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	Chapter One

The dean’s office smelled like old leather and regret, a stuffy little room tucked away in the ivy-covered heart of Westbridge College. The late afternoon sun slanted through the tall windows, casting golden bars across the hardwood floor, but the warmth did nothing to thaw the icy tension hanging in the air. Nova slouched in the stiff-backed chair, her legs sprawled out, combat boots scuffing the polished wood as she twirled a pen between her fingers. Her braids spilled over her shoulders, black and bold against the ripped white crop top she’d thrown on that morning, paired with denim shorts that barely passed the dress code if they passed at all. She didn’t care. She never did.

Dean Hargrove sat across from her, his bald head gleaming under the fluorescent lights, his thin lips pursed into a line of disapproval.

“Miss Jackson,” he started, his voice clipped, “this is your third incident this semester. Vandalism, disrupting class, and now a fistfight in the quad? You’re on thin ice.”

Nova smirked, tossing the pen onto his desk with a flick of her wrist.

“Thin ice, huh? Sounds like a challenge.”

She leaned forward, her dark eyes glinting with mischief.

“What’s the damage this time? Suspension? A sternly worded letter to my mom? Go ahead, I’ve heard it all.”

The dean’s jaw tightened, but before he could respond, the door swung open with a force that rattled the frame. Alexander strode in, all six-foot-three of him, a storm in tailored gray slacks and a crisp white shirt rolled up to his elbows. His pale skin was a sharp contrast to the dark fury in his steel-blue eyes, his blonde hair swept back, every strand in place despite the chaos he radiated. The room shrank under his presence, the air thickening as he fixed his gaze on Nova. He didn’t even glance at Hargrove just stood there, hands on his hips, his silence louder than any shout.

Nova’s smirk faltered, just for a second, before she doubled down, crossing her arms and tilting her chin up.

“Oh, look, the cavalry’s here,” she drawled, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “What’s it this time, Alex? Gonna ground me? Take away my allowance?”

“Get up,” he said, his tone low, controlled, but laced with a razor-sharp edge that cut through her bravado.

It wasn’t a request it was a command, the kind that made her skin prickle, even as she fought the urge to obey. She didn’t move, just stared him down, her heart kicking up a notch as the dean cleared his throat awkwardly.

“Mr. Whitlock,”

Hargrove said, standing, his hands clasped like he was praying for peace,

“I assure you, we’re handling this. Nova’s behavior…”

“Is my problem now,”

Alexander interrupted, his eyes never leaving her.

“We’re done here. She’s coming home.”

He stepped closer, towering over her chair, and the scent of his cologne sandalwood and something sharper, like steel hit her, grounding her in a way she hated.

“Now, Nova.”

She rolled her eyes, dragging herself to her feet with exaggerated slowness, slinging her backpack over one shoulder.

“Fine, Your Highness,” she muttered, brushing past him close enough to feel the heat rolling off him, her shoulder grazing his chest.

He didn’t flinch, but she caught the way his fists clenched, the knuckles whitening for a split second before he turned to follow her out.

The drive back to his mansion was a battlefield of silence, the hum of the Bentley’s engine the only sound as they wound through the tree-lined streets of Briarwood Heights, where the rich and ruthless played. The estate loomed ahead, all white stone and sprawling lawns, a monument to Alexander’s wealth and control. Nova stared out the window, her jaw tight, her mind racing. She’d only been living here a month since her mom married him and they’d uprooted her from the city to this gilded cage and every day felt like a war. He was discipline incarnate, a master dominant who thrived on order, and she was chaos, a spark that refused to be snuffed out.

He parked in the garage, the sleek doors sliding shut behind them, and she bolted out before he could say a word, her boots stomping across the marble foyer. She didn’t get far. His hand caught her wrist, firm and unyielding, spinning her back to face him.

“We’re not done,” he said, his voice a growl that sent a shiver down her spine, her pulse thudding where his fingers pressed against her skin.

“Let go,” she snapped, yanking against his grip, but he didn’t budge just stepped closer, his broad frame crowding her against the wall.

The cool marble at her back was a shock against her heated skin, and she glared up at him, her breath hitching as his eyes bore into hers, dark and unreadable.

“You think you can keep pulling this shit?” he said, his tone low, dangerous, each word deliberate.

“Fighting, mouthing off, acting like you’re untouchable? You’re in my house now, Nova. My rules.”

She laughed, sharp and defiant, her chest rising and falling fast.

“Your rules? I’m not some dog you can train, Alex. I do what I want.”

But even as she said it, her body betrayed her her skin tingling where he held her, her breath catching at the heat radiating off him, the way his gaze dropped to her lips for a fleeting, electric second. His grip tightened, just enough to make her gasp, and he leaned in, his voice dropping to a whisper that brushed her ear.

“You will learn, little girl. One way or another.”

He released her then, stepping back, but the air between them crackled, thick with something unspoken something wrong, something inevitable. She stood there, heart pounding, watching him walk away toward his study, his shoulders tense, his control a thin veneer over the storm she knew she’d provoked. Nova rubbed her wrist, the ghost of his touch lingering, and a slow, reckless smile curled her lips. He wanted obedience? Fine. She’d give him defiance instead and see how long it took him to break. Or how long it took her to want him to.

The echo of Alexander’s footsteps faded down the hall, but the tension he’d left behind clung to Nova like a second skin, hot and tight, buzzing in her veins. She stood there in the foyer, her wrist still tingling where he’d grabbed her, the marble wall cool against her back as she tried to shake off the shiver his words had sparked. ‘You will learn, little girl.’ The threat or was it a promise?...rang in her ears, and she clenched her fists, her nails biting into her palms. She wasn’t some puppet he could pull strings on. She’d show him.

But the mansion was too quiet, the kind of silence that pressed in, heavy and expectant, and it gnawed at her resolve. She slung her backpack off, letting it hit the floor with a thud, and stormed toward the kitchen, determined to grab a soda and blast some music anything to drown out the echo of his voice. She didn’t make it two steps before his shadow loomed again, blocking the archway to the living room.

“Stop,” he said, his voice a low command that froze her mid-stride.

She turned, slow and deliberate, her braids swinging as she faced him. He stood there, arms crossed, his white shirt stretched taut across his chest, those steel-blue eyes locked on her with an intensity that made her stomach flip.

“You don’t get to walk away. Not after today.”

Nova smirked, leaning against the wall with a casual defiance she didn’t entirely feel.

“What, you gonna spank me now, Daddy?” she taunted, her tone dripping with mockery, her chin tilted up to meet his gaze.

“Go ahead. I dare you.”

His jaw tightened, a muscle ticking in his cheek, and for a moment, she thought she’d won pushed him too far, cracked that perfect control. But then he moved, faster than she expected, closing the distance in one stride. His hand shot out, not to her wrist this time, but to her throat, fingers wrapping around it not choking, just holding, firm and unyielding, pinning her against the wall with a dominance that stole her breath.

“Watch your mouth,” he growled, his face inches from hers, his breath hot against her lips.

“You think this is a game? You think you can disrespect me here, in my house after the shit you pulled today?”

His grip tightened just enough to make her pulse race, her chest heaving as she stared up at him, defiance warring with something darker, something that coiled low and tight in her belly.

“Let. Go,” she hissed, her voice shaky but sharp, her hands pushing at his chest.

He didn’t budge just pressed closer, his body a wall of heat and muscle, trapping her there. She could feel the hardness of him against her hip, the evidence of his own reaction, and it sent a jolt through her, a mix of fear and a twisted, reckless thrill she couldn’t name.

“No,” he said, his tone dropping to a dangerous whisper.

“You’re done running that smart mouth. You want to act out? Fine. But you’ll learn what happens when you push me.”

Nova barely had time to register what was happening before Alexander’s firm grip closed around her wrist. One sharp tug, and she was yanked off balance, a startled gasp leaving her lips as she tumbled onto his lap. The leather of the couch was cold beneath her hands, a stark contrast to the heat that radiated off his body. She struggled, instinctively pushing against his grip, but Alexander was immovable. His free hand slid up her back, pressing between her shoulder blades, forcing her down until she was draped over his thighs, her cheek resting against the couch.

 

“Are you done acting like a brat?”

His voice was calm, dangerously so, as he settled her into place, his palm gliding over the curve of her ass.

Nova’s breath hitched, her nails curling into the upholstery. “I…”

The first smack landed before she could finish. A sharp crack echoed through the room, followed by the immediate sting blooming across her skin. She yelped, her body jerking against him, but he didn’t stop. Another strike. Harder.

“You think you can challenge me?”

His voice was a low growl, each word punctuated by another slap, each one more punishing than the last. The force sent heat rushing through her, pain and something darker twisting together until she couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. She bit down on her lip, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her body shuddering beneath his relentless discipline.

“S-Stop,” she tried, though it lacked conviction, and Alexander chuckled darkly.

“Not until I’m satisfied.”

Another sharp slap. Another cry from her lips.

Nova’s skin was burning each punishing slap leaving a sting that rippled through her body like an electric current. She squirmed, instinctively trying to escape his grasp, but Alexander was relentless. His palm came down again, the impact making her gasp, her body jolting against his lap.

“Still fighting me?”

His voice was smooth, controlled, but laced with something darker something possessive. He gripped her hip, keeping her pinned in place, his fingers digging into the soft flesh.

Another smack.

Another.

Her breath hitched, a whimper slipping past her lips, but this time, it wasn’t just from the pain.

Something was shifting inside her. The sharp bite of his hand wasn’t just punishing it was igniting something deep in her core. The heat that pooled low in her belly had nothing to




















































