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        Includes:

        His Wild Obsession

        His Wild Temptation

      

        

      
        These wild billionaire playboys are used to getting their way…

      

        

      
        There isn’t much money can’t buy, especially when it comes to pleasure. But can these curvy women tame these billionaire beasts and win their love? Or will their souls be sucked into oblivion by the wanton bliss their bodies crave more and more with every surrender?

      

      

      

      
        
        Each of our heroes wears a mask on the outside to face the world, but his disguise comes off when he runs into the one female who makes his blood run hot. Need and possessive passion abound in these books, but our heroes know only one way to control their desires.

      

      

      

      
        
        Will they f*ck the feeling they see as weakness out of their systems, or will their needs only grow more wild with every touch, kiss, and plunge into ecstasy with the object of his affections?

      

      

      

      
        
        Our Billionaire Heroes

      

        

      
        Adrik Volkov

        Marat Volkov

        Josef Aziz

        Andres Ramirez

      

      

      

      
        
        Content Warnings

        (2nd times a charm? I dunno. Again, please forgive me if I muck this up. My intention is only ever to write stories that entertain and delight my readers. Happy reading!)

        *This series has profanity, graphic steamy scenes, violence, talk of deceased relatives, alcohol consumption, misogyny (not the MCs), questionable morals, promiscuous past, manipulations, fake relationships, lies, revenge, oopsie marriages, bad decisions, and romantic obsessions that may be unhealthy. This is a fictional story with fictional characters. This is not real life.

        *Always take care of your mental, emotional, and physical self because you are important.

      

      

      P.S.

      For those who asked Adrik is pronounced Ade-drick and Marat is Meh-Rut. Happy reading!
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        For the readers who like book boyfriends that come in every shade of gray.

        I hope you enjoy Sofia and Adrik’s story.

        Xoxo,

        C.D. Gorri
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        He’s a hardened ex-criminal. She’s a stranger to his world.

      

        

      
        Adrik Volkov worked hard to wipe the slate clean of his criminal past for his sake and his brother’s. Bringing Volkov Industries into the 21st century has taken everything he’s got. But it’s been worth it. His company’s patented mining techniques for harvesting rare earth metals used in electronics and smart tech have made him a billionaire.

      

        

      
        Instead of breaking legs and taking names, he’s attending parties with people he neither likes nor understands. It’s all part of his new title. But money can’t erase his harsh upbringing. Once a brawler, always a brawler. Those skills come in handy when he sees a woman being accosted at one of the ritzy, booze filled gatherings he must attend.

      

        

      
        Sofia DiFalco was more than just a damsel in distress. The curvy stranger made his body buzz with desire and his hard heart beat a little faster. From the second he saw her, Adrik wanted only one thing. Sofia in his bed. But after one tantalizing night, she disappears without a trace.

      

        

      
        He tries to forget her, but she’s an obsession, and he just can’t let go.
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          ADRIK

        

      

    

    
      The party was filled with A-listers, billionaires, tech gurus, and the usual high class smorgasbord of sin and temptations. I was bored.

      “Ad, why don’t you have a drink?” Marat, my younger brother asked.

      His dark eyes were twinkling with mischief as he raised his glass of champagne, toasting a group of waifish runway models who could not stop looking at him. I don’t blame them. Marat is a handsome man. Not me.

      Not that I was ugly, but I looked hard, unkind, was the correct word. But they should know a man like me would not be inclined to show kindness. Not in my business. Well, former business. I kept forgetting we were legitimate now.

      Volkov Industries used patented mining techniques for harvesting rare earth metals used in electronics and smart tech.

      We led the industry and held many claims overseas in areas where it was necessary to have brains, money, and guns to secure mining rights.

      Good thing I had all those and more.

      “I don’t drink bubble piss like you, Marat,” I replied, and my brother tossed his head back and laughed out loud.

      Bloody hell. Even his laughter was attractive. Like angels frolicking gaily from above. I rolled my eyes just as the throng of barely dressed stick figures walked over to see if they could catch his attention. Likely they could. But only for an evening.

      My brother was a dyed in the wool bachelor. There was no changing that tiger’s stripes. Pity. I would have liked to be an uncle someday. Children were the future, and far as I was concerned, the Volkov name would not continue from my loins.

      Nyet.

      I would not marry. I would never have children. After all the horror and evil I had seen that humanity was capable of, how could I? Besides, there was no woman in my life.

      No one woman, anyway.

      Yes, I took women to bed. I was a red-blooded man. Fucking was as good an outlet as violence, and since we were legit, well, violence seldom came my way anymore.

      But I meant there was no one who had a claim on my affections.

      I did not believe in love. And my lovers knew the deal.

      Make no demands. Come when I say so. Leave immediately after.

      That was the only way a woman made it to my bed. She had to agree to my terms, and few refused me. Whether it was the size of my bank account or my cock that made them say yes, who cared? Both were larger than the average man, and I never heard any complaints.

      “Ladies, are you enjoying yourselves?” Marat started chatting up the women, and I growled in disgust.

      “The balcony seems empty, boss. If you need some air.”

      Josef, our head of security, handed me a tumbler of Whiskey Neat, the platinum label, before pointing to my sanctuary. I grunted and accepted the heavy, squat glass before I stood up.

      “Thank you, Josef. I’ll leave you and Marat to these women,” I murmured, taking a swallow before walking away.

      The penthouse had been checked out by my security team upon my arrival and the six-man unit was still afoot, checking perimeters and making sure my brother and I were safe, and the area secured. Yes, we were out of the gangster game, but that did not mean we did not have enemies.

      In fact, I’d seen legitimate corporations commit positively heinous acts that made mobsters look like pussycats.

      Espionage, strong arming, short selling, lying, bribery, blackmail, and outright murder. And those were just some of what we’ve encountered since we purportedly left the crime world.

      “Volkov, is it?”

      A slimy looking man with white hair combed back, wearing a silk shirt and crisp wool pants stood in front of me. I did not accept his proffered hand.

      In fact, I did not say anything. I merely gave him the dead eyed stare that had made better men than he piss themselves on more than one occasion.

      “Um, I was very excited to hear you would be attending this little shindig, Volkov. You know I think you and I should talk business⁠—”

      I walked away before he could finish, knowing Josef was watching me and would waylay the man before he even thought to follow me. That was why I allowed Josef to stay on as head of security even after he’d made his first mint.

      Marat and I did not agree on a lot, but we both insisted on rewarding those who helped us when we were scraping by at the bottom of the barrel.

      It wasn’t so long ago that we were two orphaned boys running around the streets of Moscow. Our Italian mother had been killed alongside our father in some ugliness involving drugs. He was a low level Bratva soldier, and we were left with nothing but the clothes on our backs.

      When I turned sixteen, I was already more muscular than most adult men and I used it to my advantage, picking fights with gang members and robbing the robbers. They called me the Wolf because of the way I worked. I was known for being a hunter, patient, stalking my prey, even toying with them before the end. Once I let them see me, that end was inevitable.

      No one survived the Wolf. It was fitting since Volkov literally meant Wolf. I liked it. Liked the terror it struck in men’s hearts when they heard the Dark Wolf was coming for them.

      Taking over territory was easy after that. By the time we left Russia, I was already in control of my own set of illegal trade routes. New York City was like a playground after that.

      That was over twenty years ago. I just had my thirty-seventh birthday, and as of six months ago, Volkov Industries had gone completely legitimate.

      Still, I missed the solitude that came with being one of the world’s most feared men. I did not have to attend parties like this one where I stuck out like a sore thumb despite my custom suit and four thousand dollar shoes.

      These businessmen were lean and had soft hands. Their bellies never knew hunger. Their eyes were blind to what was around them. They did not see the Wolf in their midst.

      Even the ones who claimed to know me did not know.

      They couldn’t possibly comprehend what kind of monster they were rubbing elbows with.

      I finished my drink and stood on the balcony, sucking in the fresh air despite the chill.

      It was a damn sight better than the heavily perfumed party room, which still could not cover up the stink of humanity’s so-called upper classes.

      To me, nothing smelled worse than avarice and greed. The people inside had no souls. They thought they were better than men like me.

      I shook my head. It was dangerous for my thoughts to turn so dark. I needed a new project, something to focus on. And it was while I thought about the emails sitting on my laptop that I glanced to the side and saw something out of the corner of my eye.

      Two enormous potted plants decorated with tiny lights sat in one corner of the large balcony overlooking the city. I supposed it was festive, as it was just after the long holiday season. But really, I did not care about fairy lights and horticulture.

      It was the creature beyond the plants that intrigued me. Swatches of pale skin bathed in silver caught my eye. Like liquid moonlight teased me from behind those very plants. I did not recognize her. She sure as fuck did not look like the other women there.

      Her back was to me, but I saw her pale, smooth skin, and dark hair quite clearly. She was round and lush, with plenty of curves and valleys I was tempted to explore. I wanted to see her face, but as I inched closer, I realized she was not alone.

      In fact, she looked as though she was trying to get away from whoever had her cornered, but between the balcony and the plants, she had nowhere to go.

      She looked stunning in the tight silver dress she wore, but I was not in the habit of gaping at women in public. Especially women engaged in uncomfortable situations with their dates.

      I was also not accustomed to playing knight in shining armor, but if the man making her uncomfortable did not stop, well, like I said, I was bored. So, I edged closer, leaning in to listen to the couple, if that was what they were.

      “No, thank you,” the woman said firmly.

      I could tell she meant it, her whole posture was like a bright red stop sign. The idiot talking to her had no clue. He was some slick talking old man with too much money, and not enough scruples. Seeing her tense as she pushed his hand off her arm incensed me. I had not experienced such a fierce reaction to a stranger before. Interesting, but not enough to move me.

      Yet.

      “You say no, but I think you really mean yes, doll. Am I right, or am I right?”

      “No, I really mean no,” she said, but the man only stepped closer. “Look, um, I’m not here alone.”

      “Don’t try that line with me. Come on. Who’d you come with? Now I have a room downstairs, and it will be just me and you,” the old man said, forcing her back another step.

      She had nowhere to go and as the bastard pushed himself against her body and moved in for a kiss I reacted. What could I say? I really did not like him touching her.

      “I suggest you step away from my date,” I growled softly, coming out from behind the plant to stand beside the woman.

      Soft brown eyes looked up at me, surprised but she caught on quickly, lacing her arm through mine and pressing her body into my side, seeking comfort. At least, I liked to think so.

      “There you are, darling,” she said and smiled.

      “I am sorry I took too long. Who is your friend,” I said the last word with disdain.

      “Look pal, I don’t know who you think you are, some Euro trash fucker, but I was talking to this lady. My name is Henry Devain,” he said, and I recognized the name.

      “Ah, Councilman Devain. Yes, I know you. I wonder if your constituents would want to know about your penchant for pressuring young women at parties? Young women who very clearly told you they were with someone else.”

      The woman in question gasped, and I realized she did not recognize Mr. Devain. Interesting. I wondered what she was doing at the party. Who was she?

      She was certainly beautiful, but with a round ass and pair of breasts that were definitely natural. She did not belong to the group of models my brother preferred, nor was she one of the plastic dolls the other wealthy men had on their arms. My cock hardened behind my zipper, and need pulsed through me.

      Yes. I wanted her in my bed, and I planned to get her there. Just as soon as this asshole walked away. Though, it really was a shame I was not in the leg breaking business anymore.

      “Who the fuck do you think you are, mister?” Devain snarled.

      “You know, I have lived in New York for twenty years now, and English is ooh, my third or fourth language, but I am still amused by the American colloquial preference to add fuck to the middle of every utterance. As if such a thing made you a hard man. Do you think you are a hard man, Mr. Devain?” I asked.

      “What? Who are you, buddy?”

      He put his hand on my shoulder as he asked his question again. Even the woman tensed, knowing that was a mistake. Still, I liked the feel of her on my arm and against my side, and I had no wish to move her out of the way. So, I didn’t. Faster than he could register, I had his hand off my suit and twisted in a way that made the little man yelp in pain.

      “I am Adrik Volkov,” I said, and the man paled.

      Then I used my leverage to bring Devain to his knees before turning to the woman.

      “Do you want me to hurt him?” I asked.

      She looked at me, her brown eyes going, if possible, even wider, and she shook her head. My pulse sped up, but outwardly, I remained passive. Showing nothing was a specialty of mine honed from years of living hard.

      “No. Thank you, but I am fine. You got here before he could do anything.”

      I nodded. A part of me was disappointed, but another part was thrilled. I let this woman, this stranger, see the Wolf, and yet she still clung to my arm. Still looked at me with soft eyes.

      I wondered what else was soft about her.

      “Want to leave this place?” I asked, staring down at her.

      Electricity sizzled between us. It happened like that sometimes. Attraction, raw and primal, rose in a man in times of intense emotion or confrontation. Such as this one, though the conflict was small. Still, my dick was hard, and she was so beautiful. I wanted her, but I was not like this man. I would ask. And only then would I proceed or not. Long seconds ticked by, but then she nodded.

      “Don’t misunderstand. I am asking you to go someplace else. Someplace to be alone with me, Zaika,” I said, calling her a bunny in my native tongue.

      She was like that to me, bathed in moonlight and silver silk. I wanted to hunt her down. Sink my teeth into her soft skin.

      “I understand,” she said, and nodded again. “And I am still saying yes, Mr. Volkov.”

      She was playing with fire. A dangerous game, but I was not about to tell her that. I just kept her arm in mine and walked away from the crying politician. The little bunny had no idea she’d just said yes to the big bad Wolf.
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          SOFIA

        

      

    

    
      I don’t know why I even went to that party. My boss had assured me she needed me with her. Working as a personal assistant to one of Manhattan’s buzzing socialites was exhausting, but I finally had enough information to finish the novel I’d been working on since I’d graduated from college.

      Missy Castle told me I would be by her side all evening, but after half an hour rubbing elbows with the elite, the hairbrained woman disappeared behind closed doors, leaving me to fend for myself. I didn’t mind at first. The book I was writing was a romantic suspense and my characters were based on tabloid darlings just like the people attending that shindig.

      The borrowed dress I wore fit me like a second skin. I never wore clothes that tight. Not with my ass, which I unfortunately inherited from my Grandma Rose.

      Thanks a lot, Nonna.

      But the slinky silver material felt like silk against my skin, and it was the only chance I would likely ever get to attend a party where I’d be sure to see politicians, athletes, moguls, and movie stars in the same room. My poor little Jersey girl heart could hardly stand it. But I managed not to drool on anyone, so there was that.

      Of course, I also managed to get myself cornered by some white-haired creep. You would think with age came scruples, but apparently that meant jack shit to this fella. He was so slimy, pressing up against me and backing me into a corner, which was admittedly my own fault. I should have paid attention to where I was going.

      I was about sixty seconds from smacking the man upside the head, also thanks to Grandma Rose who taught me a long time ago how to defend myself from unwanted advances. I usually kept a roll of nickels in my bag when I went out for such occasions as this. Only, well, the coat check girl had offered to keep my purse safe, and I didn’t think I would need it in such a place.

      Just goes to show you, there were dogs everywhere. I tried to get out of the situation with some tact, not wanting to offend whoever the creepy little man was, and good thing too. Turned out he was a politician, likely with resources I could not even begin to imagine.

      Anyway, Councilman Creep, as I’d dubbed him, sort of had his ass handed to him by the sexiest, and most dangerous looking man I had ever seen in my entire life. I almost lost balance looking up into the face of the man who’d come to my rescue. Holy crap. He was tall. Like Khal Drogo tall.

      I never knew real people came in that size. And his shoulders. Christ. He had to turn his body into mine so we could fit through the balcony door, even though he’d already pushed me to walk in front of him. I was stunned by his masculine beauty. Features like his belonged on statues guarding citadels. Fierce, proud, lethal, and when he looked at me—hot.

      I was no blushing virgin, and I knew when a man wanted me. Moisture pooled between my legs as my interest stirred for the sexy stranger. He smelled like cologne. It was something spicy, exotic, and expensive, I could not tell what brand or name.

      He paused a moment by two men and said a few words in what I thought was Russian or some kind of Eastern European. I was terrible at languages. Both strangers were tall and imposing. One was ridiculously handsome, and he seemed surprised, but seemed to approve if the way he winked at me meant anything. The other merely nodded, like an employee would. Neither did a thing for me.

      How could they? Neither man was him. My tall, powerful, sexy rescuer. He’d said his name was Adrik Volkov. I racked my brain for more. I did not have a photographic memory, but it was close enough that I could recall things if I really tried.

      Volkov. Volkov?

      Could it be? I recalled the name Volkov Industries. I’d seen it before likely when reading a newspaper or magazine while I searched for fodder for my novel. The company had a silver Wolf as their logo with bright red eyes, which was why I remembered it oh so vividly. It reminded me of something supernatural. I was a sucker for shows like Game of Thrones, True Blood, Bitten, and countless others.

      I had no idea what they did, and I did not know enough about Russian names to know if it was a common one. Volkov could be like Smith for all I knew. I supposed Adrik Volkov could be a relative to whoever ran Volkov Industries.

      But that was unlikely. Besides, it didn’t really matter to me. Whatever this was, it was one night only. My entire focus was on keeping myself upright in the stupid heels I was wearing and walking straight. God knew, my knees were knocking just from the way his thumb rubbed the inside of my elbow.

      Was I really going to do this?

      Casual sex was not part of my daily vocabulary, but I had to admit no one had ever tempted me like this before. His heavy-lidded gaze stayed on me as we got in the elevator. I watched as he swiped his keycard then hit a secret button behind a silver plate.

      “We’re going up? I thought this was the penthouse.”

      “This is a penthouse, Zaika. I own the penthouse.”

      There was a difference. And I learned what it was the second the elevator opened the opposite from where we’d entered. Gleaming wood floors, expensive, sleek furniture. But nothing compared to the dazzling view of New York City through the floor to ceiling windows that made up the entire front wall.

      “Oh my,” I whispered, stunned into silence.

      Central Park, Columbus Circle, everything looked so close yet so small. I could even see clear to the Hudson River. Nerves assailed me for the first time since I was in his presence, and it was all because of one body of water. My entire life I tried to get away from my humble beginnings, but there it was, staring me right in the face.

      It wasn’t that I was ashamed of where I came from. I had a great family. One of those huge Italian clans where the grandparents came over after the war and bought a building or two back in the 50s in North Bergen. They still owned it, though Grandpa Paolo died when I was in high school.

      Most of my family still lived there, my father included. Mama passed years ago, and he was still buried in a bottle with Nonna looking after him.

      No, I wasn’t ashamed, but it was a long way from Kennedy Boulevard to Billionaire’s Row.

      “You want a drink?” he asked, and I noticed his accent was a little more pronounced than it had been earlier.

      In fact, I hadn’t noticed a trace of it until he’d asked me if I wanted him to hurt that creep. I knew it shouldn’t have turned me on, but it did. I was used to fighting my own battles, but it was nice to know chivalry was not dead.

      “Um, sure,” I replied, accepting the glass of wine he held out.

      “Should we toast to something?”

      “How about knights in, well, I was going to say shining armor, but tailored tuxes has a nice ring, doesn’t it?” I replied.

      “This is a suit, not a tuxedo.”

      He took a sip of what I thought might be whiskey before placing it on a very chic glass table. He took my wine glass from my hand after I’d sipped the rich, sweet liquid, and placed it beside his glass. Then he stepped closer, invading my space.

      “I know. Um, are you always so literal?” I asked, trying not to wince at how breathless I sounded.

      “Understanding things is very important to me. I do not like for there to be miscommunications. This dress, is it yours?” he asked.

      “That’s a strange question,” I said, frowning.

      “I ask because the straps are too big. If it were yours, I’d suggest you find a new seamstress or tailor,” he whispered.

      He ran his fingers across my neck, tracing my clavicle, and up over my shoulder, lifting the strap I’d been toying with half the night. One tug and the thing fell down. He treated the other side to more of the same, and by that time my eyes were half closed as I swayed towards him.

      “Your skin is like silk, Zaika. I would like to see more of it.”

      I don’t know when he started kissing me, but honestly, once our mouths met it was like fireworks went off, planets collided, and maybe whole universes were created with that simple joining of lips. I’d had quite an enthusiastic Physics teacher in high school. The woman sure loved to lecture about atoms.

      “So soft,” he growled into my mouth, and every brain cell I had just incinerated.

      Next, we were moving against each other. Hands roamed, clothing came off, mouths crashed together, teeth nipped, and I moaned, leaning into every caress and pet he offered. The room was heated, but goosebumps broke out across my skin as he bent down and removed my dress.

      “So beautiful,” he groaned, stepping back, and staring at me as I stood before him in nothing but my heels.

      I trembled, awareness spiking. It didn’t seem to matter to him that I carried an extra thirty pounds or so, especially in my breasts, hips, and ass. In fact, the big, sexy Russian seemed to like those parts of me best. My soft belly and thick thighs didn’t put him off, and when he reached for me, I felt his desire like it was a living thing.

      He walked backwards till he was sitting on the edge of the sofa, keeping me standing before him like some sort of pagan sacrifice. I grabbed onto his head as his lips explored my sensitive body. He sucked my nipples into his hot mouth, biting the tips. I moaned louder, arching my back in an effort to get closer to him.

      The heat between us increased another ten degrees, and my sex throbbed and clenched, needing something more. As if he knew exactly what I wanted, my sexy soon to be lover growled out some words in Russian and bit my skin, trailing his tongue down my belly and towards the apex of my thighs.

      Even standing in front of him in high heels, with him sitting down on the couch, he was so tall Adrik had to lean over to get to my goodies. Fucking hell, it felt so good when his big tongue lapped at my seam. He put his hands on my thighs, spreading my legs so he could access my now dripping core and I almost lost it right then and there.

      It was crazy, foolish, reckless of me to let him continue. Completely wild, and unusual behavior. But maybe that was why I didn’t stop him. How many times in my life was a man like him going to treat me like I was some kind of sex goddess?

      Once. Exactly once. And that was why when he picked me up, his big body leaning back as he draped my legs over his shoulders so I could ride his face, I did not hesitate. I was completely on board with Adrik Volkov’s plans to make every carnal fantasy I’ve ever had come true that night.

      Still, I was reticent at first. Shy because of my weight and the fact I was pretty damn new to this. But he offered no reprieve as his mouth latched onto my clit with merciless intent. A second later, he speared my entrance with two thick fingers, stretching my channel and stroking me deeper than any man’s hands ever had.

      “Fuucck,” I groaned, my entire system going into hyper drive.

      “Not yet,” he growled against my clit.

      By that time, my hips were thrusting by themselves as I chased my orgasm. But bastard that he was, he wouldn’t let me come. He brought me to the edge, only to deny me completion. For that, I pulled his hair harder. I grabbed at his shoulders too, my nails scratching at him to get better leverage, but his firm hand stopped me.

      “Not yet, Zaika. You come when I say, not before,” he grunted against my thigh.

      “Please,” I begged, needing to finish what he started.

      He pulled me off his shoulders, sitting me astride his lap but putting some inches of space between us. I was so close. Frustration made me whimper. It was all I could do not to reach down with my fingers and get myself off, but something told me Adrik wouldn’t like that, so I bit my lip and moaned while he undid his fly. Not his button, just his fly. Strange, I thought as I watched him take a condom from his pocket and unwrap it from my position on his lap.

      Next, he reached inside his pants and took out his cock. My mouth dropped open. I’d seen naked men before, but not in his class. He was thick and long, heavily veined, and I watched with rapt attention as he gave himself a long hard stroke before rolling the condom on.

      “Like what you see, Zaika?”

      Oh, my freaking God. Yes. I liked. I liked it a lot, but I was speechless.

      “Climb on,” he instructed, and I did.

      Raising myself to my knees, I moved, closing the space between us. I was so hungry for him, I couldn’t get enough. The idea of fucking him in nothing but my heels while he was still dressed was so damn erotic, I felt even more of my arousal gathering at my sex, readying me for his sweet invasion.

      “Oh God,” I moaned when he lifted me by the hips, just enough to position his dick at my entrance.

      “Now, Zaika,” he commanded, and I pushed down, taking him in one hard thrust.

      We both moaned, and I gasped, unable to catch my breath. He was so big and thick. It burned where he stretched me even though I was already so hot and wet, needy for him. I didn’t think I could take it, but then he was whispering to me in Russian, kissing my neck and running his hands all over my body.

      “Let me in, Zaika. Ride my cock. Use my body to make you feel good,” he whispered seductively.

      His honeyed words had me moaning, and soon I was moving, taking from him everything he told me to. I wanted to come. I wanted to use his body to make mine sing. His fingers bit into the flesh over my hips and ass, and it felt so good I could not stop my moaning if I tried. The rustle of fabric as we worked together was erotic in the otherwise silence of the room. It felt good against my sensitive skin. Just something else to add to my already overstimulated senses.

      “That’s it, faster, Zaika. Come for me, now,” he grunted.

      His voice was so deep, it was like the vibrations struck a nerve within me. He slapped my ass, squeezing the cheeks and pressing me down harder. Fuck. He was so deep. So deep.

      My entire body began to tremble and shake, and then I was coming harder than I ever came before. Adrik roared, his face buried in my neck as he thrust jerkily from beneath me, and I knew he was coming too.

      I tried to catch my breath, uncertain of the protocol for after you finished fucking a man like that. I had no idea what came next. But I didn’t have to worry yet because apparently, we were not done.

      Adrik picked me up, his cock still buried deep inside my well-used pussy, and he walked with me in his arms to the bedroom.

      He kissed me hard, shrugging off his jacket and shirt without breaking contact.

      His kisses wrecked me.

      They were so thorough and intense. He made me feel like I was the only woman in the world, and I wondered briefly how many women he had to kiss to learn how to do that.

      No, I was not going there. I shook the thoughts from my brain and concentrated on the now.

      His tongue tangled with mine, chasing doubts away as he cupped my cheeks and held onto my face like he was starving, and I was a fount of nourishment.

      Only when he wanted to remove his pants did he slide out of my sex, still hard and ready.

      He exchanged the used condom for a new one, taking off his shoes and pants and gracing me with a delectable view of his incredible ass.

      His entire back was covered in tattoos, the most prominent of which was a lone black Wolf with red eyes howling at the moon.

      My body went haywire just looking at him. Covered in rippling muscles, he was the most devastatingly gorgeous man I had ever seen.

      He was not some pretty boy. And something told me he’d worked hard to get where he was. Maybe that was why I was so attracted to him. I felt a sort of connection to him, and not just because of what we were doing together.

      “Eyes on me, Zaika. I want you here when I fuck you, not somewhere else in your mind.”

      I smiled before pulling him down to meet my eager mouth. He caged me in, making me feel safe and tiny, which was a really hard fucking thing to do, but he managed.

      His body dwarfed mine, and when he moved his hips, finding my sex with his with unerring accuracy, I knew I was going to save tonight in my memories for a long time. Possibly forever.

      “Greedy little thing, aren’t you? So hungry for my cock.”

      “You feel so good inside me, Adrik. You have me wild for you.”

      “Is that so?” he asked, grinning wickedly as he stopped moving his body and pulled his head out of reach, denying me his lips. “Tell me what you want.”

      “What?” I asked, unsure of how to play that little game.

      “Tell me what you want me to do, Zaika, or I will stay just like this,” he said, and I groaned in frustration.

      “I want you to move.”

      “Move how? For what purpose?”

      “I want you to fuck me, Adrik. I want you to make me come again.”

      “I see,” he growled, moving his hips slowly at first. “Like this?” he asked.

      “No. I want you deeper, harder. Stop messing around and fuck me like before,” I said, the demand in my voice surprising even myself.

      “You have teeth, don’t you, little Zaika?”

      Adrik grunted. His black eyes glittered in the darkness like obsidian. He tugged on my lower lip with his thumb and pointer finger.

      Then he lowered his hand to wrap around my neck, withdrawing almost all the way before slamming his hips to mine and filling me in one hard, pounding thrust. It felt so damn good, I almost came right then.

      Good sex was not something I was used to getting on a regular basis.

      In fact, it had been over a year since I had sex of any kind, and this was better than that. Better than any regular old sex.

      This was wild, unadulterated, multi-orgasmic, off the rails, slay me now sex. I didn’t know how I was ever going to look at another man after what Adrik was doing to me tonight.

      But I’d find a way because I was not stopping either. I was in it for the duration.

      I would deal with the consequences tomorrow.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          ADRIK

        

      

    

    
      The first thing I remembered when I woke up was the taste of Zaika moya. Poor little thing, I’d kept her up till the sun rose with my insatiable hunger for her. I could not help myself.

      Her pussy was like ambrosia. Better than any drug or alcohol, or that Swiss chocolate Josef was addicted to. It was the best damn thing I had ever had.

      It was like fucking pure moonlight.

      Ever do that? Fuck the moon?

      That was what it felt like to be buried between her legs.

      From the moment I saw her in that silver dress that was not hers, I wanted her. And now that I’d had her, I wanted her still. More, even.

      But when I opened my eyes, Zaika moya was gone. I sat up, tossing the rumpled sheets aside before checking the bathroom attached to my bedroom. Next, I searched the common rooms of the penthouse. But no. She was gone.

      The silver dress. My moonlight goddess. Zaika moya. Gone. Fuck.

      “Motherfucker,” I growled and ran my hands over my face.

      I didn’t even get her name. Fuck. The scent of coffee told me Josef was in the kitchen. I did not like a lot of people in my space. Sure, there were guards outside, but the cleaning staff was ordered to come when I was not in residence.

      Josef, of course, would let himself in whenever he wanted. I had gotten used to the man’s coffee, and you could say I was addicted. No one made a pour over like him.

      As for my brother, he had his own place, but with the party last night being in the same building, I was not surprised he’d stayed over.

      Right then, I did not give two shits for Josef or Marat. Not even when my brother opened his bedroom door and escorted three scantily clad women to the front door.

      “Ad, if you are going to parade around naked at least wait for my dates to leave so they don’t think they went home with the wrong brother,” Marat joked, tossing me a towel as the giggling trio of women looked their fill.

      I snarled, and they stopped laughing, leaving fast as their stilettos would carry them. Usually, I was better behaved than that. But I was out of sorts, admittedly so. I’d never felt that way about a woman, especially one I had just met.

      But there was something so right in the way we came together last night. It was like she saw my soul. All the dark damaged pieces of me, and she wanted me anyway.

      How the fuck could I have let her go without getting her name? Woman must have fucked me into a stupor. I never slept that well.

      “Boss?” Josef handed me a mug of coffee, steaming and black, like I liked it.

      “I want you to find her, Josef.”

      “Who?”

      “The woman from last night,” I growled.

      He knew damn well who I meant. But my head of security just raised his eyebrows and shrugged.

      “I already tried, Adrik. But she was not on the guest list and our host did not recognize her.”

      “Did you see her leave?”

      “No. I would not have allowed it. Or I would have sent her home in a car or something, so we knew where to reach her. Just in case. But the new men, they did not think,” he explained, but I was too angry to care.

      “Fire them. I cannot have imbeciles working for me.”

      “Fire them?”

      “Move them, then. Somewhere else. Far away from me. I need guards who are aware at all times,” I growled.

      “Yes, boss.”

      Josef nodded. He’d tried to convince me to hire men from the old days, but I’d been determined to break ties. Unfortunately, my head of security was right about this.

      Even heads of corporations had enemies. If my guards would allow a single woman to walk past them unattended and unquestioned, then they needed to be replaced.

      “Is this about the woman from last night?” Marat asked, joining us with a mug of coffee and looking like some sort of male angel in his white silk robe.

      “Who needs women with you looking so pretty?” Josef teased, and Marat frowned.

      “Fuck off, Josef. So, big brother, you got lucky?” he goaded. “She was pretty. A little thick for my tastes, especially in the ass department, but whatever gets you hard—ouch!”

      I did not bother answering with words, just cuffed Marat in the back of the head like I used to when we were kids.

      “Fuck, Ad. You didn’t have to hit me,” he grumbled, messing with his hair.

      I ignored him and just kept staring out the window. It was a multimillion dollar view, but all I saw was her. Her eyes when she turned them up at me as I undressed her delectable body. Her lips when they parted, screaming my name as I pushed us both over the edge of ecstasy.

      But even more than the sex, was her conversation. Between bouts of lovemaking and hard core fucking, yes, we had engaged in both, we’d talked. She was smart. Funny. And I was a fucking idiot for not getting her name.

      It was like I was under some damned witch’s spell. I felt obsessed with the woman. And that was not okay for a man like me.

      “Why do you look so grim, Ad? You got lucky last night. Smile, for fuck’s sake,” Marat said, continuing the discussion when I would much rather stew in silence.

      “Lucky? No. It was not lucky. Whoever that woman was, she bewitched me, Marat. I need to find her.”

      “Find her? What the fuck are you talking about?” my brother asked, seemingly stunned.

      He was not wrong. I never got this way over a woman. Sex was easy for men like me, with money, power, and it was not bold to say I had a certain appeal. I was not pretty like Marat, but I was fit, and my face was far from ugly. But there was something about my Zaika that got under my skin. Something that made me want more than I should.

      “Josef, I mean it. Find her.”

      “Yes, boss,” he replied again, and I knew my orders would be followed.

      Marat stood up, his face a study in disbelief. My poor pretty brother could not understand why a woman held me so captive. Maybe it was because it took three to satisfy him. But Zaika was enough to fill any man’s most desperate desires—a thought that spiked primordial rage through my blood.

      No one should have access to her sweet body but me. No, she had not been a virgin when I took her on the couch, then my bed. I learned so many of her secrets last night. But not all of them. Still, as far as I was concerned, Zaika moya was unfuckingtouched by all save me.

      My proprietary instincts were off the charts, and I knew it was absolutely insane of me. To feel ownership over this female. To crave her like I craved oxygen. Not as an extra, but as a necessity. It was madness. Especially since I knew so little about her.

      “Adrik, we need your head focused on business,” my brother said.

      Suddenly, he was standing in front of me. And I hadn’t even heard him move. That was unlike me. I was used to being the Wolf, the hunter, the apex predator tracking every breath my prey expelled. And everyone was my prey. Everyone.

      Especially her.

      “This merger with CoreTech, you remember? The company working on the drill we need for our new mines is important. We need this win, Ad. It will be far cheaper to just buy some pussy to keep you entertained until the deal is done.” Marat said, clearly exasperated.

      I sucked air between my teeth and let loose a low growl. Marat was my brother, and I loved him, but if he spoke about Zaika moya one more time, I’d beat the shit out of him. The topic was off limits to everyone, and I supposed I needed to lay down some ground rules.

      “I know what needs to be done, Marat. I have been taking care of business, of you, of me, longer than perhaps you remember.”

      “I know, Adrik. I know. I just never saw you affected like this by some slu⁠—”

      “Do not finish that word,” I warned.

      “I’m s-sorry,” Marat gasped, and I released my grip on his throat.

      Fuck. I didn’t even realize I had grabbed him until I was already letting go. I shook my head and clenched my fists at my side.

      “The woman is not your concern. I will have Josef find her and I will do what I need to do. Fuck her out of my system. Then I will get on with business as usual,” I growled, then snapped my attention to our head of security. “Tell me the moment you find her.”

      “Yes, boss. I am on it.”

      “Good,” I growled, stalking back to my bedroom.

      I hated to wash off her scent, like jasmine, sweet, sultry, and fruity, but I needed to shower. Business never rested, and I had many responsibilities. I remembered the slimy councilman from last night and made a note to tell Josef to start with questioning him about Zaika moya.

      I need to know her real name. Where she lives. Who she is. I want every bit of information I can get about her.

      Information was power. And I had always been at my happiest when I held all the cards.

      Once dressed in another custom suit made of the softest wool, of which I had dozens, I met Josef and Marat in the living room. They were also similarly dressed and ready to go to the new Volkov building we bought and renovated.

      Old habits die hard, and I absently patted the place where I used to keep my knife and gun. Even with special holsters designed so weapons would not be recognizable, I could not get past security in most of the higher end office buildings armed.

      Besides, I was a businessman now. Not a criminal. A distinction that was hardly visible on most days. Maybe there was something to be said for the way I grew up. Everything I had, I worked for. This place, these people. They did not understand that kind of grit.

      CoreTech was owned by one of the New York elites I so often found myself in meetings and parties with these days. The Castle family was old money, and while they enjoyed power, they were not hungry for it. In fact, they never knew real hunger. I walked into the new Volkov Towers with a determination I hadn’t felt in years.

      I had a meeting with Matthew Castle in an hour. After that, Josef would likely have an update on Zaika moya. Until then, I would focus my energy on doing what I did best, hunting down what it was Mr. Castle really wanted. Then, I would offer it in exchange for the company I needed for our newly acquired mines.

      “Marat, Andres will be adding some events to your calendar for the next couple of weeks. Make sure you are available,” I told my brother, naming my assistant.

      I just then decided to devote the next few days to my unusual task. Vacation was not a word in my vocabulary, and this was hardly the time, but as the minutes passed by, I became keenly aware I was missing something. I was missing her. And that would not do.

      “Of course, brother. May I ask, where will you be?” Marat asked casually.

      It seemed he’d already forgiven me for my outburst. Not that I would apologize. He deserved the reminder of what I really was. Maybe all the luxury surrounding us had caused a lapse in his memory. But we’d been raised hard. And even though his almost too good-looking face was made even prettier with his straight-toothed, brilliant white smile, I saw the darkness in his nearly black eyes. No, my baby brother did not need reminding. He knew exactly who I was.

      Wolf.

      I raised an eyebrow, glaring at him until he shrugged and tossed his hands up in surrender. Marat had everything I ever wanted for him, but sometimes I wondered if he wasn’t as lonely as I was. Two wolves did not make a Pack, and yet we were not ever alone, having only each other in this vast, cruel world.

      I would do anything for my brother, and I have. I did not doubt his loyalty for a second, but I wanted him busy when she was found. Last thing I needed was to compete with him for the attentions of a woman who’d left my bed like it was on fire.

      It could not have been because she was unsatisfied. Fuck no. I’d made sure she came at least twice for each of mine. Being a generous lover did not come naturally. I was more the conqueror type, but I could not get enough of her pleasure. In fact, her delightful whimpers and moans, the sultry way she said my name, the times she scored my back with her nails, it all only made the experience that much better.

      We were combustible together, and I was dying to have another go. That kind of explosive passion was not easily attained. Even Marat had spoken of the lack of spark in his many encounters, and he had a plethora of lovers. I preferred to be alone, resigned to the fact I would die that way, while Marat fucked anything with a pussy, trying to fill the void within himself.

      To each his own. I waited for the elevator to stop with no hint on my face that I was losing patience. Impatient men did not become billionaires. It had taken a long time to go from the streets of Moscow to the penthouses and top floors of Manhattan, but that was where we lived now.

      “I will see you later,” Marat said, walking to his office.

      The morning was a never ending series of conference calls and looking over proposals. Multitasking was a rare talent for most men, but that was the thing about being a hunter. You needed to be able to concentrate on more than one thing at a time. So, while our attorneys arrived with important documents that needed signing around ten, I paid attention to them while my mind churned, thinking about her and what she’d been doing since she left the warmth of my bed, my penthouse, hell, maybe even the entire city, in the wee hours of the morning.

      Did she have a car parked somewhere? Or did she take a cab or the subway? Where had she gone? Did she get there okay?

      I wished she’d stayed. Wanted the pleasure of waking up with her in my arms. So soft. So warm. So breathtakingly delicious. Fuck, just remembering the taste of her made my cock thump behind my trousers. I ran a hand over my face. This was not like me. I hardly remembered the women I’d bedded in the past.

      The second they left my bedroom, that was it. They were gone. Unimportant. Useful at the time. But nothing special. Just something to pass the time or scratch an itch. This woman was their opposite. She was special. And she was taking up way too much space in my head. I needed her found. What I’d told Marat in passing seemed like an ideal plan now.

      I wanted to see her again, yes. But what I needed was to fuck her out of my system. Then I would be myself again. The Wolf. The hunter. Not an animal made weak by desire, caught in her trap. No. I would never be that man. Anger rose inside me, but whether it was directed at her or myself, I could not be sure.

      By the time our attorneys left, it was well into the afternoon. I had skipped lunch, but I was not in the mood for food. It was something I hated doing, but I found it necessary on days like these. Going hungry by choice was a lot different from when we were children and there were no other options.

      “Boss?”

      Andres, my assistant, came into my office after the lawyers were packed up and gone. I’d headhunted the younger man from a former competitor who I later bought out. That was some ten years ago now. I’d been unable to purchase or glean information from him using other, less savory means regarding the deal we were trying to make.

      Afterwards, I offered Andres a job. Marat thought I was being sentimental, but I admired his loyalty and grit. Asking him to join our team was one of the best business decisions I had made. The man was like a walking, talking computer. He had a knack for recalling details with unerring accuracy, and I knew I could trust him with corporate secrets.

      It took a few hours going over notes before we switched to the daily correspondence. Going through my email with Andres was always easier since he was better on the computer than I was. I did not have the patience for technology, ironic as that was. The metals we mined were necessary to keep such tech working, but I did not care which iPhone was out or what new gadget was the next best thing.

      Facing the window, I watched the storm clouds gather among the skyscrapers and towers. Those mile high representations of humankind’s genius stood in defiance of nature. Imagine that kind of brilliance to master physics, making history and erecting monuments that point directly at the heavens as if daring the gods to strike them down.

      I admired the men and women who created such things. They must have had balls of steel to challenge the very beings responsible for creation itself. Like recalcitrant children asking their parents for a duel. Innovators were often mad, wasn’t that a saying? I was sure I had heard it somewhere. I listened as Andres rattled off the rest of my schedule with about half the attention I should have given it.

      “Dinner tonight at Chez Luis with Marcus Porter from Capital One at seven,” he said.

      “No. Move the dinner appointment to Marat’s calendar. In fact, move all of them to my brother’s schedule. I will be unavailable for everything save my office hours during the next few weeks.”

      “What about the Castle Ball on the twentieth? He will expect you to attend in person,” Andres said.

      “Fine, but make sure Marat and Josef, and you too, Andres, make sure all three of you are on the list as well,” I said, steepling my fingers as I continued to watch the storm clouds gathering.

      “Very well, Mr. Volkov,” he replied, frowning as he added the note.

      Josef knocked and entered my office without waiting for a response. I ignored him while I rattled off replies to the most important of my messages. Andres typed everything into his tablet faster than a fifteen year old on TikTok.

      Once we were finished, I turned my head and acknowledged Josef. It was after four now, and my business day was just getting started. He spoke into the mic hidden in his cuff link and pressed the com in his ear as he listened to whoever was speaking to him. He had come into our lives later, but if I had to choose anyone in the world other than Marat to guard my life, or the life of someone I care about, it would be him.

      “What is it, Josef?” I asked, stepping inside my office, where Andres waited for me.

      “We might have a line on the woman.”

      “Might?”

      “Yes. I think you will appreciate this. She arrived at the party last night as Missy Castle’s plus one.”

      “Missy Castle?”

      “Indeed. She’s Matthew Castle’s sister. If my information is correct, I know your mystery woman’s name.”

      “Well. What is it?” I growled, impatient.

      “Sofia DiFalco. She works as Missy Castle’s personal assistant, but I understand she is an aspiring novelist.”

      “A novelist?”

      That was surprising. I never met a novelist, not even an aspiring one. My heart hammered inside my chest at the prospect of seeing her, Sofia DiFalco, again. I trusted Josef to have already put together a dossier on the woman, and I stood from my desk, hand out for the tablet Andres held. He gave it to me immediately.

      “Send me everything you found and get the car,” I instructed.

      “Yes, boss.”

      “Where is she now?”

      “She rents a shitty apartment in Midtown.”

      I grunted and scrolled to the file, opening it as I walked to the elevator. Josef had already called for the car and was seeing to security as I read more about the woman who rocked my world last night.

      Sofia. I liked the sound of her name. The more I played it over and over again in my mind the better it sounded. She was almost ten years my junior.

      She’d turned twenty-eight years old this past November, and I frowned, wondering if she would mind the age difference. She did not seem to mind it last night, but what did it matter, anyway?

      I was not proposing marriage. Just a short arrangement.

      A month.

      That was it.

      One month to fuck her out of my system and get my brain focused back on what was important.

      Business. Family. That was all I had room for in my life. But even billionaire bosses deserved a vacation once in a while.

      Sofia DiFalco was mine.
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          SOFIA

        

      

    

    
      I got canned. I couldn’t fucking believe it.

      Brown water poured from the spout, and I hustled to turn it off before it could fill the tub.

      Dammit. I really wanted a bath.

      I rubbed my hands together, trying to get my circulation going. Despite the two pairs of pants, a long-sleeved thermal shirt, and an enormous, hooded sweatshirt on top of that depicting a grumpy faced cat, I was still freezing.

      “Fuck this day, already,” I growled, my potty mouth getting the better of me as usual.

      It was bad enough I had to fork out seventy-three dollars for an Uber that morning, which made my walk of shame not only embarrassing but detrimental to my budget, but when I got home, my boss called. She sounded frantic, which was not unusual, and angry, which was.

      “Sofia! Why didn’t you answer my calls on your cell?”

      “Hello, Missy. Um, because my cell died. Why? What’s wrong?”

      Typically, my week was Monday through Friday. Weekends were my own since Missy often spent them at her family home in the Hamptons during the summer and the Long Island Sound during the winter months.

      She and her brother were an odd pair. I never really liked being around him and was grateful it hadn’t happened very often. If Missy was flighty, then Matthew was straight up creepy.

      So I was grateful for the fact Missy usually reserved time with her brother for the weekends at one of their estates. And that was when I worked on my book and visited my family.

      I only worked if she really needed me, and last night she insisted I go to the party but gave no indication she needed me after. I had no idea what she was talking about when she called to fire me.

      “I can’t believe it. How could you do this to me?”

      “Missy, I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

      I’d replied to her hysterics with an eye roll. She was pretty much the worst drama queen I knew. Something that was definitely going in my book.

      “Matthew is just livid. Now, he’s talking about cutting off my allowance. I’m sorry, Sof.”

      “Sorry for what, Missy. What are you saying?” I asked, completely bewildered.

      “I just can’t have you work for me anymore.”

      She hadn’t made much sense, but then again, she rarely did. Coming from one of the wealthiest families on the East Coast, I’d imagined that was a rich people problem. But the reality was she fired me.

      I understood that quite clearly. She’d uttered something about loyalty and the bonds of womanhood or some such thing, then she hung up. To say I was put out would be mild. Truth was, I was pissed.

      I didn’t know what bonds of womanhood I had destroyed, but if I was fired, then that meant I needed a new job, and soon. I walked over to the radiator, testing it with my hands.

      Nope. Still cold, despite Mr. Crawford, my landlord, insisting he fixed the issue with the heat.

      I grabbed a wooden spoon and started banging on the cold hunk of metal, cursing it out while I did. Maybe that was why I hadn’t heard anyone knocking on the door. At least, not until they came crashing through it.

      “Aghhh!”

      “Zaika, are you okay?”

      I clapped my hands over my mouth as six and a half feet of furious Russian came racing towards me.

      His hands dragged me towards him, and he ran them over my lumpy ensemble as if checking me for breaks and fractures. I stood stone still for a moment until sanity returned.

      Then I slapped at his fingers, and backed up as far as I could, which was all of two feet before the wall stopped me.

      “I’m fine! Oh my God, what are you doing here?”

      My cheeks were burning, and I could only imagine what I looked like. He dragged his gaze up my body and when it finally met mine—bam. I felt it hit me with all the force of a Mack truck. Attraction sizzled between us, and I had to wonder if maybe I wasn’t hallucinating.

      “Boss, is she okay?” a large man wielding a gun asked, and I screamed.

      “She is fine. Sofia, this man is my head of security. Why were you banging that spoon?” he asked, dismissing my little freak out.

      “What? Oh! Nothing, I was just trying to make the radiator work. But how did you find out where I lived? And who told you my name?”

      I was panicking, but who could blame me? There were now four gigantic men stalking around my two by four apartment, walking on my broken linoleum floor with their expensive Italian shoes. I closed my eyes, counting to three. Maybe when I opened them this would all be some cold-induced hallucination?

      One. Two. Three. Nope.

      He was still there, head canted to the side like a wild animal as he observed my mini melt down.

      Did he have to be so big? I was short, but I was not a small woman. Still, he made me feel positively petite.

      I’d had a chance to Google him when I got home, and what I found made my hands tremble as he stood there, taking up all the available space in the room.

      Adrik Volkov wasn’t some relative of whoever owned Volkov Industries. He was not some rich guy with a common Russian surname.

      He was the motherfucking head of Volkov Industries. Rumored to be associated with illegal activities—the guy was a former fucking crime lord, for fuck’s sake!

      “Leave us,” he commanded, affording one glance at the head giant who mumbled something into his suit cuff.

      My entire body was on high alert, and I hated to admit it, but something happened to me when he barked out commands like that. Something I would deny if asked.

      I tried to slow my pulse, but nothing could stop my sex from clenching and moisture from pooling between my thighs. Seconds later, the men who’d been scurrying through my apartment hightailed it out of there.

      They were well-trained, I’d give them that. But still, scary as fuck. I could breathe a little easier without them, but only by a smidgeon.

      Adrik watched with a hawk-like focus that made me feel like a bug in a display case. I was stunned. Had no idea what he was doing there or why he had bothered hunting me down.

      Did he have some sort of spyware that told him when people searched his name on the internet? No. That was dumb. Mostly.

      Honestly, I didn’t know what he was capable of, but if the rumors were true, it was a lot.

      Gulp.

      He stood and stared at me, as if waiting for something. But what was I supposed to say to him? I had questions, but none I was secure enough to voice aloud. And definitely not to him.

      The seconds ticked by slow as hours and I had no idea how long we stood like that, just facing off. I inhaled a deep breath.

      “Your face is very revealing, Zaika moya,” he whispered, but I remained quiet.

      What could I say, really? I’d never been in a situation like that before. I tried to look unaffected, you know
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