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  Introduction

  
  




My name is Amelia. I’m from the UK—properly English, through and through. You can’t take that out of me, no matter where I go.

So when I decided to leave it all behind and move to Russia, it wasn’t exactly something anyone expected… especially not me.

My brother Liam had moved there six years ago to become a boxer. Ever since, he’d tried convincing me to join him. I always brushed it off—until one morning, something changed.

“What’s really here for me?” I’d asked myself.

The answer?

Nothing.

That same morning, Liam FaceTimed me like he always did. You’d think he was my keeper with how often he checked in. We chatted like normal… until I dropped it on him.

“I’m moving to Russia.”

Silence.

Then shock. Then excitement.

He was thrilled—but I could tell he didn’t believe me at first. Truth is, I don’t think anyone thought I’d actually leave England.

But I did.

And I had no idea that decision would change everything… including me.

Because Liam wasn’t the only thing waiting for me in Russia.

There was also Jordan.

His best friend.

The most dangerous man I’d ever met.

And the one I should never have fallen for.
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📖 Chapter One – Amelia

My name is Amelia. I’m from the UK—properly English, through and through. No matter where I go, that’s something that will never change.

So when I made the decision to leave it all behind and move to Russia, it wasn’t exactly well thought out. It was impulsive. Rash, even.

But it felt necessary.

My brother Liam had moved there six years ago to pursue boxing, and ever since, he’d tried convincing me to follow him. I always laughed it off—until one morning, something shifted.

I remember staring around my flat, asking myself a simple question.

What’s really here for me?

The answer came quickly.

Nothing.

That same morning, Liam called me on FaceTime, like he did every day. Honestly, anyone would think he was my keeper with how often he checked in. We talked as usual—nothing out of the ordinary—until I dropped the bombshell.

“I’m coming to Russia,” I said. “I’m taking you up on your offer.”

The silence on the other end was almost comical.

Then came the disbelief. Then excitement.

He was thrilled—but shocked. I knew he would be. What surprised him most was that I’d actually gone through with it. No one ever thought I’d leave England.

Truthfully, neither did I.

But I booked the flight anyway.

Liam has a best friend. Jordan.

Even before I moved, I knew exactly who he was.

Everyone did.

Powerful. Dangerous. The kind of man people don’t cross—and live to talk about it.

They spent nearly every weekend together, and sometimes when Liam would call me, Jordan would be there too. What started as the occasional hello turned into full conversations. Banter. Teasing. The kind that walks a fine line between playful and something else entirely.

I’d met him a few times when I visited—just short trips, a week at most. And every time, it was the same.

We’d wind each other up endlessly.

Push boundaries.

Test patience.

But this time… this wasn’t a visit.

This time, I was staying.

By Saturday evening, I’d landed in Russia.

Six o’clock. Dark already. Cold in a way England never quite prepares you for.

I was exhausted—jet lagged, emotional, and slightly overwhelmed by the reality of what I’d just done. I’d expected Liam to be there waiting for me.

He wasn’t.

Jordan was.

Leaning casually against the car like he owned the entire place.

My stomach tightened slightly at the sight of him, but I ignored it.

“Get in the car,” he said.

No smile. No warmth. No welcome to Russia.

Just attitude.

I blinked at him, caught off guard—and, if I’m honest, immediately irritated.

Still, I got in.

The drive was silent. Painfully so.

The kind of silence that fills the entire space, pressing in on you until it’s almost unbearable. I stared out the window, refusing to look at him, while the tension between us thickened with every passing second.

I’d never felt so uncomfortable around him before.

When we pulled up outside Liam’s place, I barely had time to process anything before Jordan spoke again.

“Your brother’s away until Monday,” he said, glancing at me. “I’m staying here with you.”

Not a suggestion.

Not a discussion.

A statement.

I let out a slow breath, already feeling my patience slipping.

Great, I thought. What could possibly go wrong?

Inside, he showed me to the guest room. It was better than I expected—spacious, clean, with its own en-suite. Liam had clearly made sure everything was ready for me.

For a moment, I softened.

Until Jordan ruined it.

“Spoilt brat,” he muttered as he turned to leave.

I froze.

Then turned slowly.

Oh, absolutely not.

I’d let the attitude slide at the airport. I’d tolerated the silence in the car. But that?

That was pushing it.

I followed him straight into the kitchen.

“Problem?” he asked, not even looking up.

I let out a short laugh, disbelief lacing my voice. “Yeah. You. What the fuck is your problem? You’ve had an attitude since you picked me up.”

That got his attention.

He looked at me then, properly.

Cold. Unbothered.

“I had better things to do than pick your bratty arse up.”

I stared at him for a second—then laughed.

“Did I ask you to?” I shot back. “No. I could’ve got a cab. If I’d known this is what I’d be dealing with, I would’ve told you to go fuck yourself.”

His jaw tightened slightly, but he didn’t respond.

And honestly? That annoyed me even more.

So I walked off.

Later, Liam called to check in.

“Everything okay?” he asked.

I glanced toward the kitchen, where I knew Jordan still was.

“Yeah,” I said lightly. “Everything’s great.”

There was no way I was getting into that situation with him over the phone.

Not yet.

That night, while Jordan was in the shower, I sat in the living room scrolling through apartment listings on my iPad. Something small. Affordable. Somewhere I could escape to as soon as possible.

Because there was no way I was staying here long-term.

Not with him.

The bathroom door opened, and a few moments later, he walked in—hair damp, sleeves rolled, completely at ease in a way that irritated me more than it should.

He sat opposite me, watching.

“What are you looking at?”

I didn’t bother looking up. “None of your business.”

A pause.

Then, because I couldn’t help myself, I added, “But if you must know—apartments.”

He let out a quiet laugh.

“Right. More like your big brother will be paying for it.”

I clenched my jaw, refusing to rise to it this time.

Ignoring him was the better option.

Because if I didn’t…

I wasn’t entirely sure what I’d say.

Or do.

So instead, I stood up, grabbed my iPad, and walked straight to my room—needing distance before I completely lost my temper.

Because one thing was already becoming very clear.

Living with Jordan?

Was going to be a problem.
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📖 Chapter Two – Jordan

I shouldn’t have gone to the airport.

That was my first mistake.

I knew the second Liam told me she was coming—moving—that this was going to be a problem. Not a small one. Not something I could brush off or ignore.

A problem that had a name.

Amelia.

Four years.

That’s how long I’ve known her.

Four years of visits, of stolen moments, of conversations that meant more than they should have. She was never supposed to matter the way she does.

But she does.

And that’s exactly why I keep my distance.

The first time I met her, she’d walked into Liam’s apartment like she owned the place. Mouthy. Confident. Completely unimpressed by me.

Most people were careful around me.

She wasn’t.

She looked me straight in the eye, smirked, and said, “So you’re the famous Jordan? Thought you’d be taller.”

I should’ve been irritated.

Instead, I’d laughed.

That was the beginning of it.

And it’s been a problem ever since.

She never treated me like the rest of them did.

Didn’t care who I was.

Didn’t care what I was capable of.

She’d argue with me, wind me up, push every boundary I had—and somehow, I let her. I liked that she did.

Too much.

So I kept my distance where it mattered.

No relationships. No attachments.

No her.

But that didn’t stop the nights.

The ones where everything got too loud in my head.

The ones where the past didn’t stay buried.

Drink helped. It always did.

Until it didn’t.

And those were the nights I’d call her.

Always her.

Didn’t matter the time. Didn’t matter what state I was in. She’d answer—half asleep, voice soft, confused.

“Jordan?”

And just hearing her voice would be enough to steady something in me.

She never asked too many questions.

Never pushed.

Just… stayed.

Talking nonsense sometimes. Arguing with me other times. Keeping me grounded without even realising it.

She was the only one who could.

And that right there?

That was dangerous.

So when Liam told me she was moving here—permanently—I knew one thing for certain.

I couldn’t let that happen again.

Couldn’t let myself get used to her being around.

Couldn’t let her become something I relied on.

Because men like me don’t get to have things like that.

And if she ever saw the truth of what I am… what I’ve done…

She wouldn’t look at me the same way again.

That’s why I was cold at the airport.

Why I didn’t smile.

Why I didn’t say anything I wanted to say.

Because the second I let my guard down around her…

I lose control.

And that’s not something I can afford.

The silence in the car nearly killed me.

Not because it was awkward.

Because I wanted to
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