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This is Nadia's story from book 4 of The Sebastian Chronicles – Prohibition Inhibitions 
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  Prologue


Nadia reached for her leather riding crop, sliding her thumb and forefinger along the twenty-seven-inch shaft, seductively eyeing her prey. 
There’s something about the way a person looks when fully restrained.  So sexy, so sensual, and knowing they are completely at your mercy is an aphrodisiac in itself.  Willingly there for you to playfully torment and please. Bringing them to the edge and back until they scream no more.  Waiting for your capable hands to provide them with the release they so crave. Some consider it to be very therapeutic, some say sadistic. Potatoes, po-tah-toes. 
Mistress Nadia Romanova wasn’t born into this lifestyle. She earned the title after many centuries of suffering abuse at the hands of others, when they were supposed to be training her in the fine art of BDSM. There’s a fine line between abuse and painful pleasure. Those who lord their power as a Dom are the ones to avoid. They’re not there for their sub as they should be. Any good Dom knows the sub has the control and living this lifestyle is an outlet for them, they’re not there to be taken advantage of. The Dom is there as their therapist. 
Being a dominatrix became her preferred method of coping, a way to reclaim her life. When she was finally able to stand tall and take control, she did so with no holds barred. Never again would she cower at the hands of another. Through decades of extensive training at various well known clubs, she worked past the nightmares and PTSD. This newfound way to release the demons of her traumatic past, but at the same time use her gifts to help those in need, was what she craved. What she lived for. Some had lost their way and merely needed guidance, while others required a firmer hand.
Nadia’s life began as any peasant youth’s had in the rural Russ lands of the sixteenth century, an area that later came to be known as Russia. She was born the second of three daughters in a tiny farming village. But it was the summer of her eighteenth birth year when life as she knew it forever changed.







  
  Chapter One


The gruesome attack came fast and furiously. The villagers had received no warning and were tucked away inside their warm huts, sleeping while waiting out the evening blizzard. The shrill screams in the night woke Nadia. She hid in the corner of their one-room living space and witnessed the carnal onslaught unfold before her as the red-eyed demons slaughtered her family and fellow townspeople without showing the slightest bit of remorse.  
Viktor spotted Nadia’s tiny figure, quivering in the darkened corner of the room. With a flick of his wrist, he cast his whip back, fully intending to unleash its fury upon her when another stopped it mid-strike.
“Nyet, Viktor. The girl is mine and you’ll not lay a hand on her,” The man growled in warning.
Viktor snarled out, “Have it your way, Aleksander,” then turned and disappeared.
“What’s your name, little one?” he asked.
“Na…Na... Nadia.” She stuttered.
“You need not fear me, young one. My name is Aleksander. Aleksander Belyakov.”
He wrapped her in a pelt and loaded her onto his horse, sliding in behind her. As they rode off, Nadia took stock of the frightful disaster the town she’d known all her life had been reduced to at the hands of these beasts. As much as she wanted to fight off her captor, she knew it would only end in her demise. The villagers’ screams and the horrifying bloodshed would consume her dreams. The town in its entirety had been burned to the ground by these gruesome warriors, yet she’d been spared. The massacred bodies hastily strewn about nearly forced the bile burning her throat to burst forth. They showed no care for humanity. 
The townsfolk’s blood stained the frozen tundra as the crimson liquid was absorbed into the snow. The horrific site was more than she could bear.
“Where are you taking me?” She asked, trembling with fear. Why had he spared her life and not someone else’s?
“To your new home, where you’ll be trained,” Aleksander informed her.
“Trained for what?” Nadia asked.
“Trained in combat. Trained to fend for yourself. Trained to be one of us.”
That statement rendered her speechless. How was a woman to be any good in battle? Women were to bear children, take care of their homes, not battle. As they rode across the icy wilderness, fear crept up, knowing she would never be an asset to any army. What would they do with her once they got to wherever they were going? Every thought that flashed through her mind only increased the fright. They might as well kill her now. 
She knew her captors would soon see it, too. It was only a matter of time before she’d meet her untimely demise, unless she found a way to not only adapt and overcome, but to fight back, to take them down one by one. These vile creatures disgusted her. She’d refuse to relent, would never become one of them. Her family’s deaths and the town’s sacrifice would be avenged by her hands, come hell or high water.
Their journey north took a fortnight. Along the way, they spent their days holed up in dark, dank places, many of which were crypts below the earth’s surface. This only added to the terror already consuming a tired, cold Nadia, as she fully realized she’d never be able to escape her captors. She was at their mercy. Fear of the unknown wasn’t something that sat well with her.
Aleksander left her in the care of a woman named Anya at night when he’d go hunting, returning with only enough food to feed Nadia while Anya took her turn to hunt. They never returned with their kill. Were they storing it somewhere? Selling it to locals? She’d not seen any towns nearby, and hunting at night meant there were no trade posts open with which to barter their bounty. Anya’s displeasure at being left to babysit Nadia did not go unnoticed. She was more than vocal about it, pacing in the dark surroundings, cursing aloud. The brief times they were left together, Anya cursed, “Why her? Why not me?” She would get in Nadia’s face, demanding, “What’s so special about you? Ignorant little farm girl. What do you have that he wants?” Nadia asked the same of herself, but she refused to answer after Anya backhanded her the first time she tried. She’d give Anya no satisfaction. Mentally, Nadia added her name to the list of those who’d pay for their sins against her and her family. While she wasn’t clear how this would play out, she could feel it in her bones. She would end Anya or die trying.
They arrived at a castle in the Ural Mountains of the Novgorod Republic late one night after traveling for fourteen long days. Nadia slept off and on during their travels. While her captors slept during the day, she did her best to look for ways out of the situation. It seemed they were always a step ahead of her, as she’d still not found a way to escape. The castle grounds were devoid of human existence as they entered through the gates, but once inside, they were met with a barrage of red-eyed demons, whose presence made Nadia’s flesh crawl. She’d never seen a human with their eyes or complexion so she could only assume they were not the same as her. Their shifty eyes and wayward glances prickled her skin.
A figure moved out of the shadows, greeting Nadia’s captor. “Aleksander, welcome back.” The few teeth the man had were rotted, and his breath reeked. Neither his clothes nor person had been cleaned in some time. “And whom do we have here?” He gestured towards Nadia.
“This is Nadia and she’ll be staying with me. No harm is to come to her. Do you understand, Yuri?” Aleksander firmly stated.
“Hmm. Food, fun, or slave?” Yuri asked.
Aleksander growled and grabbed him by the throat. “She is in my care and will be trained by me. No one is to touch her.” With one hand, he tossed Yuri aside as though he were weightless.
“So touchy, Aleksander,” Yuri spat, eyes aflame. “I’ll personally make sure your wishes are carried out, but remember, fresh meat does not go unnoticed.” 
“I’ll deal with those who betray my wishes in my own way, Yuri, mark my word.”
“She bears no mark of ownership. Therefore, she will be assumed fair game.” Yuri stepped forward, closing the gap between Aleksander and himself as Anya stood by, watching the scene unfold, arms menacingly crossed over her ample chest. The scowl directed at Nadia said it all. She would just as soon watch her die than abide by Aleksander’s rules.
Aleksander turned towards Nadia and whispered, “Please forgive me.” His face distorted and his fangs elongated as he sunk them into her neck and drew her into the darkness.






  
  Chapter Two


Nadia woke the next evening sprawled out on the bed in front of a roaring floor-to-ceiling stone fireplace. She jumped and grabbed the spot on her neck where she remembered Aleksander had sunk his teeth in, wincing as her fingertips grazed the sensitive area. 
“Nadia,” Aleksander said, appearing before her.
Shocked, she yelled, “Where did you come from? What are you?” as she pulled the covers tightly around her.
“Please, Nadia. I meant what I said. You need not fear me, but had I not marked you, you wouldn’t be safe here.”
“Marked me? I’m not safe anywhere you are. You bit me! You are a monster!” she cried out.
Aleksander features fell as he conceded, “Yes, I am. But I’m your only hope.”
“Hope for what? A painful mutilation? I saw what you did to my village. My death is inevitable.”
“Not if I can help it. I know I need to earn your trust, but it will be difficult to keep you safe with the blood-sucking leeches lurking about.” He paced back and forth in front of the fire.
“Blood-sucking leeches?” she questioned, dramatically waving her tiny hand through the air. “You bit me, not them! What kind of demons are you?”
“The worst possible kind. The undead, cursed to roam the earth for all eternity, living off the blood of others. We are Vampyre, direct descendants of Vlad the Impaler.”
She’d not heard of this Vlad that Aleksander spoke of, but prior to
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