friend, Ian, who was standing next to him in his secluded area.

“Why, that is Lord Matthew and his family. His wife, Lady Georgia, and his youngest daughter, Lady Rebecca. I heard that she was the only one that has not been capturing any suitor’s attention like her sisters,” Ian said as Niklaus was blinking his eyes.

How come the beautiful woman was not married yet?

“Do you know why?” Niklaus asked Ian before the marquis was chuckling. Niklaus turned to look at him before Ian was smirking at him.

“I see that she managed to capture your attention,”

“That’s none of your business,” the duke said before Ian was laughing at his friend.

“Well, rumors said that the lady in question was reckless and wild. She has a mouth that would turn sailor to shame, or so I have heard,” Ian said before Niklaus was determined to find out more about that woman.

Maybe she was the answer to his conquest. A loveless marriage, just a wife to give him an heir. End of story.

“Well,” Niklaus said as he was straightening his coat before he putting the glass on the rail, “I think I will be the judge of that,” he said before he moved out of the balcony, making his way to his potential bride.

At least this problem will be solved, Niklaus mused to himself before he stared into the vivid green eyes he saw in his life.
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Chapter 3
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Becca was sighing before she rolled her eyes as she was looking at the enormous castle that stood in front of her. Her father had helped her to get out of the carriage before her mother got out of the carriage behind her.

“Wow, this Duke of Belikov did not play with his wealth. He loves to show it,” her mother said as she was adorning her ruby jewelry. Becca rolled her eyes.

“Like someone that I know,” she mumbled before her mother turned to look at her.

“Did you say something, darling?” Lady Georgia was asking her daughter before Becca smiled at her.

“No, mother. I was just adorning your ruby collection. Bold for this kind of party,” Becca said before her father cleared his throat.

“Shall we get going then, family?” He asked before her mother put her hand on the crook of his elbow before they walked ahead of her. Becca followed their pursuit before the door was opened and the grand ballroom was in front of her.

“Lord and Lady Davis. Welcome,” the butler said as Becca was nodding at him. Her parents took off their coats as well as Becca before giving them to the servant. Suddenly, Becca felt conscious of the dress that she was adorning.

It was emerald green that hugged her figure perfectly but the neckline was too low for her taste now. She felt like she was the prey in this ballroom. She heard her parents talking to someone before she turned to look at them. They were gone now.

“Damnation,” she cursed before she looked around for any sign of them but failed miserably. She sighed before she felt something behind her. The body heat was too strong to be ignored and when she turned, she was looking into the deepest blue eyes that she could ever see in her life.

“Are you lost, my dear?” The stranger asked her as she was blinking her eyes. Becca tried to form sentences but she stammered instead. The stranger chuckled lowly. Then, Becca was clearing her throat before she glared at the man.

“No, my lord,” she did not know if he was a gentry or not but it was never hurt to tell them, just to boost their ego.

“I am merely looking around to take in the sight of the ballroom. It was mesmerizing that I could not help but turn around, making myself look like a fool,” Becca said sarcastically before the blue-eyed man was amused with her answer.

It usually worked the other way around.

“Well, you must thank the host of this ball then. It was grand, I must admit,” the stranger said before Becca rolled her eyes. The tomes on etiquette would be cursing and her tutor would roll on their sleep as Becca was doing the things that a Lady should not do; talking sarcastically, rolling her eyes. What’s next? Scoffing in the polite company of a lord?

“If you must know, my lord, I don’t think I want to meet the host of this ball. I am merely here because of my parents, in which I must find them right now. Excuse me,” Becca said before the stranger was looking at her intensely.

“Why are you so against the ball?” He asked Becca before she blinked at him. Why indeed, she mused before she was smiling at the man.

“Well, my mother was determined to make sure that I will be landing a husband the next time we’re at the ball. And tonight I am at one so I know that she will be plotting something behind my back. That is why I have to get going now,” Becca said before she was about to gather her skirts when the stranger spoke.

“Would you give me a chance to dance with you, my dear?” The man said before Becca was looking at him. By the looks of it, he was handsome and wealthy.

Becca just wished that he was not one of the Higher Court. If he was, her mother would flip with joy if this man asked her to marry him.

Becca was looking around and saw that her parents were nowhere to be found. She might as well just play it by ear and maybe they would turn up after her dance with this man.

“May I know the name of the lord that was asking me to dance with him? As we all know, we cannot dance with a stranger,” Becca joked before the stranger was smiling at her.

He took her hand before he kissed her knuckles. Becca felt butterflies in her stomach as she sucked on her breath as the man was looking at her with his sharp blue orbs.

“Niklaus Dragomir, at your service, milady. And may I ask your name now that you know mine?” Niklaus asked her before Becca smiled at him.

“Lady Rebecca Davis but you can call me Becca, my lord,” she said as she curtsied to him. Niklaus smiled.

“Call me Niklaus then,” he replied as Becca was arching her eyebrow. Again, her tutor would roll in their sleep at the lack of etiquette that Becca was showing.

“Isn’t your name Niklaus?” She said before Niklaus chuckled.

“Shall we?” Niklaus said as he was offering his hand to Becca. She looked at it before she took it. Electrics were in her veins before the butterflies intensified.

What was wrong with me, she mused before Niklaus guided her to the dance floor. The crowd was parting around them before Niklaus was putting his hand on her lower back and the other was gripping her hand.

“Do you know how to dance?” He asked before Becca scoffed.

One more lack of manner.

“Of course, do you think I was raised in a barn?” Becca asked Niklaus before he chuckled. Then, they were dancing off.

The musicians were playing the soft waltz that was Waltz No. 2 by Dimitri Shostakovich as Becca and Niklaus were sweeping off their feet to the music.

“Do you always have people coming up to you and asking you for a dance after their conversation?” Niklaus asked Becca before she sighed.

“No, they would usually cower away and I was left to my own devices,” she said as she was glaring at the man in front of her.

“Unlike someone that I know tonight,” she mumbled before Niklaus laughed. His throaty voice was stirring something inside Becca as she wished that Niklaus would be staying with her throughout the night.

Wait, what?

“Hmm, I am glad to hear it. It seems that I was not offended by your words, my dear,” Niklaus replied as Becca glared at him.

“Do not call me my dear as if we have known each other intimately, my lord. We barely know each other,” Becca said as they were twirling and moving across the dance floor the dim light from the gaslights was making Niklaus’ blonde hair look like a halo on his head.

“Well, you might want to think about that because,” Niklaus said before he moved his mouth to Becca’s left ear as he whispered, “You never knew what the future holds, my dear,” he said before the music ended and Becca heard her mother’s voice.

“Darling, what are you doing there?” Lady Georgia asked Becca as she turned to look at her mother. Lady Georgia was looking at Becca before she smiled at her mother.

“Nothing, Mother, I was just—”

“Oh, we have been searching for you, my lord. It’s a good thing that we found you with our daughter nonetheless,” Becca’s mother said before Becca was turning to look at Niklaus. He was smiling before her father was greeting Niklaus with his formal name. Becca paled after that realization.

“My lord, we are honored to be invited to the young queen’s engagement ball. You have outdone yourself again, Your Grace,” her father regarded Niklaus as Becca was blinking her eyes.

Wait, Your Grace was reserved for Duke of Belikov, she thought as Becca bit her lower lips, which means Niklaus was—

“My pleasure and please enjoy the ball. I have to go now,” Niklaus said as he turned to look at Becca who paled after his formal name was being called out by her father.

“I hope to see you again, milady,” Niklaus said before he kissed Becca’s hand and went away. Her mother was gasping before Becca groaned inwardly.

This is indeed the worst decision that I have come to the ball, Becca mused before she looked at the retreating figure Duke of Belikov.
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Chapter 4
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“Did you enjoy my little show?” Niklaus asked Ian as he was standing on the balcony again. He was sipping on the blood-laced wine before Ian chuckled.

“I have seen much entertained than that,” his friend said before Niklaus chuckled.

“Well, the lady in question did not know who I was until her parents came along to greet me with my title,” Niklaus said before Ian arched his eyebrow at him.

“What are you planning, Nick?” Ian asked Niklaus before he turned to regard his friend. Niklaus smirked.

“Something that will put the Higher Court off my back,” Niklaus said as he was looking at the family that he was determined to snatch the last daughter for his gain.

Lady Rebecca ‘Becca’ Davis, you shall be my bride when the time comes, Niklaus mused to himself as he enjoyed the sight of his future bride being smothered by her mother.

*****
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BECCA WAS SIGHING AS she was taking the coat that the servant was giving to her. Becca put it on before she walked out into the cold air as Becca was looking at her parents. Her father, bless his soul, has stopped her mother from asking too many questions.

Becca was thankful for that but she did not think that would stop Lady Georgia from getting the answer that she wanted. Their carriage arrived before the footman opened the door of the carriage.

Lord Matthew helped his wife to get into the carriage before her father was helping her. Becca gathered her skirt as she went inside the carriage before her father followed her and the footman shut the door.

“So—”

“What did I tell you, dear? No more questions. It was enough that you asked her to come to this ball when she did not enjoy being in the crowd,” Lord Matthew asked his wife as he was arching his eyebrow at her. Lady Georgia scoffed.

Talking about my scoff in public, Becca mused before her mother glared at her father.

“She would not capture one of the most out bachelors of the island if she decided to stay at home tonight. Imagine the social status that we will have, Matt,”

“Enough! Was it always power that you seek when you married our daughters?” Lord Matthew asked his wife before Lady Georgia was silent. Becca was clapping her hands in her mind as only her father could silence her mother with words.

“Now, I know that you were hoping the duke would take an interest with our daughter,” Lord Matthew said before Lady Georgia was beaming at her. Then, her husband continued.

“But I heard that he was one of the Higher Court. On top of that, he was the most powerful one as well since he was related to the young Queen. I cannot imagine what would happen to Becca if she was married into that lifestyle,” Lord Matthew said as he was looking at his daughter. Becca smiled.

“But she did not have to work for a single day in her life—”

“I can still manage to feed her and give her clothes and home. If she chose to be a spinster, then so be it,” Lord Matthew stated before ending the conversation Becca knew her mother would revisit it again and again until the duke was at the front door of their house.

And Lady Georgia should know that she must be careful about what she wished for.

*****
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IT HAS BEEN A FEW WEEKS after that fateful ball that Becca was forced to go and meet Niklaus Dragomir, who she did not know at the time was Duke of Belikov. She thought that everything went south after that dance and conversation that they had but she guessed wrong.

Why did you ask? It was because the duke was sitting on the divan, sipping tea that her mother was asking the maid to pour it for him.

“Thank you for allowing me to meet with your daughter, Lady Georgia. I cannot thank you enough,” Niklaus stated as Becca was walking into the drawing room skirts were swooshing against each other before Niklaus turned to look at her. His blue orbs clashed with her green eyes.

“Ah, Becca darling. You’re here. It was such a surprise that the duke was coming here to greet you to court you, was it, Your Grace?” Lady Georgia asked him before Niklaus smiled.

“That would be correct, milady, yes,” he replied before Becca stiffed.

No, no, no! Becca mused as she gripped the skirts in her hands. This could not be happening?! This is only a dream, she thought as Becca blinked a few more times.

Still, Niklaus was sitting in their drawing room and smirking behind the rim of the teacup that he was drinking. His blue eyes were sparkling with triumph.

“Come on, darling. Don’t just stand there. Come sit here,” Lady Georgia ushered her daughter to the divan in front of the duke before she was making her way to the end of the room.

Lady Georgia will be acting as a chaperone so that Niklaus and Becca will not be left alone. Imagine the scandal if the gossipmongers would hear about the visit. Lady Georgia will not taint her daughter’s good name.

But if she was to leave them alone and let the scandal take, the pair would be married by now, Lady Georgia thought before Niklaus cleared his throat.

“I am sorry for that night when I was not telling you the truth,” Niklaus started as Becca was glaring at him.

“Yes, imagine the shock that I have when my father calls you Your Grace, my lord. I am insulting you and yet you did not correct me,” Becca said before her mother cleared her throat. Becca closed her eyes as she was trying to control her sharp tongue when her mother was around.

Becca hated it when her mother was correcting everything that she did wrong in public. It was...unpleasant most of the time.

“No, it was entirely my fault, milady. I am sorry if I have offended you with my lie,” Niklaus said as Becca heard a giggle from her mother. Becca thought that her mother was hearing the wedding bells now. She sighed.

“And you wish to court me, Your Grace? Am I not suitable for someone that was your social status?” Becca asked before her mother cleared her throat. She rolled her eyes before Niklaus chuckled.

“Shall we take a stroll, milady?” Niklaus asked before he stood up and straightened his coat. Becca’s skirts swooshed when she stood up as well.

“Yes, let’s take a stroll in the garden outside,” she stated before Niklaus offered his elbow before they walked to the garden where Becca had shadt most of her time there as well. When she was not in the library and wished for a breath of fresh air.

“Is your mother always like that?” Niklaus whispered to Becca before she glanced over her shoulder. Her mother was giving her some space to talk with Niklaus in private.

“I would not lie but the answer is yes,” Becca said before she turned to Niklaus. Their face was inches away before Becca was looking ahead of the hallway. They were walking through the door that was at the end of the hallway before they were into the rose garden that Lady Georgia loved to do some gardening.

It was Becca’s favorite place as well as Lady Georgia’s.

“This is breathtaking. I have never seen so many colors of roses before,” Niklaus stated as Becca chuckled.

“You’re meant to tell me that you never see anything like this before, my lord? That was unheard of since you’re wealthy enough to have other exotic plants around the world,” Becca said as Niklaus was arching his eyebrow at her.

“You read the tabloid about my garden?” He asked before Becca blushed.

It was cute on her, Niklaus thought before Becca cleared her throat.

“They have some good insights on the plants and their scientific names. It was for research purposes,” she stated as they were walking down on the path that has been made for easy walking. Niklaus chuckled before Niklaus was standing in front of the iron-wrought bench before he helped Becca to sit on it.

“Thank you, Your Grace,” Becca said before Niklaus was sitting next to her. Lady Georgia was looking at them when she took a seat at the other bench next to them. Then, Niklaus was looking at Becca who was aware that his blue orbs were looking at her.

“So, what do you think of my courtship so far?” Niklaus asked Becca before she turned to regard the duke. Becca was looking at her mother before she whispered to him.

“If you could lose my mother, I might think about your courtship, my lord,” she said as a joke before Niklaus was staring at her.

“Deal,” he said before he stood and he was walking up to her mother. Becca was blinking her eyes before the duke was talking with Lady Georgia. Her mother was gasping before she was walking up to the mansion again before the duke was walking toward her again.
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Chapter 5
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Niklaus was smirking when Becca asked him to ask her mother to leave them alone. He thought of the excuse that he would give to the lady before he was standing in front of her.

“Milady, if I may?” He said as Lady Georgia was looking at Niklaus.

“Your Grace?”

“I am asking you here to tell Lord Matthew that I would marry your youngest daughter at the nearest date that you would agree for us to marry,” Niklaus stated as he was looking at Lady Georgia.

She gasped before she went to the mansion, in search of her husband no doubt. Then, Niklaus smirked as he turned to look at the lady who would be his future wife.

Becca was staring at him as Niklaus was striding toward her. She was silent until Niklaus pulled her up and she gasped.

“My lord, what are you doing?” She asked Niklaus before he was taking something out of the pocket that he had been carrying around during this visit with one intention in mind.

“Marking you as mine,” he said huskily before he produced an emerald engagement ring that he got from his friend, Vyckos, from Stonelockteco, the region that was known to produce such finery.

Even the young queen of Niapachad Island was trying to get her hands on them and failed.

Niklaus slipped the ring onto Becca’s left finger before he looked at the confused lady. Niklaus was regarding his future bride before the elusive dark side that he regarded as his Demon was trying to control him now as the ring indicated that Lady Rebecca Davis was his now.

Now and forever.

“Now, the society can go screw themselves with their rules,” Niklaus said huskily as he was drawing Becca’s face in his hands.

“Your Grace, what are you talking—?”

Everything died on her lips as Niklaus’ soft lips were claiming her mouth in a possessive, rough manner. Becca gasped before Niklaus slipped his tongue inside her mouth and tasted her around.

She tasted like apple and Niklaus loved apple.

He groaned before Becca pushed him away. Niklaus released her before Becca did something that no other woman ever did to him. She slapped him.

Becca was surprised that her first kiss would be with someone whom she just met a few weeks ago. And now, he has the nerve to ask Becca to be his wife, by forcing her to take his ring and then kiss the living shit out of her.

Not that Becca was complaining but...it was beside the point.

“You are insufferable, my lord. And with that, I said no to this courtship with you,” Becca hissed before she took the ring off her finger but it would not budge.

“Damnation,” she cursed under her breath before Niklaus laughed at her struggle.

“Do whatever you want, my dear, but the ring can only be removed by the owner and since I am the owner of that ring,” Niklaus said as he was pulling Becca closer. She gasped as she was looking at his handsome face.

Such a handsome face at that, she mused before Becca glared at him.

“You will be the mother of my child and I will be your husband,” Niklaus stated before he kissed her again as she felt that his lips were smirking.

“Now, let’s share this good news, shall we?” Niklaus told Becca before she did something unimaginable by the society’s rules. Fuck with the rules anyway.

She stepped on his toes.

“Tarnation!” Niklaus shouted before Becca was running away from him. She went into the house before she stepped toward her room. She slammed the door so that she knew the whole Royal Molftus would hear it. But she did not care.

All she cared about was the ring and how to get it off.

*****
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NIKLAUS WAS SMIRKING as he was looking at the retreating figure of his future wife. Rebecca Davis has such a spirit that would make his life more interesting. And Niklaus knew that she would be much more interested if she was going to be hearing that Niklaus was determined to beget an heir with her.

He shivered at the thought as the demon inside him was stirring.

Niklaus had to control it when he was walking toward the door as he wanted to meet her parents. He has to ask for Becca’s hand in marriage from Lord Matthew Davis—which was why he was sitting at the divan right now in the drawing room again.

“So, let me get this right on. You have proposed to my daughter and she said yes?” Lord Matthew asked Niklaus as the duke was nodding at him. Niklaus smiled.

“Yes, we have sealed it in a kiss that we shared in the garden. She did not have any complaints but to run away in shyness. I know how she must be feeling when she has been ignored and shunned by others for the last five years,” Niklaus said as Lord Matthew nodded at him.

“And you are sure that you wanted Becca as your wife? Your future duchess, Your Grace?” Lord Matthew looked at Niklaus with an uncertainty that Niklaus had to smile at him.

“Yes, I have never met anyone as interesting as your daughter and I am certain that she would make a fine Duchess,” Niklaus said as he was sipping on the wine that was being served by the Lady Georgia. Lord Matthew was looking at Niklaus for a moment before he nodded.

“If a peer of this realm was asking for my daughter, I cannot say no to them. You have my blessing for my daughter’s hand in marriage, Your Grace,” Lord Matthew said before Niklaus was smiling at him.

“Do not fret now. You can call me Niklaus. We’re family now,” Niklaus stated as he was clicking the wine glass with Lord Matthew but he was still wary of Niklaus’ intention to marry his daughter.

*****
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LORD MATTHEW LOOKED outside their house to the place the Higher Court assembled and most of the gentry was staying. He sighed as he was undoing his cravat as Lady Georgia was helping him out of the waistcoat. His wife was arching her eyebrow at him.

“What are you thinking, dearest?” Lady Georgia was asking her husband. Lord Matthew turned to regard his Georgie before he took her hands into his.

“Do you think we’re doing the right thing for Becca? Belikov is from The Higher Court. I don’t want her to be in trouble,” Lord Matthew stated before Lady Georgia was caressing his cheeks. He leaned into that touch.

“I’m scared too for our daughter, dearest,” Lady Georgia stated as Lord Matthew was arching his eyebrow.

“I thought you would be overjoyed with this reunion?” Lord Matthew teased her before Lady Georgia slapped his chest playfully. Lord Matthew chuckled.

“I am but I don’t trust the Higher Court. You know their history,” Lady Georgia stated as she was looking into his green orbs.

The ones that Becca inherited from him. And her black hair from his Georgie.

“I know. I know. But I hope she will not be involved in that,” Lord Matthew stated as he was staring at the sprawling city of Royal Molftus. Their house is situated at the edge of the residency for the Higher Court but Lord Matthew never let his guard down.

He learned that the hard way.

“Come, dearest. We have to rest and maybe we can only hope that Becca was headstrong enough to face this,” Lady Georgia stated as she ushered Lord Matthew to the bathtub that was filled with lukewarm water. Lord Matthew chuckled before he kissed his wife’s neck.

“She is but I think we can put this conversation to rest now,” Lord Matthew said as he was grazing his mouth on Georgie’s neck. Lady Georgia sighed.

“Okay,” she replied before Lord Matthew was grazing his teeth to the skin.

“Good girl,” he whispered huskily before punching his teeth into his wife’s neck and drinking her blood for his fill that day.
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Chapter 6
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Becca sighed as she was at the seamstress’ shop where her mother insisted on getting her measurements for the wedding gown that she did not want in the first place. She tried to persuade her mother not to come here but it was an order from her father.

And Becca never defied her father, so here she was being fitted by the seamstress as she was humming.

“What a wonderful figure that you have and you will look fabulous with this new design that I have in mind just for you, dear,” the seamstress, Lady Ivashkov was smiling at her. Becca replied that smiled in kind, trying not to curse or do something unladylike in public.

For her mother’s sake and her sanity as well.

“Can you believe it, Becca darling? You will be a duchess. I cannot imagine what a life you would lead,” Lady Georgia was stating as she was looking at her daughter. Becca was sighing before she was sucking on air as the seamstress was pulling the lace of the corset too tight.

“Can’t...breathe,” Becca said as she was trying to get the corset to loosen up the seamstress was shocked to see Becca’s pale face.

“Merde! I am so sorry, dear. I did not notice that you are not breathing. I thought your body was not tight enough,” Lady Ivashkov stated as Becca was smiling at her.

“No worries. I just hope that my wedding gown will not be that tight,” she said sarcastically as the seamstress was laughing. The middle-aged woman was not getting her sarcasm.

Well, to shame then.

“No worries, dear. It will be splendid,” Lady Ivashkov was looking at Becca before she smiled. Becca smiled as she was trying to look that she was looking forward to marrying the duke when in fact she would be killing him in his sleep.

You will be the dead by morning, Becca mused as the seamstress was fusing over the gown and Becca wished that she was out of here.

*****

[image: image]


DUKE OF BELIKOV WAS smiling as his friend, Ian, was looking at him. Niklaus did not expect the couple would agree to their daughter’s wedding to him. But who would want to refuse a duke, right?

“I just don’t get one thing from this,” Ian mused as Niklaus was signing some of the estate business as he was looking at his friend briefly before continuing his work.

“What is?”

“How come you get them to agree? Everyone knows that the Higher Court has secrets that we cannot tell our spouse,” Ian said as Niklaus chuckled. Maybe Ian did not know the history of the Davis family.

“And you worried that my bride would be running away if she discovered what we truly are?” Niklaus said as he was looking bored at his friend. Ian sighed.

“Yes,”

Niklaus was dipping his quilt into the ink before he signed the tenants’ payment to be processed before the wedding this weekend. Niklaus put down the quilt as he was intertwining his hands together while regarding Ian. He smiled.

“I tell you what, if my bride is running away after I told her my secret, you can get one acre of my land,” Niklaus said as Ian was arching his eyebrow.

“You’re that confident that Lady Rebecca Davis will not run away?” Ian asked. Niklaus nodded. Ian laughed at his friend.

“My friend, I think you are besotted with her now,” Ian stated as Niklaus just smiled at the statement.

Maybe I was, he mused.

“Anyway, do we have a bet?” Niklaus asked Ian as he smirked. Ian nodded as he was extending his hand. Niklaus took his hand and the bet was sealed.

Only time will tell the result.

*****
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“YOU LOOK SO WONDERFUL, Becca! I think Duke of Belikov is a very lucky man,” Lady Emily Moore who was known as Emily was complimenting the wedding gown that Becca was adorning right now. It was the day of Becca’s wedding and she wanted to throw up.

How come it was a week after the fitting that her wedding was being held? This must be the doing of that stupid duke, Becca mused as Emily was regarding her friend.

“Are you alright?” Emily asked before Becca was snapped to reality.

“Huh?”

“You look like you are ready to kill someone. Did something happen?” Emily asked Becca as she was smiling at her kind-hearted friend. Becca always wondered who will Emily marry but that was for another time.

Right now, it was her fate that would be sealed today. And Becca was not ready for it. She sighed.

“I don’t know. I don’t think that my father would be giving the green light for me to be in this marriage. What if the duke was a terrible person? We can only marry once and if you are a divorcee, especially if your ex-husband is from the Higher Court, it would only frown upon you when you step out into society. They hated people who were against marriage with the Higher Court. What if I was one of them, Emme?” Becca asked Emily before her friend smiled. Emily was always optimistic about one between them.

“Well, you can always run away now. Would that be your quickest choice—”

“No one is going to leave the church until you are married to the duke, Becca,” her mother, Lady Georgia spoke before Becca was closing her eyes.

God, why does she have to come here now, Becca thought before she turned to look at her mother. Lady Georgia was arching her eyebrow at her daughter before Becca was laughing.

“Good gracious, mother. No one is running away. What would society say about my father then?” Becca said as she was looking at her mother.

Lady Georgia was narrowing her eyes at her daughter as Emily was cowering away from her mother. However, Becca was standing her ground.

I am my mother’s daughter, after all, she mused before Lady Georgia was smiling.

“Good, that’s good. So, your father and I have come up with the perfect present for your wedding gift, darling,” Lady Georgia said as she was pulling something from her purse.

It was something that was square wrapped in a nice wrapper before Lady Georgia was giving it to Becca. She took it and it was not that heavy. Somehow, she felt familiar with this gift.

“Well, that was...unexpected. Thank you, Mother,” Becca said before she put it on the table that was beside her. She smiled at Lady Georgia before her mother sighed. Then, she did something that Becca had never seen before in her life. Lady Georgia took her hands and squeezed them.

“This is the first and the last time that I will say to you, my darling Becca. So, I want you to listen carefully. That gift can only be opened when you’re in the rough patch with your husband. Do not engage it until the time comes,” her mother said as she was caressing Becca’s cheeks. Becca arched her eyebrows.

“When will I know that time comes, mother?” She asked before Lady Georgia kissed her forehead. Becca was stunned.

“You will know it in here,” Lady Georgia was pointing at Becca’s heart before her mother was smiling. The crowd was filling the church before Lady Georgia was smiling.

“Shall we get to the end of the aisle?” Lady Georgia stated as Lord Matthew came into the room as her mother and Emily were taking their place at the seat.

“You’re ready, darling?” Lord Matthew asked her as Becca smiled before she put her hand on the crook of his elbow.

“Ready as I would ever be,” Becca replied as the oak doors opened and the Wedding March was playing. Becca took a deep breath before she took the step forward, sealing her fate forever.
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Chapter 7

[image: image]




“This is fucking great. Fantastic even, Ian. We’re inside of a fucking church,” Niklaus was whispering to his best man, Ian, as the marquis was chuckling at the duke. Niklaus glared at his friend before Ian was arching his eyebrow.

“I thought you wanted to keep the secret until the end?” He taunted Niklaus before he gritted his teeth.

“It would be nice if it was not a fucking church. Why do you have to do such a stupid thing, Ian?” He hissed before the young queen came up to Niklaus.

Queen Arabella Dragomir was the tenth monarch that ruled Niapachad Island. Her husband, Aiden, was the prince's consort as she was greeting Niklaus. He smiled at his cousin before Queen Arabella hugged him.

“Ara, I thought you would not come here. How surprising!” Niklaus said as the young queen was giggling as she was holding her husband’s arm. Aiden was nodding at Niklaus and Ian.

Being a gentry that was working for the Higher Court, they would have a close relationship with the young queen and the prince consort.

And of course, the fact that Niklaus was related to the young queen as her cousin.

“Of course, I would be coming here, cousin. Your parents would roll in their graves if I did not come and be a part of this celebration,” Ara said as she was smiling at him. Niklaus smiled weakly.

“Your parents would be rolling inside the graves as well,” Niklaus stated before Arabella was rolling her eyes. The late King and Queen of Niapachad Island have died of a sudden attack.

Their deaths were still under investigation led by Baron of Fell.

“Whatever. I could care less but I was too curious to see your future bride,” the young queen said before Ian chuckled. Niklaus glared at his best man.

“Well, that was a very interesting question, Your Highness. Niklaus here has snatched—”

“Lords and ladies, please take your seats. The wedding will be starting now,” the bishop stated before the young queen and the prince consort were saying their goodbyes. They took their seats. Ian was standing next to Niklaus before he was looking at the oak doors.

“I hope you’re ready,” Ian whispered to him as Niklaus was smirking.

“I was born ready for this,” he whispered before the door opened and the Wedding March was playing. Niklaus was greeted with the sight of an emerald green wedding gown that was out of the society’s norm.

He can hear the mumbles and chatters of the ton when his bride was standing tall on her shoes as her father, Lord Matthew was walking her down the aisle.

Niklaus forgot to breathe when Lady Rebecca Davis was walking toward him. She was gliding like a swan before Ian was whispering to him.

“Breathe, Nick. You’re pale,” he stated before Niklaus blinked his eyes and took a deep breath. He was smiling at the approaching bride with the bold spirit of defying the society’s norm as she was standing in front of him, in an emerald wedding gown, with a black veil covering her face.

Looks like someone was trying to defy this wedding and create scandal as much as she could, Niklaus amused himself before the priest cleared his throat.

“Dearly beloved Lords and Ladies, we gathered here today—”

*****
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BECCA WAS BREATHING hard through the black veil that she instructed Lady Ivashkov to match as she was trying to put as much rebellion into this wedding as she could. Her mother could not complain when she requested this bizarre veil, as well as the wedding gown, should be in emerald green, not the white that most gentry would take.

Not Becca, not this wedding.

She was breathing hard when she was looking at the duke who was in the full glory of his status. A red sash that was slung over his shoulder to show his status, as well as his blonde hair that was reflected by the sunlight in the church, was making him more handsome than usual.

I think I need to get my eyes checked, Becca mused when she was blinking as the priest was clearing his throat.

“Milady?” He asked Becca as she turned to look at him. The priest was eyeing the ring before Becca was taking the wedding band into her shaking hand.

“Do you, Lady Rebecca Davis, take this man as your lawfully wedded husband, through thick and thin, rich and poor, health and sickness, and will cherish this holy matrimony until you both shall live?” The priest as Becca was taking a deep breath.

“I do,” she replied before she slipped the ring onto Niklaus’ left finger. It fitted perfectly as Becca was looking at the wedding band. Then, it was Niklaus’ turn.

“Do you, Lord Niklaus Dragomir, Duke of Belikov, take this woman as your lawfully wedded wife, through thick and thin, rich and poor, health and sickness, and will cherish this holy matrimony until you both shall live?” The priest asked Niklaus before he was smirking at Becca.

“I do,” he said before he slipped the wedding band next to her engagement ring. It fitted perfectly and Becca knew it would be stuck on her fingers, like the engagement ring. Only Niklaus was allowed to remove it.

What sorcery was that?! Becca mused as she stared at the emerald engagement ring as well as the wedding band that was shining against the gaslights that were illuminating the church.

“With the power that has been vested to me by Queen Arabella Dragomir of Niapachad Island, I pronounce you Duke and Duchess of Belikov. You may kiss your bride, Your Grace,” the priest stated before Niklaus removed Becca’s veil before the blue orbs smirked at her.

“Now, you’re mine, Lady Rebecca Davis,” he whispered to her lips before he was capturing it into a kiss. Becca was trying to resist but it was hard when Niklaus Dragomir, Duke of Belikov, who was now her lawfully wedded husband was kissing her.

Niklaus was putting his hand on her cheek as he was caressing it with his thumb before the clapping of the crowds made Niklaus break the kiss.

“More to come tonight, my dear,” he stated as Becca was glaring at him. He chuckled before they turned to the crowd and smiled.

Not on my watch, Belikov, Becca mused as she was coming up with a plan to avoid their wedding night from happening tonight at any cost necessary.
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Chapter 8
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Becca sighed as she felt the heaviness of the engagement ring and the wedding band on her left finger. She was twirling it around with her thumb as she was sipping on the wine. Niklaus’ hand was on her lower back as he was introducing her to his circle of friends.

From the Higher Court nonetheless.

“Gentlemen, I would like you to meet my wife, Lady Rebecca Davis, the 8th Duchess of Belikov,” Niklaus stated as he was looking at Becca. Becca felt her face was hot before his friends were talking with her.

“Nice to meet you, duchess,”

“How do you do, milady?”

“You are most wonderful, milady, to trap Niklaus in a marriage,” the last comment made Becca snap her head to the lord that was speaking it. He has black hair but his eyes were rare. It was shining violet under the gaslights.

“I’m sorry, you thought I was the one that trapped him in a marriage?” Becca stated as she was trying to control her anger.

One thing was to show manners in front of these egoistical lords and one thing was to be accused of something that she did not do. The lord in question was smiling at her as he was sipping on the champagne.

“Was I wrong then?”

“If you must know, my lord, I did not, under any circumstances, trap my husband in this marriage. He came to court me at the house with the blessings of my parents’ and if you think you can judge me before getting to know me, then you’re wrong,” Becca stated as she was glaring at Niklaus, her husband was silent the whole time.

“Now, if you excuse me, I would rather spend some time with my family than be with your overwhelming crowd, husband,” Becca stated before she moved out of her husband’s hand. Her skirts swooshed when she was making her way to her parents.

They think they can be superior. Hah! I show them, Becca mused before she was smiling as Emily was smiling at her and met her halfway.

“Can you believe it? My husband’s peers were making fun of me,” Becca whispered to her best friend before Emily was arching her eyebrows at her.

“They must think they’re better than everyone else. Come, we get something to get your mind off that thought, my dear,” Emily said as she was guiding Becca to the banquet before they settled at the table.

They are better than us. They were in the fucking Higher Court, Becca mused before she and Emily were talking about anything but the gentry of Niapachad Island.

*****
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“YOU DID AGAIN, TOM,” Daniel Cutler, the Viscount of Vyckos, was smirking at his friend. Niklaus was smirking as well before Tom scowled.

“It was not my fault,” Thomas Rambova, Earl of Raine was sipping on his blood-laced wine before Ian chuckled at his statement.

“Why is Marsh not here tonight? I thought he would be with us for our reunion. It’s not every day that we can get together in a public space,” Niklaus said as Ian shrugged.

“Beat us but man, your wedding reception has to be this grand, eh, Belikov?” Ian started as the others were snickering at Niklaus. Niklaus just rolled his eyes at his best mates.

“Whatever, it’s not me who was paying—”

“Cousin, it’s time for your first dance with your wife,” Queen Arabella greeted Niklaus and his mates before the others were bowing to the young queen.

Well, except for Niklaus.

“Your Majesty,” they all spoke simultaneously before Arabella was looking at her Higher Court.

“Oh, Marquess of Kain, Viscount of Vyckos, Earl of Raine. I thought you would not come. Where’s Baron of Fell?” Arabella asked before Niklaus was looking at the queen.

“Something came up in his region. He has to go and make sure that everything is fine,” Niklaus stated before the young queen was nodding at him.

“Well, where’s your duchess? The ton was waiting for your first dance together,” the queen asked Niklaus as he was glaring at Tom. He thought that he would have a chat with the Earl later.

“Ah, there she is! I think I might say something before I have to go back to the Royal Castle now,” Arabella stated before Niklaus was arching his eyebrows.

“You’re leaving now?”

“Yes, I have work to be done and Aiden doesn’t like the crowd that much. He gets...angsty,” Arabella whispered to him as he nodded.

“Shall we?” He said as he was helping his cousin to meet his duchess. Niklaus hoped that Becca was in her right mind when the young queen met her.

But of course, that was only a dream when they were at the table where Becca, his wife, and another woman were sitting.

This night could not get any worse.

*****
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“AND THEN, I HAVE TO dodge it so that my father would not come after me. Instead, he went after my brother,” Emily said as Becca was laughing at her anecdote.

How come one gets away with anything? Becca mused before she remembered that she was the youngest and her sisters had been married. Of course, her mother would focus on her.

But that ended tonight as she will be staying at this lavish castle when she will be losing her virginity to her new husband, the Duke of Belikov. Becca gulped before she turned to see that her husband was walking with someone that she knew.

It was the young Queen Arabella Dragomir of Niapachad Island.

Shit! Becca mused as she was trying to control Emily’s laughter when she was looking at the young queen as well. Emily shut up before they both stood up and bowed to the queen.

“Your Majesty,” they both said as the young queen was beaming at Becca.

“You must be happy that you are oblivious to the scowl and frown of the ladies around you, cousin,” the young queen was saying as Becca was blinking her eyes.

“What?”

“You’re laughing very loudly and yet ignore the scorn of the society,” the young queen stated as she was smiling at Becca.

“Oh! I am so sorry then if you have to see that, Your Majesty, we were just—”

“No, it’s fine. It was a good thing perhaps to get that ton off your back. This is your night, enjoy it,” the young queen said before her eyes were trained on Emily. Becca hoped that she would not take any interest in Emily.

But of course, ’tis only a dream, she mused as she was trying to keep her face stoic during their conversation with the young queen.

“And who’s this?” The young queen asked before Emily was blinking at her. Becca had to think of something when Niklaus was clearing his throat.

“I think it is due time for me and my wife to dance. Duchess, will you dance with me?” Niklaus asked her as Becca was looking at his offered hand. She sighed inwardly as she was smiling at her husband.

“That would be my pleasure, my lord,” she stated before she took his hand and electrics were all over her veins.

This is not normal, Becca mused before they walked to the dance floor as the others followed them to dance the waltz as well.
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Arabella was looking at the young lady with brown eyes and golden locks. She thought that Becca’s friend was a nice figure before Emily was smiling at her.

“So, your name is Lady Emily Moore? The late Lord Moore’s daughter?” She asked as Emily was nodding her head.

“Yes, Your Majesty,” she replied as Arabella was looking at her. She smiled before she continued.

“And I am sorry about your brother,” Arabella said as Emily smiled weakly.

“He’s in a better place now,” Emily stated before she was looking at Arabella. The young queen saw someone who would suit this poor lady before she could say goodbye. Arabella smiled as an idea was formed inside her head.

Time for the next lord to get married, she mused before Emily was excusing herself to get away from the young queen. Arabella knows that she can be intimidating sometimes. Then, she felt the familiar body heat.

“I hope you were not thinking what I thought you would, my love,” Aiden stated before Arabella was turning to look at her husband. Aiden was arching his eyebrow at Arabella before she laughed.

“And what would that be, husband?” The young queen asked as she was playing with Aiden’s lapel before her husband was sighing.

“Hmm, let’s see. You found another suitable woman and would match it up with one of the lords in the Higher Court. I would be guessing the marquis?” Aiden stated before Arabella was smirking at him.

“You’re too observant, my love,” the young queen stated before she pulled at her husband’s arm and went to the dance floor to dance before they were heading to their castle.

“It’s called cautious, my love,” Aiden stated as Arabella was arching her eyebrow at him.

“Are you always this cautious before you’re marrying me?” Arabella asked as Aiden put his hand on her waist and gripped the other one. Aiden smirked.

“Would you like to know,” Aiden said before they were waltzing across the dance floor, with the Duke and Duchess of Belikov being in the spotlight of the ton for tonight.

*****
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BECCA WAS LOOKING AT Niklaus as he was smiling charmingly at her. She was rolling her eyes when the music started to play and Niklaus was leading her on the dance floor.

“You have good posture, my dear,” Niklaus commented on her dancing as Becca was narrowing her eyes at her husband.

“Was that supposed to be a compliment, my lord?” She asked Niklaus before her husband was chuckling at her question.

“What do you think it was supposed to be?” Niklaus asked her as they were twirling around the dance floor before Niklaus was spinning Becca around. Her back was against his chest before Becca gasped. She glanced over her shoulder as she was regarding her handsome husband.

“I thought you were being sarcastic,” she said before Niklaus was turning her around and they were waltzing again. Niklaus chuckled before his blue orbs were looking at Becca. Her heart skipped a beat.

“Do you think I would not compliment my beautiful wife in front of the ton? You are mistaken, my dear,” Niklaus said as Becca was rolling her eyes again.

Well, no one can correct her mistakes now, since she was a duchess.

“Quite charming, aren’t you, my lord?” Becca asked her husband before Niklaus was arching his eyebrow at her.

“What do you mean?” He asked before Becca smiled at him knowingly. Then, the music ended before they bowed to each other as Niklaus pulled her to his side again and went off the dance floor.

“Niklaus, we have to go now. Aiden was not feeling well,” the young queen of Niapachad Island, Queen Arabella Dragomir, the cousin of the Duke of Belikov was talking to her husband before Niklaus was nodding at her.

“Have a safe trip, cousin. And I hope you get well, Aiden,” Niklaus stated before the prince consort was choking before the young queen was helping her husband.

“Right, thank you, Belikov,” the prince consort stated before the couple moved away and Becca was looking around for Emily. She was nowhere to be found.

“Who are you searching for, my dear?” Niklaus asked Becca as she turned to look at him. She was about to speak before her parents came to greet them.

“Becca darling, we have to go now. It was a splendid reception, Your Grace,” Lady Georgia curtsied to Niklaus as well as Becca.

So, this what power could do to my mother, Becca mused before Niklaus was shaking hands with Lord Matthew.

“Please take care of our Becca. She’s reckless and wild but I know you can handle her, Your Grace,” Lord Matthew stated before Becca was feeling rather hot at her face right now.

“Father,” she warned before Niklaus smirked.

“Do not worry,” Niklaus said before he was gripping Becca’s waistline. She sucked a breath as she can feel his touch through the tight corset as well as her wedding gown.

Oh Lord, help me, Becca prayed before her parents were leaving. As much as the people in the crowd when they were retiring for the night. It was almost 4 in the morning.

One thing that Becca knew, the gentry would sleep during the day and go out at night. It has been that way since the eighteenth century and Becca has no complaints about it.

Unless she wanted to get some sunshine, then she would get up during the day to get some vitamins for her skin to be healthy.

But it has been a constant curiosity on how the gentry kept their skin well and nourished when they did not even walk under the sun. Most of them had beautiful skin and were considered the most handsome on the island.

Especially her husband, Duke of Belikov.

The gentry and commoners alike were saying their farewells when they were walking out of the ballroom hall. Becca was still sipping on her wine as the last of Niklaus’ friends, the one that was insulting her, was saying his farewell before the huge oak doors boomed after him.

Becca sighed before she closed her eyes and stared at the gaslights that were hanging on the ceiling. It was supposed to be a chandelier that would reflect the lights onto the ballroom but right now, Becca could care less.

It was time for her wedding night. Becca was shaking her head before she sipped on the wine again as she was trying not to think about the mechanism of the begetting of an heir.

Would Niklaus ask her tonight? What if she got drunk and avoided it for tonight? But what about the other nights then?

“Duchess,” Niklaus called after Becca before she was jerking in her seat. She turned to look at Niklaus who was striding toward her with grace. Like a panther that was ready to pounce on its prey. And tonight, Becca was the prey.

“Yes, my lord?” Becca said as she was getting up from the chair. She was swaying as she had been drowsing on the wine for the last hour. Becca thought she could not stand still if not for Niklaus’ hand on her lower back right now.

“Are you alright?” Niklaus asked her as she was nodding at him.

“Yes, I am fine. What do you think I was otherwise?” She asked her husband as Niklaus was amused with her response.

“Because you’re slurring right now and hiccuping,” Niklaus said as Becca was blinking her eyes at him.

I'm not like that, was I? Becca mused as she was steadying her green eyes upon her new, lawfully wedded husband.
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Chapter 10
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Niklaus was looking at his duchess who was swaying in his arms as Becca was trying to glare at him. But she failed when she was blinking her eyes and she was slurring again when she tried to reply to deny his claim on her right now.

“You’re...lying...” she slurred as she gripped his coat and pulled him closer to her sinful body. The tight corset was showing the ample bosom as Becca had been undoing her wedding gown after the last guest had gone. Niklaus gulped as his cock was stirring when she was looking with her green orbs at him. He wanted to curse himself right now.

“Ah! I know what you’re,” a hiccup, “thinking, Belikov,” Becca stated as she was gripping his lapel now.

“You’re trying—” Becca suppressed a hiccup, “to get under my skirts,” Becca slurred before she put her delicate hand on his hard chest. Niklaus was breathing hard as he was looking at his duchess right now.

Control, Nick, control, he mused as he was reining in his Demon that demanded him to claim his bride.

“I think you’re drunk, my dear,” Niklaus stated as he was holding Becca’s hands into his. She frowned before she tried to get her hands out of his grip.

“Get your hands off me, you dork,” she stated as Niklaus was smirking at her. She did have a sassy mouth and Niklaus knew that she would defy him at every turn that she could.

Even when she’s drunk, Lady Rebecca Davis was defying him, Niklaus Dragomir, Duke of Belikov.

“Come now, we have to get you ready for sleeping,” Niklaus stated as he was ushering Becca to the stairs. The castle was huge enough for Niklaus and Becca to not be disturbed.

However, right now, Becca was making it hard for him to take her to the master chamber. Why? Because she was trying to release herself from him.

“Let me go, my lord,” Becca stated as Niklaus was looking at her.

“It’s Niklaus for you, Duchess. Or maybe, dearest or my love. But it would take a miracle for you to say that endearment,” Niklaus chuckled at his statement before Becca was quiet in his arms.

“Becca?” He asked before he was looking at a sleeping Duchess in his arms.

“You’re...lying...Niklaus Dragomir,” she mumbled in her sleep before Niklaus chuckled. He scooped her up in bridal style as her wedding gown was swooshing against his coat.

Niklaus was looking at the sleeping Lady in his arms before he was ascending the stairs as if his duchess weighed nothing. Of course, with Porphyria, Niklaus was not human anymore. He was a changed man.

A rite of passage for every male gentry that was a secret to the peasants. They called it Rite of Blood for the adolescents that survived Porphyria.

Niklaus was one of those adolescents.

He walked the long hallway of his empty castle before he entered the master chamber. His chamber before he was putting Becca on his bed. Niklaus was looking at Becca’s sleeping face before he was chuckling.

“I must be mad when I was supposed this marriage would be a loveless one,” he mumbled when he was tucking Becca’s black strand behind her ear. He was taking in her features; high cheekbones, long lashes, straight nose, and those full, kissable lips.

The very lips that Niklaus only kissed once. Something stirred inside him before Niklaus was reigning it in.

Not yet, he mused to himself before he sighed. He turned to look at the divan that was in front of his bed before he thought of another idea as Becca was sleeping soundly, mumbling softly.

She would not mind if I was to share the bed with her tonight, nothing happened anyway, Niklaus mused before he was going into the dressing room before his valet helped him out of his clothes before he was left with his shift.

“That would be all,” Niklaus stated before the valet exited the room. Niklaus went to the bed to see that Becca was out of her wedding gown and was sleeping in her chemise.

Her white, thin muslin chemise.

Niklaus gulped, trying not to think of all that soft skin that was within his reach. He slipped under the cover and thought of nothing but his wife’s fair complexion that was inches away from his touch.

*****
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BECCA WAS GROANING before she tossed and turned around. She felt something soft under her as well as on top of her. She slowly opened her eyes before she looked at the familiar golden locks that were like halos right now as the sunlight was hitting them.

Becca was looking at the handsome face of her husband as she was blinking her eyes. Then, she screamed at the top of her lungs.

“Argh!” She shouted before Niklaus was up and ready to fight as he was gripping his hands into fists. Becca was looking at her husband before she blushed. Niklaus was in his shift but the shift was thin enough that Becca could imagine what he liked was down there.

And how huge.

“What? What happened?” Niklaus asked Becca before she crossed her arms as Niklaus was looking around. The sun was almost at the horizon which meant that Becca missed her vitamin D nourishment.

“What are you doing in my bed?’ Becca asked Niklaus before the duke was arching his eyebrows at her.

“Pardon me, your bed?” Niklaus asked Becca as she nodded.

“Yes, this is my bed and why are you here? Shouldn’t you be somewhere else?” Becca asked Niklaus before the duke was blinking his eyes at her. Then, he laughed. He fucking laughed at her face. Becca narrowed her eyes at her husband.

“What’s so funny that you’re laughing, my lord?” Becca asked him as Niklaus was regarding her. He smirked as he was sitting at the edge of the table. The shift rode a bit and Becca can see that the duke has nice thighs—well-muscular thighs.

She gulped as Becca tried to ignore the stirring feeling that she had in her chest. She would not acknowledge it as she knows that Niklaus would take advantage if he could.

And Becca was determined not to let him have the upper hand.

She was looking at herself before she realized that she was in her chemise only. A very thin, muslin chemise that Becca has to take the cover to cover herself up. Niklaus was smirking at her when Becca was glaring at the duke.

“You did not do anything that would be scorned by society, do you?” Becca asked her husband as Niklaus was arching his eyebrow at her.

“What do you think I am, duchess? A psycho that would attack a woman in her sleep?” He said as he was coming closer to Becca. Becca backed it up before her back hit the headboard of the bed as she looked into the blue orbs of her husband. She gulped.

If he continued to do this, I might succumb to his charm, Becca mused before Niklaus was smirking as he was caressing her shoulder blades. Becca shivered when Niklaus was putting his mouth to her left ear.

“I would not be the one that initiates the begetting. You will, my dear,” he said as Niklaus smirked. He got out of bed and went to the dressing room. Becca felt her face was hot as fire right now.

Curse Niklaus and his charms! She mused as she stared at the retreating figure of her husband.
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Niklaus was laughing as he was looking at the bathtub that was filled with lukewarm water as the servants were filling it up. Niklaus had lost the shift that he had worn last night before being immersed in the bathtub.

He scrubbed himself with a cloth before he was smiling as he was thinking about last night. Becca was sleeping snuggling against him as he was caressing her backside that can be felt under the thin muslin.

Such a wonderful night but I do not doubt that she would let me stay in the same room again tonight, Niklaus mused before he was cleaning up and getting ready for the day.

He was ringing for his valet to get him dressed as he was still in the dressing room. Niklaus wondered if Becca was up and about her day as well. Niklaus smiled before he put on his shirt as well as the stockings. The stockings were being secured with knee bands before he was putting on the shirt cuffs.

Then, the valet helped him to get into the linen drawers before he put on the waistband to secure the breeches in place. The valet was pulling a black waistcoat and making sure that it was fitting Niklaus.

Then, he put on the cravat and outside coat as Niklaus was ready to hit the town with his duchess. Niklaus wondered if Becca was ready or not.

“That would be all, thank you,” the duke stated before the valet bowed and went out with the night shift that he was wearing for his sleep as Niklaus looked at the shift for tonight.

Maybe I would play a little game tonight with my wife, he mused before he walked out of the dressing room to find his duchess.

*****
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AFTER NIKLAUS LEFT Becca to her devices, she went through the adjacent door that was inside his room. If she knows that the chamber was the master chamber, no doubt that she slept in Niklaus’ bed last night.

Becca shivered when she was thinking about this morning as she was dipping inside the bathtub as the maid was helping to scrub her clean. The maid was working diligently as she scrubbed every inch of her skin before she was rinsed with a pail of lukewarm water and dried with a towel.
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