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MILANA LOOKED UP AT the Renaissance-inspired architecture entrance before she hurried into the school. She raced down the wide hallway. Her footsteps echoed in the immense space. Everyone was in class, and the sound of rustling paper and the random shout from an instructor pressed her along. Capello School for Girls was in the center of Florence and was one of the most fashionable schools in Italy. It had an impressive reputation, focusing not only on academics but also on the arts. Wealthy parents who sent their daughters to the beautiful campus considered it a status requirement.

Would she miss it here? Would she miss Florence? Milana had spent her entire childhood here, away from her family. She had started at the young age of twelve, starting in the middle school on the other side of the campus. Now was the last day of her senior year, and she was leaving to spend a summer with her mother in Milan before going off to college in the States. Her parents had divorced, and her father lived in New York. This was the reason she would attend Julliard in the fall. To be close to her father. Well, that and it was the best school for her to study music.

Her mother did not care what she did once she turned eighteen, as long as it did not involve moving in with her. Milana would cramp the style of the former model. She probably felt her daughter would be competition. Milana shook those thoughts off, trudging toward the large door at the end of the hall.

Milana stopped abruptly in front of the door; her gaze traced the lettering etched in brass on the nameplate. “Victor Capitani, Chancellor.” Milana’s heart thudded painfully against her chest as her hand went to knock on the door. Could she finally do this? For three long years, she’d observed him from afar, craving the feel of his hands on her. The teenage crush grew over the years into an infatuation until she could not leave this place without taking this step. Victor Capitani was unlike any Chancellor she had ever seen in her time here. He was in his late thirties to early forties. His hair was still dark, only a hint of silver at his temples. Chancellor Capitani had a strong, curved nose above the most desirable lips, all set within a strong jawline.

So this was it, the day she stopped longing and took action. Milana was of age, and he was not married. She wasn’t sure why Chancellor Capitani was not married. She had heard rumors he had yet to find a woman with the strength and ability to keep up with him in the bedroom. She couldn’t imagine anyone tiring of such a man. Milana took a breath and lifted her hand to knock on the door.

“Come in, Miss Moreno,” his deep voice called from the other side of the door.

Slowly, Milana opened the door. Her stomach rippled with nerves. She stepped across the doorway’s threshold and felt as if she had entered another dimension. Milana lifted her head, surveying the room. Bookshelves lined three walls from floor to ceiling. A massive desk took up a great deal of space near the far wall, and a deep leather wingback chair sat behind it. A single straight-backed chair was set on the opposite side.

Despite the afternoon sunlight filtering in through the window, the room still seemed gloomy. Chancellor Capitani motioned toward the narrow chair directly in front of him. He sat behind the immense desk, a grand piece of furniture fit for the Chancellor of the prominent school. Any other man would look slight and insignificant behind such a desk. Not Victor Capitani. She licked dry lips and took in his dominant presence. Chancellor Capitani kept his shirt sleeves pushed up with his top collar buttons open, showing a small bit of hair sprinkled over tanned flesh. A navy vest was worn over his shirt, and his dark suit jacket hung neatly on the back of his chair. His black eyes darted up from his papers. “Miss Moreno, shouldn’t you be in class?”

Milana’s cheeks reddened with heat as she struggled with the temptation to flee, but a spark of purpose forced her on. “No, Chancellor Capitani. I’m leaving school today, you see.” Chewing on her lip, Milana wondered how she should broach the subject.

“Oh? Why are you here?” He had given her brief glances and the occasional courteous nod before, but the Chancellor was genuinely noticing her for the first time.

“Chancellor Capitani — I want — well, umm well, it is my final and last day.”

“You said that, Miss Moreno,” he said with a slight raise of an eyebrow. He placed his pen down and propped his chin on his hands.

She flustered under his intense stare. “Well, the — the thing is,” she licked her dry lips. “I well, I would like you to umm... to have sex with me,” she spilled the words out in an embarrassed whisper.

Milana waited for his response. She looked toward the beveled window behind him. She couldn’t look directly into his eyes. Milana felt as if she was waiting for death. Would he turn her away? Would he laugh? He was going to turn her away. She knew it. Milana would never know what it felt like to have him inside her. She would leave here today a virgin and humiliated from rejection.

He leaned forward after an endless time, propping his fists on the desk. “Look at me, Miss Moreno.”

She felt his eyes bore into her face as she lowered her gaze and faced Chancellor Capitani with a nervous sigh.

She found herself mesmerized by his movements; he stood from his chair and slowly moved around the desk. Her legs trembled with anticipation, and fiery heat spread through her body.

Chancellor Capitani simply held her hand in his. “Have you been with a man before, Milana?”

“No.” The one word was all she could muster. She did not know what else to say. It had taken every bit of strength she had to ask him to have sex with her.

“If we do this,” he told her as he brought her hand to his lips, “we will do it properly.”
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MILANA SWALLOWED. CHANCELLOR CAPITANI pulled Milana up to him. Chancellor Capitani’s mouth was so close to hers that she smelled the faint hint of his cologne. His warm breath brushed over her skin. “I want everything. Do you understand? I will not be gentle because it is your first time. But I will make sure you are ready, Miss Moreno. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” Her knees virtually buckled as his hands came around her, one hand on her lower back and the other to her neck, burying under her bright blonde curls. The heat of his hand seeped through her shirt, sending shivers up and down her spine.

Victor’s lips brushed her ear. His breath tickled her and caused her to shiver. “Anything? You will not refuse me once you agree. This is your only chance to leave until I am done with you.”

His arousal pressed against her stomach through the fabric of his trousers. Unconsciously, she rocked against his cock. Milana would do anything to take away her ache whenever he was around. She would do anything to have this man. “Anything.” The word slipped from her lips, a shaky whisper.

Victor smiled before he grasped her mouth in a deep, powerful kiss. His powerful hands slid down her back until they landed on her firm, round backside. “Perfect.” He broke the kiss abruptly, leaving her to sway precariously.

She gathered her footing as he turned around his desk and sat down. He crooked his finger
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