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CROWN OF CHAOS

THEY BURNED OUR SANCTUARY. NOW WE BURN THEIR KINGDOM.

The girl who stained her fingers with charcoal and dreamt of escape is dead. She was buried under the rubble of a shattered fortress, amidst the bodies of traitors. The woman who rose from the dust is someone else entirely.

I am Anya Volkov now. And I am done being a pawn.

Mikhail Volkov took me as a debt payment, a beautiful object to be locked away in his concrete cage. He thought he could break me into submission. But when the walls came down and the bullets flew, he didn't shield a prisoner—he shielded his queen.

We survived the betrayal that was meant to end us, but the war has only just begun. The enemy is still watching, hidden deep within the organization.

Mikhail promised to burn the world to ash for what they did to us. I’m not just going to watch him do it. I’m going to hand him the matches.

We are no longer fighting each other. We are fighting for the blood on our hands, for the dark devotion forged in the ruins, and for a legacy built on vengeance. 🔥🩸👑

★★★★★ "I literally forgot to breathe. The shift in power dynamics? Chef's kiss. Seeing Anya step into her power alongside Mikhail after that explosive ending was everything I didn't know I needed. This isn't just a romance; it's a warpath." – Kindle Reviewer

Book 2 of 3 in Royal Debt Series. Reading Order: Crown of Shadows, Crown of Chaos and Crown of Vengeance.
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CHAPTER 1
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ANYA P.O.V.

The world had burned, and from the ashes, we had built a new kingdom in a concrete box deep beneath the earth. The air was cold, recycled, and carried the metallic tang of ozone from the humming server racks that lined one wall. Fluorescent lights cast a sterile, shadowless glare over everything, stripping the world of color until all that remained were shades of grey concrete, black tactical gear, and the stark white of the maps spread across the central table. It smelled of stale coffee, old fear, and the grim determination of men who had lost everything but their loyalty. This bunker was our fortress, our war room, and our tomb, all at once.

I stood beside Mikhail at the head of the long table, my hip just shy of brushing against his thigh. He was a monolith of contained violence, dressed in black fatigues that did nothing to hide the lethal power in his frame. His sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, revealing the corded muscles of his forearms, the skin etched with scars and the dark ink of his Bratva tattoos. He hadn't spoken more than a handful of words to me since we’d descended into this hole, but his presence was a constant, heavy pressure against my skin. He was in full Pakhan-at-war mode, the fleeting softness we’d found in the ashes of his mansion burned away and replaced with the arctic control that was his natural state.

Around the table, a dozen men stood at attention. The loyal few. The ones who had survived the fire and the betrayal. Their faces were grim, etched with exhaustion and a simmering rage that mirrored the one I saw in Mikhail’s eyes whenever he thought no one was looking. They were older, harder men than the ones who used to populate his mansion. There were no sycophants here, no fat profiteers. These were soldiers, killers, men who had pledged their lives to the Volkov name and meant it. I saw their eyes flicker to me occasionally, a brief, assessing glance. I was the outsider, the Irish girl, the reason their world had collapsed. But I was also the woman who stood at their Pakhan’s side, and in our world, that proximity afforded me a fearsome, unearned authority.

Mikhail finally moved, placing a hand flat on the map of the city. The sheer size of his hand, the blunt, clean nails, the web of fine scars across his knuckles—it was a weapon in itself. The room, already quiet, fell into an absolute, reverent silence.

“The situation is simple,” Mikhail’s voice was a low rumble, devoid of any emotion except a cold, cutting precision. It sliced through the humming quiet of the bunker. “We are at war with a ghost. Our networks are compromised. Our assets are frozen or seized. The fortress is gone. What we have is in this room. What we have is our loyalty.”

He didn’t raise his voice. He didn’t need to. Every word landed with the weight of a hammer blow. He moved his finger across the map, tracing a line from the ruins of his estate to the financial district.

“The attack was threefold. The primary assault on the mansion was a diversion. The real objective was a data strike. They hit our servers, our offshore accounts, everything. They weren't just trying to kill me. They were trying to erase me.” He paused, his gaze sweeping over the faces of his men, holding each one for a fraction of a second too long. A test. A reminder. “They failed.”

The men stood straighter, a collective, silent affirmation. Their loyalty was absolute, unwavering. I watched them, but I was more focused on him. On the sheer force of his will that held this shattered organization together. The cold control was back, a familiar and terrifying wall I knew all too well. But now, it was aimed outward. At our enemies. And when his eyes met mine for a fleeting second, his gaze wasn't cold. It was something else—a complex, possessive fire that held both pride and a warning. A reminder that we were partners in this war, but he was still the king.

He continued his briefing, laying out the known facts with brutal efficiency. He detailed the coordinated attacks, the specific security protocols that had been bypassed, the inside knowledge the enemy possessed. He spoke of betrayal not with anger, but with the dispassionate tone of a surgeon diagnosing a cancer. It was a disease to be cut out, cauterized, and forgotten.

“The intelligence we have is flawed,” Mikhail stated, tapping a red-marked location on the map. “The Petrovs were used. They were a convenient distraction, but they were not the architects. The precision of the financial strike points to someone with a deeper knowledge of our operations. Someone who knew not just my business, but the history of this city’s underworld.”

He fell silent, a question hanging in the sterile air. The men shifted, murmuring amongst themselves, their expressions frustrated. They were soldiers, ready to be pointed at a target and unleashed. This game of shadows, of chasing ghosts through financial records, was not their strength. They looked to Mikhail for an answer, but his eyes were narrowed, scanning the map as if he could force it to give up its secrets through sheer intensity.

And that’s when I saw it. It wasn’t on his map. It was in my head. A connection. A pattern of ghosts. The attack on his fortress, the data strike... it felt familiar. I closed my eyes, picturing the ledgers from my father’s study, the hushed conversations I’d overheard as a child, the corporate structures he’d built to hide his sins. The Lynch syndicate was a dying animal, but its bones were buried all over this city.

My voice, when I spoke, was clear and steady. It cut through the low murmurs and drew every eye in the room. “They didn't just attack your fortress.”

Mikhail’s head snapped toward me. His expression was unreadable, a blank mask of control, but I felt the sudden, intense focus of his attention like a physical touch.

I met his gaze and held it, refusing to be intimidated. I was no longer the girl he’d dragged to the altar. I had walked through fire with this man. I had earned my place at this table.

“They hit three of my father's old shell corporations at the same time,” I continued, my voice gaining strength. “Quietly. Digital seizures, not physical attacks. I saw the alerts on a private Lynch network before it went dark. I thought it was just fallout, opportunistic vultures picking at a carcass. But the timing is too perfect. This isn't just about you. It's about erasing a history. Our history. Yours and mine.”

A ripple of surprise went through the room. The men, who had previously only seen me as Mikhail’s property, now stared at me with a dawning, grudging respect. Their gazes were no longer just on a woman, but on a strategist. I saw a few of them exchange looks, a low murmur of agreement passing between them. Dimitri, Mikhail’s most trusted remaining lieutenant, a man whose face was a roadmap of old battles, gave me a slight, almost imperceptible nod. It was a small gesture, but in this world of violent men, it was a seismic shift. It was acknowledgement. It was acceptance.

I felt a surge of pride, a feeling so foreign and sharp it almost made me dizzy. I had a voice here. My mind was a weapon.

I kept my eyes on Mikhail, watching his reaction. For a single, unguarded moment, I saw it. A flicker of raw pride in his eyes. He saw what the other men saw. He saw my value. But just as quickly as it appeared, it was gone, extinguished and replaced by a hard, impenetrable mask. The temperature in the room dropped ten degrees.

His voice was sharp, cutting across the murmurs and reclaiming absolute control. “As I was about to say,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument, “the financial motive is clear. The connection to the Lynch assets confirms it.” He didn’t look at me. He addressed the room, taking my observation and seamlessly reframing it as his own conclusion. He stole my victory right in front of them, reasserting his dominance in a single, cold statement. “We will focus our resources there. Dimitri, I want our best analyst to dig into every transaction connected to those shells for the last ten years. Find the ghost.”

The sting of his public dismissal was sharp, but I didn’t let it show on my face. I understood the move. He couldn’t allow his authority to be perceived as shared, not even for a second. In his world, power was absolute, and any challenge, even an accidental one from me, had to be immediately and ruthlessly crushed. I felt the men’s gazes shift from me back to him, their focus absolute once more. The moment of my ascendance was over. Order was restored. A familiar, bitter part of me bristled at the injustice, but another, darker part of me understood. It was a power play, and I had been put back in my place. And god help me, a traitorous thrill coiled low in my belly.

With a curt wave of his hand, he dismissed the council. "Go. You have your orders."

The men nodded, their grim focus restored, and began to file out of the room, their quiet conversations resuming as they left the claustrophobic space. Dimitri gave me one last look as he walked past, his expression unreadable, before following the others out.

Soon, it was just Mikhail and me, the silence between us thick and heavy. He didn’t move from his position at the head of the table. He just watched me, his eyes dark and intense. The air crackled with unspoken tension. I waited, my heart hammering against my ribs, a strange mix of apprehension and anticipation churning inside me. I knew this wasn't over. The public correction was just the opening salvo.

As the last man cleared the doorway, Mikhail’s eyes locked with mine. He gave a slight, almost imperceptible jerk of his head toward an adjacent storage room, its steel door slightly ajar. It wasn’t a request. It was a clear, non-negotiable order. My stomach tightened. I gave a slow, deliberate nod and turned, my boots making no sound on the smooth concrete floor as I walked toward the door he had indicated. Every step felt measured, fatalistic. I knew what was coming. It was a punishment. A reminder. A re-establishment of the violent grammar that defined us.

The storage room was small, cramped, and smelled of dust, gun oil, and cold metal. Stacks of military-grade crates were pushed against the walls, creating narrow pathways between them. The only light came from a single, bare bulb hanging from the ceiling, casting long, distorted shadows. I stepped inside, and the heavy steel door clicked shut behind me, the sound unnaturally loud in the confined space.

Mikhail’s presence filled the room instantly, consuming the air, making the small space feel even more constricting. He didn't say a word. He just moved, closing the distance between us in two long strides. Before I could brace myself, he had me, his hands gripping my upper arms as he backed me up against a tall stack of wooden crates. The rough wood dug into my back through the thin fabric of my shirt.

His face was inches from mine, his body a wall of heat and muscle pressing against me. His eyes, so dark they were almost black in the dim light, burned into me. I could feel the raw, possessive anger rolling off him in waves. It was a familiar, terrifying, and shamefully exciting energy.

"You have a fine mind," he said, his voice a low, dangerous growl that vibrated through my chest. He wasn't yelling. It was worse. It was a controlled, menacing whisper. "A very fine mind. I saw how they looked at you. With respect."

His thumb stroked my jaw, a touch that was meant to be anything but gentle. "But never forget who these men serve." His grip tightened on my arms, his fingers digging into my flesh. "They serve me. And you..." His eyes dropped to my mouth, his voice dropping even lower, rough with a dark promise. "You serve me."

He didn't wait for a response. The words were a verdict, not a conversation. He spun me around, shoving me face-first against the splintery wood of the crates. My cheek scraped against the rough surface, the shock of it making me gasp. One of his large hands clamped down on the back of my neck, fingers tangling in my hair, holding my head in place. His other hand went to my waist, yanking at the tactical trousers I wore. The sound of the sturdy fabric being ripped down was violent and sharp in the silence. Cool air hit my exposed skin, raising goosebumps.

There was no preamble, no pretense of seduction. This was not about pleasure. It was about possession. It was a brand. He entered me from behind in one brutal, unprepared thrust. I cried out, the sound swallowed by the wood pressed against my lips. He was hard and unforgiving, his hips slamming against me in a hard, punishing rhythm that was meant to dominate, to erase the moment of intellectual equality we’d shared in the other room. He was reminding my body of a truth he felt my mind had forgotten.

His mouth was at my ear, his breath hot against my skin as he moved inside me, each thrust a jarring, claiming impact. "Your mind is a weapon I will use," he whispered, his voice a rough rasp, perfectly timed with the relentless pace of his hips. "But your body... your body is the prize I have already won."

A frustrating, helpless mix of emotions warred inside me. Anger at his crude dominance. Humiliation at being taken like this, so impersonally, in a dusty storage closet. But beneath it all, a dark, traitorous heat spread through me, an arousal that answered his raw power with a shameful, desperate need. My body, which he claimed so absolutely, betrayed me, growing slick and pliant for him even as my mind raged. I hated him for it. I hated myself for it. I bit my lip to keep from making a sound, my nails digging into the rough wood of the crate as his pace quickened, driving him deeper, harder, pushing me toward an edge I refused to acknowledge.

The end came quickly, as clinical and brutal as the beginning. A low grunt escaped him, his body going rigid as he drove into me one last time, a final, definitive thrust that felt like he was staking a claim deep in my soul. He stayed there for a moment, his breath hot on my neck, his hand still tangled in my hair, pinning me in place. Then, just as abruptly as he’d started, he withdrew and stepped back.

The sudden cold where his body had been was a shock. I sagged against the crates, my legs trembling, the evidence of his claim slick on my inner thighs. I heard the rasp of his zipper, the rustle of his clothes being adjusted with cold, immediate efficiency. I didn’t turn around. I couldn’t. I just stood there, my forehead pressed against the cool wood, trying to catch my breath, trying to piece my composure back together.

After a long, heavy silence, I finally found the strength to push myself away from the crates. I shakily pulled my pants up, my fingers fumbling with the clasp. When I finally dared to look at him, he was standing by the door, watching me. His expression was cold, unreadable, his face once again the impenetrable mask of the Pakhan. There was no trace of the man who had just taken me with such feral intensity. He had made his point. The lesson was over. He was in command, and I was his. The intellectual strategist and the pliant body, all contained in one person, all under his absolute rule. He had broken me down and put me back together in the shape he required.

Without a word, he opened the door and walked back into the main war room, the stark fluorescent light spilling into our dim, dusty closet. He didn't look back. He expected me to follow.

I stood there for another moment, alone in the sudden quiet. I took a deep, shaky breath, the scent of him—sweat, metal, and something uniquely, possessively male—still clinging to me. I ran a hand over my hair, smoothed down my shirt, and forced my body to obey. My legs still felt weak, a deep ache settling between my thighs. But I straightened my shoulders, lifted my chin, and constructed my own mask of cool indifference. He could have my body, but he would not have my defeat.

He was already pointing at the map when I stepped out of the storage room, gesturing for Dimitri, who had re-entered, to come closer. He didn't acknowledge my return. I took my place by his side, the silent, just-punished queen to his absolute king. No one looked at me. No one dared. The power dynamic had been violently, privately, and perfectly restored.

I walked back into the war room, my head held high, the slick heat between my legs a secret promise of his ownership that only I could feel.
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CHAPTER 2
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ANYA P.O.V.

The only sounds from the interrogation room were the wet thud of fists and the dry rattle of a man's last lies. I stood in the sterile concrete hallway of the bunker, leaning against the cold wall, letting its chill seep through the thin fabric of my black shirt. Two of Mikhail’s men, broad-shouldered shadows in matching black fatigues, stood a respectful distance away, one on either side of the heavy steel door. They were trying to look impassive, but their jaws were tight, and their eyes kept flicking towards the door and then away, as if the sounds seeping through the metal were physically striking them. They wouldn't look at me. I was a ghost in this hallway, the Pakhan’s woman, a strange and unsettling fixture in their brutal world. I closed my eyes, but it did nothing to block out the noise. A low, strained grunt from inside, followed by another sickening impact of flesh on flesh. They weren't using tools, not yet. This was personal. This was Mikhail, working through his rage with his own two hands. He was trying to beat a name out of one of the traitors they’d captured in the smoldering ruins of the fortress. A man who had helped orchestrate the attack, who had watched my father’s syndicate fall and then turned on his new master. A cornered rat. And Mikhail was the snake. I should have been horrified. A part of me, the woman who ran an art gallery and curated beauty, was screaming somewhere in the back of my mind. But that woman was buried under layers of ash and blood. The woman standing in this hallway felt a dark, clinical curiosity. This was the price of information. This was the engine of our new world, fueled by pain and fear. The muffled sounds continued, a grim, uneven rhythm of violence. A chair scraping against the concrete floor. Mikhail’s voice, a low, guttural snarl too indistinct to be understood but carrying a clear, lethal intent. I focused on the cold of the wall, the antiseptic smell of the bunker, the faint hum of the ventilation system—anything to distract from the methodical deconstruction of a man happening just a few feet away.

Then, silence. It fell so suddenly, so completely, that it was more jarring than the violence it replaced. A final, wet thud echoed, a sound of grim finality, and then nothing. The absence of noise was a physical presence in the hallway, a heavy, suffocating blanket. I opened my eyes. The two guards shifted on their feet, the quiet unsettling them more than the sounds of torture had. One of them swallowed hard, the sound loud in the dead air. I found myself holding my breath, my entire body tensed, my ears straining for any sign of life from within the room. Was the traitor dead? Had he finally broken? The silence stretched for an agonizing minute, then two. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic, panicked beat against the oppressive stillness. I waited for the door to open, for the verdict.

The lock on the steel door disengaged with a loud, metallic clank that made me jump. The door swung inward, and Mikhail stepped out into the hallway. The sight of him stole the air from my lungs. He was a creature of pure, distilled violence. His black fatigues were rumpled, the sleeves rolled up to his elbows, revealing forearms corded with muscle and spattered with something dark. His knuckles were split and bloody, raw meat against his pale skin. A light sheen of sweat slicked his brow, matting the front of his short black hair. His chest rose and fell heavily, each breath a testament to the brutal exertion within that room. But it was his eyes that held me captive. They were almost black, the grey irises consumed by dilated pupils, burning with a storm of adrenaline and untethered rage. That dark, stormy gaze swept the hallway, dismissed his men, and landed on me. He saw me, and for a moment, the world narrowed to the space between us, charged with the static of his fury.

He walked directly to me, ignoring the two guards who stiffened to attention as he passed. He moved like a predator, each step deliberate and heavy with menace. He stopped less than a foot from me, and I had to tilt my head back to meet his gaze. I could smell the coppery scent of blood on him, mixed with his own sweat and something else, something primal and dangerous. His voice, when he finally spoke, was a rough, guttural growl that seemed scraped from the bottom of his throat. "Ivan Morozov," he said, the name a curse, a revelation. "A ghost." That was it. The name of the man who had torn our lives apart, the architect of our pain. The name we had been hunting, the name that had just cost another man his life. He had the first piece of the puzzle. I just stared at him, my mind processing the name, committing it to memory. Ivan Morozov.

The violent energy that had been contained within him, focused and directed at his target, began to fray at the edges. His control was unraveling. He ran a hand—his bloody hand—through his hair, leaving a faint crimson streak in its wake. His control, usually so absolute, was visibly cracking. He looked back at the closed door of the interrogation room, a flicker of something wild and untamed in his eyes, then his gaze snapped back to me. The rage from the interrogation was still alive in him, a venom with nowhere to go. He jerked his head at his men, a sharp, angry gesture of dismissal. "Get out," he barked, his voice raw. "Clean up the mess." The guards didn't hesitate. They gave him a clipped nod and turned on their heels, one of them entering the room of horrors while the other marched down the hallway, eager to be anywhere else. I was alone with him. Alone with the monster.

The guards retreated, their footsteps echoing down the concrete corridor until they faded completely. We were left in silence once more, but this was a different kind of quiet. It was predatory. He took a step closer, and then another, until the toes of his combat boots were nearly touching mine. His breathing was still ragged, a harsh sound in the stillness. His gaze was a physical weight, pinning me to the wall. He wasn't looking at me like Anya, his partner in this war. He wasn't looking at me like a strategist or the woman who had stood by his side in the war council. He was looking at me like I was an object, an outlet, a thing to be used. A raw and desperate need radiated from him, an animal hunger that had nothing to do with seduction and everything to do with release. I saw the struggle in him, the battle to contain the hurricane of violence he had just unleashed. It was a battle he was losing.

His hand shot out, his fingers wrapping around my upper arm in a hard, bruising grip. It wasn't a gentle touch; it was the grip of a man barely restraining himself from crushing something. He started pulling me toward the steel door he had just exited. I didn't resist. I stumbled along beside him, my mind a blank slate of shock and a dark, thrumming anticipation. He reached the door, pushed it open with his free hand, and shoved me inside ahead of him. "In here," he commanded, his voice a low, urgent rasp. "Now." The word was a final, undeniable order, and I crossed the threshold from the sterile hallway into the cage of violence.

I stumbled into the room, my boots scuffing on the gritty concrete floor. The door clanged shut behind us, the heavy lock engaging with a sound of utter finality, sealing us in. The sensory assault was immediate and overwhelming. The coppery smell of blood was thick in the air, so potent I could almost taste it. It clogged my throat, a nauseating perfume of death and pain. In the center of the room was a single, bolted-down metal chair. A dark, viscous pool was spreading on the floor beside it, gleaming wetly under the single, harsh lightbulb overhead. The traitor's body was gone, already disposed of by the guard, but the evidence of his final moments was everywhere. The stark, unforgiving concrete walls seemed to have absorbed the violence, the very air vibrating with the ghost of agony. My heart hammered against my chest, a frantic drumbeat in the face of his brutality. I stared at the blood, at the empty chair, and felt a cold dread mix with a sick, traitorous thrill. This was his world. This was our world now.

He came up behind me, his footsteps silent on the concrete. His body was a wall of heat at my back, caging me in, forcing me to keep looking at the scene of his work. His chest was pressed against my shoulders, and I could feel the ragged, heavy beat of his heart against my own spine. He leaned down, his mouth close to my ear, his breath hot and ragged against my skin. His voice was a low, tormented whisper, a confession that was more terrifying than any threat. "The rage..." he breathed, his voice cracking with the strain of his control. "It's still in my hands. I need to put it somewhere." He paused, his grip tightening on my arms. "I need to put it in you." It wasn't a proposition. It was a statement of fact, a diagnosis of his own madness. He needed a vessel for his violence, and he had chosen me. A shiver that was equal parts terror and a dark, profound acceptance coursed through me.

He spun me around to face him, his bloody hands framing my face, his thumbs stroking my cheekbones in a gesture that was shockingly gentle compared to the brutality of his words. Then his mouth crashed down on mine. It was a brutal, possessive kiss that tasted of bloodlust and desperation. He kissed me like he was trying to devour me, to absorb me, to brand me with the violence still thrumming through his veins. There was no tenderness, only a raw, primal need. His hands left my face, tangling in the back of my shirt, before moving down to the waistband of my tactical pants. He ripped at the button and zipper with an impatient fury, shoving the heavy fabric down my thighs. He didn't bother taking them off completely, just pushed them down far enough to be out of the way. He lifted me against the wall, my back slamming against the cold concrete. He positioned me, and without any further ceremony, he entered me with a single, hard, punishing thrust. It was a violent expulsion of his pent-up rage and adrenaline, a brutal claiming that was as much an attack as it was a sexual act. I cried out, the sound a mix of pain and shock, my fingers digging into the hard muscle of his shoulders as I held on.
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