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Disclaimer

All characters depicted in this work are 18 years of age or
older. Where a character’s age is not restated in the current
volume, it has been established in a previous volume of the series
and remains unchanged unless explicitly stated otherwise.
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At the very same hour, while Vixie remained still in the
strange aftermath of what she could no longer name clearly as
either confusion or discovery, Varvara Morozova lay immersed
in the slow warmth of a deep porcelain bath, letting the
water hold her in a weightless suspension between thought and
sensation.

Steam softened the edges of the room. Light from the shaded
lamps broke gently across the surface of the water, turning every
small movement of her skin into something almost abstract —
no longer quite body, not yet idea.

She did not rush to reconstruct the day. Instead, she allowed
it to return to her in fragments, the way things often did when
there was no longer any urgency to interpret them correctly.

The morning at the mirror. Dmitri standing obediently in his
new clothing. Yelena’s voice — calm, precise, always slightly



ahead of the question it answered.

And beneath all of it, like a deeper current she could not
yet separate into language, the quiet recognition that something
in her understanding of ownership, attention, and presence had
already begun to shift — not dramatically, but irreversibly, in
small adjustments of emphasis she could feel but not yet fully
articulate.

Under the surface, her hand moved almost without intention,
drawn by a quiet instinct rather than any formed thought — as
though the body itself was continuing a conversation the mind
had not yet learned to follow. The water softened everything
it touched, dissolving edges, turning sensation into something
diffuse and slow.

Submerged, her fingertips sought the tender flesh between her
legs, playing softly with the delicate lips there. The water carried
each sensation, making the gentle caresses feel both distant and
intensely present at once.

For a brief moment, she did not distinguish between curiosity
and memory, between what had been done and what was merely
being understood.

For now, it was enough that the day had happened. And that
she had been awake for all of it.

The memory returned to her first not as image, but as motion.

The carriage.

That slow, upholstered rhythm of travel which belonged only
to wealthy households — not the violent shaking of provincial



carts nor the practical haste of commercial transport, but the
measured rolling comfort of people for whom roads existed
chiefly to connect one domain of ownership to another.

Varvara remembered the faint sway beneath her body long
before she recalled the landscape itself.

She had been seated beside Yelena upon the deep wine-
colored cushions of the closed carriage, one gloved hand
resting idly near the window strap while morning light drifted
intermittently through the thin veil curtains, softening the world
outside into pale bands of gold, dust, and distant green.

The city had receded gradually behind them.

First the broad merchant avenues of Chernograd, crowded
with polished carriages, government riders, and dark shopfronts
beneath painted signs. Then the outer districts, where
manufactories rose in long brick silhouettes above the river
haze and groups of laborers moved through the streets in rough
clothing already dulled by soot and damp. Beyond that, the land
opened slowly into provincial breadth — long fields silvered
beneath the late spring light, scattered birch groves, remote
chapels standing solitary beside the road like forgotten promises.

Inside the carriage, however, another climate prevailed
entirely: warmth held softly beneath the padded walls, mingling
with the restrained perfume of expensive cosmetics, the faint
animal richness of polished leather, and the quiet rustle of costly
fabric moving against costly fabric with every measured sway of
the journey.



Yelena sat opposite Dmitri with the composed elegance of
a woman who never truly relaxed and therefore never appeared
tense. Her traveling attire, though simpler than what she wore in
the salons of the city, possessed that same restrained refinement
Varvara had always associated with her: dark blue wool fitted
precisely through the waist, pale gloves immaculate despite the
road, a narrow hat adorned not extravagantly but correctly, as
though every ribbon upon it understood its proper social rank.

She held herself beautifully even in stillness.

Not girlishly beautiful. Not softly beautiful.

Constructed.

Varvara had begun noticing that more often lately.

There were women whose attractiveness seemed to belong
to nature — careless, immediate, almost accidental. Yelena’s
beauty belonged instead to discipline: to years of observation,
adaptation, correction, concealment. Nothing in her appeared
spontaneous except the things she wished others to mistake for
spontaneity.

And perhaps because of that, men trusted her too easily.

Varvara had caught herself thinking this while watching the
movement of Yelena’s hands as she removed one glove finger by
finger, exposing the elegant narrowness of her wrist.

“You are quiet this morning,” Yelena had remarked at last, her
tone mild enough to suggest curiosity rather than scrutiny.

Varvara turned her gaze toward the window again before
answering.



“I am thinking.”

“That can become dangerous if overused.”

The faintest smile touched Varvara’s mouth.

“You say that because you prefer people predictable.”

“l say it because most people mistake thinking for
understanding.”

Dmitri remained seated across from them, slightly lower, upon
the folding servant’s bench fixed near the opposite wall of the
carriage compartment. Even in travel, the distinction of position
persisted automatically, so naturally embedded within the habits
of the household that nobody needed to enforce it aloud.

His knees were apart only enough to balance against the
movement of the road. Hands resting flat upon his thighs. Back
straight despite the confined space.

The new servant uniform altered him.

Varvara had understood that already at breakfast, yet within
the enclosed intimacy of the carriage the transformation became
stranger still.

The rough dark shirt fitted closely across his shoulders
and chest whenever the carriage shifted, outlining the heavy
architecture beneath the cloth — the strength of a man built not
for decoration but labor, restraint, endurance. The fitted trousers,
with their discreet functional tailoring and concealed fastenings,
no longer resembled ordinary clothing at all once one understood
their purpose. They were not garments in the social sense. They
were instruments of access and management.



Ownership translated into fabric.

And because she had already touched those hidden closures
with her own hands only hours earlier, Varvara now found herself
unable to look at the clothing innocently.

She became aware, with a faint inward heat she carefully
concealed, that she knew how quickly he could be exposed inside
them.

Not metaphorically.

Physically.

The thought arrived with such quiet clarity that she lowered
her eyes almost at once, pretending interest in the silver clasp of
her traveling reticule.

Outside, the wheels struck briefly over rougher stones before
settling again into smoother motion.

Yelena observed her for a moment with that calm attentiveness
which never entirely ceased, though one often forgot it was there.

“You are nervous”, she said gently.

“I am not.”

“No”, Yelena replied after a pause. “Not frightened nervous.
Curious nervous.”

Varvara glanced up.

“And there is a difference?”

“For women, an enormous one.”

Silence settled again, though not uncomfortable silence. The
sort belonging to people sufficiently accustomed to privilege that
conversation never needed to labor constantly in order to justify



itself.
At length Varvara spoke again.
“Will it truly be as large as you described?”
“The estate?” Yelena asked.

“The men.”

Something unreadable flickered briefly through Yelena’s
expression then — amusement perhaps, though softened by
thoughtfulness.

“In some cases”, she answered, “larger.”

Dmitri did not move.

Yet Varvara became suddenly conscious of his stillness with
renewed intensity, as though the word itself had altered the air
within the carriage.

Men — not as abstractions, nor as polished figures
crossing ballroom floors beneath crystal chandeliers, not as
officers bending elegantly over gloved hands during winter
receptions, but as bodies: strength measured materially,
purchased materially, controlled materially.

She remembered, even now in the warmth of the bath, the
peculiar sensation that accompanied this thought — not shock
precisely, nor shame, but the first distant awareness that beneath
the polished surface of society there existed entire systems
of management she had previously observed only decoratively,
without understanding their physical reality.

Yelena folded her gloves carefully upon her lap.

“You must not imagine the farm theatrically”, she said after



some time. “It is not a circus for bored ladies, whatever certain
provincial women pretend. The best houses do not purchase
blindly. Men of that size and condition require training before
they can enter civil households safely.”

The word safely lingered.

Varvara looked instinctively toward Dmitri again.

His gaze remained lowered exactly as propriety required.

Yet for the first time since she had known him, she found
herself wondering not how obedient he was now, but what
obedience had once been forced to overcome inside him.

The carriage had been moving for some time now through
a quieter stretch of road, where the land began to lose its
cultivated certainty and acquire a more open, almost indifferent
breadth. Villages appeared less frequently, and when they did,
they seemed to belong more to memory than to present life
— pale clusters of timber and stone receding quickly behind
hedgerows and long, wind-leaning fields.

Varvara had ceased to look at the passing countryside in any
meaningful way. Her gaze, though directed outward, no longer
registered detail; it had taken on that softened inward focus which
often followed sustained thought, as though the eyes themselves
had grown slightly detached from their function.

It was Yelena who broke the silence again.

“You are arranging the farm in your mind”, she said, not as
a question.

Varvara did not deny it.



“I want to understand it properly”, she replied. “Before we
arrive.”

A faint approving stillness settled over Yelena’s expression,
the kind that suggested neither surprise nor encouragement,
but recognition of something appropriately developing along
expected lines.

“That 1s sensible,” she said. “Imagination is only useful when
it is corrected in advance.”

Varvara shifted slightly on the cushions.

“You said the estate is not privately owned in the usual sense.
But there is still a household. A structure.”

“There is always a structure,” Yelena answered calmly. “Even
when people pretend otherwise.”

“And the owner?”

Yelena allowed a brief pause, as if deciding how much of the
answer belonged to description and how much to instruction.

“Count Mikhail Orlov,” she said at last. “A man of military
origin, though no longer in service. He acquired the estate after
his return from the southern campaigns. He is not... theatrical.
That is important to understand.”

Varvara’s attention sharpened slightly at the absence of
ornament in Yelena’s tone.

“And the wife?”

A slight pause in Yelena’s attention, as though she briefly
weighed the shape of the question.

“Natalia Orlova”, she said at last, gently. “You will most likely



be dealing with her directly.”

Varvara let the name settle.

“And what is she like?”

Yelena looked out of the window for a moment, as if aligning
memory with language.

“She is competent,” she said. “Which is rarer than people
think. She understands the estate as a working system,
not as decoration. She manages inspections, demonstrations,
acquisitions. In many respects, she is the practical face of the
place.”

Varvara absorbed this quietly.

“And she shows them,” she said after a pause.

“Yes.”

The answer came without hesitation.

“As a matter of routine. Not sentiment, not cruelty. Simply
procedure. She is very precise about presentation. You will
notice that immediately.”

The carriage dipped slightly over uneven ground, and for a
brief moment the suspension deepened the silence between them,
making it feel more enclosed, more private, as though the world
outside had become secondary to what was being constructed
inside this small traveling room.

Varvara lowered her eyes again, but not in avoidance — rather
in concentration.

“Are they trained already when they arrive?” she asked.

“Some are,” Yelena replied. “Others are not. That is part of



what you will see. The distinction between what is raw and what
has been made usable.”

She said it without emphasis, as one might describe textiles,
or livestock, or any other category of managed property.

Varvara did not respond immediately.

Instead, she found herself thinking not of the farm itself, but
of the quiet certainty in Yelena’s voice when she spoke about it —
the absence of moral hesitation, the absence of explanation. As
if the entire structure had already been agreed upon long before
either of them had entered the carriage, and their journey now
was merely a movement through something already settled.

Yelena allowed that last silence to remain for a while, as
though it belonged to the question rather than the answer.

The carriage moved on steadily, its rhythm unchanged,
indifferent to the subtle intensification of thought within its
enclosed space. Outside, the land opened further now, hedgerows
thinning, fields widening into long, uninterrupted stretches that
seemed to belong less to any particular owner than to the idea
of ownership itself.

Varvara remained still, her gaze lowered yet unfocused,
though now it rested absently upon Dmitri, as if he had become
less a person in her perception than a quiet, stable point
within the carriage itself, something present without demanding
interpretation.

The distinction Yelena had drawn lingered with
uncomfortable clarity: raw, and usable. Not as moral categories,



not even as aesthetic ones, but as stages within a managed
process. Something in the phrasing resisted sentimental
interpretation. It was too precise for that.

At last she spoke again, her voice quieter than before.

“And after the visit?” she asked. “When one has... chosen?”

Yelena did not turn immediately. Her attention remained on
the road ahead, where the light was beginning to shift, growing
slightly harsher as the open countryside reflected more sky.

“That depends entirely on what you choose,” she said.

Varvara’s fingers tightened faintly once within her lap, then
relaxed.

“I mean practically,” she clarified. “What happens afterwards.
Not the idea of it.”

A slight pause followed — not hesitation, but alignment, as
though Yelena were adjusting the level of detail to match the
direction of the question.

“Practically”, she said at last, “there are only a few coherent
paths.”

Varvara did not interrupt.

“If you go merely to observe”, Yelena continued, “then
nothing changes. You return to Chernograd with an impression,
perhaps a stronger one than you expect, and life continues as
before. That is the simplest outcome.” A faint trace of irony
touched her voice then, almost imperceptible, as though she were
speaking of something mildly tedious rather than provocative.
“Some women even prefer it that way — a brief excursion, a few



carefully arranged impressions of obedient, well-trained naked
men displayed for inspection, and then back to the comfort of
not having to decide anything at all.”

“And if I do not go merely to observe?”

The question was calm, but it had shifted the weight of the
conversation slightly forward.

Yelena finally turned her head towards Varvara.

“Then you must decide whether what you acquire remains
at Orlov’s estate under their full maintenance, or whether it
becomes part of your own household.”

Varvara’s gaze sharpened slightly.

“And that difference is only logistical?”

Yelena’s expression softened almost imperceptibly — not into
warmth, but into precision.

“No,” she said. “It is structural.”

She let the word hang for a moment before continuing.

“If it remains there, you gain access without responsibility for
continuity. Training, discipline, correction — all of that remains
embedded within their system. You are, in that case, a user of a
finished infrastructure.”

“And if I take it?”

“Then the infrastructure becomes your responsibility.”

The carriage shifted gently over a rut in the road, and the
sound of the wheels deepened for a moment before smoothing
again.

“You would need people to maintain it,” Yelena added. “Or



you would need to learn how. Either way, it ceases to be
external.”

Varvara absorbed this slowly, her attention no longer on the
passing landscape but on the internal shape of the options being
laid out before her — not as moral choices, but as forms of
organization.

“And most people,” Yelena said after a pause, “prefer not to
think beyond the first step. They are drawn to selection, but not
to consequence.”

Varvara gave a faint, almost absent nod.

Outside, the road continued forward without interruption, as
if it had long since decided the direction for them both.

The road began to change before the estate itself revealed its
full presence.

It was not a sudden transformation, but a gradual alteration in
quality — as though the land, having been loosely arranged up
to this point, now began to tighten into intention. The hedgerows
grew more disciplined. The fields, still broad and open, bore the
faint marks of careful division, their boundaries clearer, their
purpose less ambiguous. Even the air seemed to acquire a slightly
different density, carrying the subdued scent of cut grass, distant
woodsmoke, and something more metallic — the smell of work
organised into permanence.

Varvara noticed it without immediately naming it.

Only the rhythm of the carriage betrayed that they were
nearing a destination: the horses’ pace becoming more measured,



the wheels less hurried over the packed earth, as though even the
road itself had begun to anticipate arrival.

Yelena allowed the conversation to fall silent, as if it had
reached its proper conclusion.

“We are close now”, she said simply.

Varvara did not respond. Her attention, still outward, rested
once more on Dmitri — not with curiosity, not even with
recognition, but with a kind of absent steadiness, as if his
presence had become part of the carriage’s internal architecture.
He remained as he had been throughout the journey: composed,
contained, correctly positioned within the unspoken geometry of
service.

Beyond the glass, the landscape opened into a broader estate
road, framed now by rows of trees that no longer appeared
incidental but arranged — intentionally spaced, maintained,
and aligned in a manner that suggested supervision rather than
nature. Far ahead, the faint outline of buildings emerged: low,
extended structures of pale stone and timber, their forms neither
ornamental nor austere, but functional in a way that resisted
decoration entirely.

Varvara’s gaze narrowed slightly as she tried to understand
what she was seeing before it fully resolved.

It did not yet feel like a place of arrival. More like a place that
had been waiting.

But the estate did not wait for them.

It had no need to.



Varvara understood this first not as a thought, but as a
gradual correction of expectation, as the carriage continued
along the final approach road and nothing resembling ceremonial
anticipation appeared ahead of them. There were no gates
opening in formal greeting, no visible attendants assembled in
preparation, no sense that their arrival marked an event in the
ordinary sense of the word.

And yet the place was not indifferent.

It was prepared.

That distinction revealed itself slowly — in the way movement
began to appear at the edges of vision long before the carriage
reached the courtyard proper. A figure briefly visible between
buildings. Another at a distance near the stable yard. A shift of
presence, not hurried, but already aligned. As though the estate
had noticed them not when they arrived, but when they first
became inevitable upon the road.

“They have seen us”, Yelena said quietly.

Varvara did not look away from the window.

“Of course they have”, she replied.

There was no surprise in her voice now, only confirmation
of something that had already begun to form inside her earlier
understanding of such places: that visibility here was not a
reaction, but a function.

The carriage turned through the final bend in the avenue of
trees and the estate opened fully before them.

It was larger than Varvara had anticipated — not in grandeur,



but in distribution. Buildings arranged with practical coherence
rather than display: long structures of pale stone and timber,
courtyards laid out for movement rather than admiration,
enclosed yards where the ground bore the disciplined marks
of repeated use. Everything suggested continuity rather than
occasion.

And at the centre of it, the courtyard itself.

Spacious, orderly, unadorned.

A place designed not to impress arrival, but to receive it
without disturbance.

The carriage slowed.

Varvara felt it before she saw it — the subtle shift in the body
of the vehicle as it left the road and entered controlled ground.
The horses adjusted their gait, the wheels softened their sound
against more compacted earth.

No one hurried to meet them.

And yet, as they crossed the threshold of the courtyard, the
sense of attention became unmistakable.

A door opened within one of the main buildings.

A figure stepped out.

Not rushing. Not performing urgency. Simply arriving into
position.

Yelena observed her for a moment before speaking.

“Madame Orlova,” she said quietly. “Or one of her people.”

Varvara continued to look out through the window for a few
seconds longer, taking in the woman’s measured movement,



the unhurried certainty of her presence within the courtyard.
There was nothing theatrical in it — no greeting, no visible
acknowledgment of the carriage — only the calm assumption
that everything approaching would, in time, fall under correct
procedure.

Then Varvara turned her head slightly.

Not away from the window in loss of interest, but away
from direct observation in order to reframe what she was seeing
through Yelena’s understanding.

Her attention shifted inward to the carriage again — to the
contained space, to the quiet authority of Yelena’s presence
beside her — as if the true meaning of what was happening
outside would be given here, not there.

The carriage came to a smooth halt within the courtyard of
the Orlov estate, the horses settling into stillness with disciplined
ease, as though even they understood that arrival here did not
require ceremony.

A brief silence followed.

Then the door was opened.

The air outside felt cooler, more structured — carrying the
scent of sun-warmed stone, dry earth, and the quiet industry of
a place that never fully rested. Varvara stepped down first, her
movement composed by instinct rather than thought, as though
the manner of her descent still belonged to the world she had left
behind

Yelena followed.



Dmitri remained slightly behind, positioned as naturally as if
the hierarchy of their household had extended itself beyond the
carriage without interruption.

The woman was already there.

She stood a short distance away, neither approaching nor
withdrawing, occupying a precise point in space that suggested
readiness rather than anticipation. Her appearance was restrained
in a way that suggested neither neglect nor ornament. A dark
riding jacket cut with precise lines, slightly masculine in its
structure, fastened neatly at the waist; beneath it, a high-collared
shirt of plain linen, carefully pressed. She wore riding trousers
of a man’s cut, practical and unembarrassed in their simplicity,
gathered cleanly into polished leather boots suited for long
movement across the estate grounds. Nothing about her clothing
sought attention, yet nothing was careless either — every element
implied use, function, and the absence of hesitation in occupying
space. She looked like someone for whom the question of
permission had long ceased to be relevant.

When she spoke, her voice was clear and even.

“Good afternoon”, she said. “I am the administrator of the
Red Pine Grove Estate. You may address me as Mrs. Kestrel.”

There was the faintest trace of a foreign accent in her
pronunciation — not strong enough to obscure meaning, but
present enough to mark her as not entirely local, likely German
or Baltic in origin.

The name itself sounded official rather than personal, as



though it belonged less to a person than to a function within the
estate’s structure.

She inclined her head slightly.

“The Count and Countess are currently occupied”, she
continued. “Though, strictly speaking, they are always occupied.
That is the nature of this household.”

A brief, almost neutral pause.

“However, I am authorized to receive arrivals in their stead.”

Her gaze moved over them without intrusion — registering
presence, number, and implied purpose, as one might take note
of goods entering a managed system.

“If you would be so kind as to state the purpose of your
visit”, she said, “I will determine the appropriate manner in which
to proceed.” A pause followed — measured, exact, without
pressure. “And”, she added after a moment, “where to direct you
first.”

Yelena had already begun to draw breath for a reply when
Varvara spoke. Her voice was calm — too calm for someone of
eighteen, and therefore all the more striking in its composure.

“I am Varvara Petrovna Morozova”, she said, stepping half a
pace forward, as though distance itself needed correction. “I have
come from Chernograd.”

There was a brief pause — not hesitation, but timing, carefully
chosen.

“And I am here,” she continued, her gaze resting steadily on
Mrs. Kestrel, “for the purpose of selecting a suitable stallion for



acquisition. One that would be appropriate for inclusion in my
household.”

The phrasing was precise enough to sound learned rather than
improvised, yet there was still a faint edge of youth beneath it —
not in uncertainty, but in the slight tension of someone testing
how far language could be pushed before it pushed back.

A small silence followed her words. Not discomfort. Not
surprise. Assessment.

Yelena turned her head slightly toward Varvara, her
expression unreadable for a moment — as though she were
measuring not the statement itself, but the decision behind it.

Mrs. Kestrel did not react outwardly at once. Her gaze moved
briefly over Varvara, registering age, status, and tone with
administrative neutrality. Only after that did she respond.

“I see”, she said evenly.

The pause that followed was almost courteous.

“In that case,” she added, “your visit will be processed
accordingly.”

Varvara did not lower her eyes.

For the first time since leaving Chernograd, she felt not like
someone being introduced to a system — but like someone who
had successfully declared herself within it. The thought settled
quietly, without triumph, as if it were simply a factual correction
rather than an emotional milestone.

Mrs. Kestrel observed the pause that followed. Not the inner
experience — that remained inaccessible — but the external



stillness that accompanied it. In her line of work, such pauses
were rarely meaningless.

“Very well”, she said after a moment. A small adjustment of
stance followed as she transitioned from acknowledgment into
procedure. “If your request concerns acquisition,” she continued,
“then the next step will be a brief discussion over tea. I will
need to understand the parameters before any introduction can
be arranged.”

Her tone remained even, unhurried, entirely without warmth
or distance — as though both were equally irrelevant to the
process.

“This way, please.”

Mrs. Kestrel turned not abruptly, but with controlled
continuity, already assuming compliance rather than awaiting it.
She led them away from the courtyard with unhurried certainty,
guiding them further into the inner grounds of the Red Pine
Grove Estate.

Varvara followed, with Yelena at her side.

Dmitri walked after Varvara, a quiet, obedient shadow,
keeping to the precise distance that needed no command.

The tea pavilion stood slightly apart from the main buildings
— open to the garden, yet arranged with the same quiet discipline
that governed the rest of the estate. Light filtered through the
latticework above them in soft, segmented patterns, falling across
stone, wood, and fabric as though even illumination here had
been organised rather than left to chance.



The tea was already served.

A young woman attended them without speaking.

She was comfortably naked, her sun-darkened skin carrying
the even tone of prolonged outdoor labor. She moved with
practiced economy between table and cups, her presence
unobtrusive yet unmistakably present in its physical openness, as
though her state of undress belonged to the working order of the
estate rather than to anything private or remarkable. Her posture,
however, was carefully trained, her movements restrained in a
way that suggested instruction rather than natural ease. She did
not meet anyone’s gaze for longer than necessary. She simply
fulfilled her function within the space assigned to her.

Dmitri remained at a distance near the edge of the pavilion,
motionless except for the subtle adjustments of balance that kept
him correctly positioned without needing direction.

Mrs. Kestrel sat with composed precision, as though even the
act of taking tea was a continuation of administrative procedure
rather than a pause from it.

Varvara, however, no longer observed the setting with the
uncertainty of arrival.

Something in her had already shifted.

The conversation, when it began, did not require prompting.

Mrs. Kestrel’s questions were specific — practical, almost
clinical in their framing: numbers, categories, intended use,
expectations of capacity, and the level of autonomy Varvara
imagined for what she called her “selection.”



Varvara answered without hesitation. At first, her responses
carried the tone of imitation — echoing the language she had
heard from Yelena during the journey, shaped by its structure but
not yet fully owned. But gradually, that changed. The cadence
became her own. She began to refine her answers mid-sentence,
adjusting meaning rather than merely delivering it, as though she
were discovering that the act of speaking here was not passive
disclosure, but a form of positioning.

Yelena watched this shift in silence. Not interrupting. Not
correcting. Only observing, with the faint stillness of someone
recognizing the point at which instruction had begun to transform
into preference.

Mrs. Kestrel, meanwhile, continued to guide the exchange
with quiet efficiency, allowing Varvara’s confidence to surface
without resistance, only redirecting it when necessary into clearer
definitions.

Dmitri remained in the periphery of the scene, unchanged
— a stable reference point within a conversation that no longer
needed him to define itself.

And for the first time since entering the estate, Varvara felt
something subtle but unmistakable: not that she was being led
through a system, but that she was beginning to participate in its
articulation.

Footsteps approached along the stone path outside the pavilion
— steady, unmarked by haste, and carrying the kind of certainty
that did not invite interruption.



The woman who entered did not announce herself in advance
of her presence. She simply arrived, as though the space had
already accounted for her.

She was well past fifty, yet carried her age not as a decline,
but as a refinement — something carefully distilled over time
rather than eroded by it. There was an ease in the way she held
herself that did not depend on youth, but on long familiarity with
being observed and not yielding anything unnecessary in return.
Varvara found herself, almost unexpectedly, noting the line of
her posture, the composed clarity of her face, and thinking with
a brief, unguarded flicker of attention that she might have wished
to age in the same manner, without loss of presence.

Her dress was practical, but not provincial; maintained with
care rather than display. The cut was simple and well-considered,
suited to movement and daily function, yet clearly chosen with
an understanding of proportion and restraint. There was nothing
theatrical in it, nothing that echoed the sharper, almost masculine
precision of the estate administrator’s attire, and yet it avoided
any suggestion of neglect. It belonged to someone who moved
comfortably within the structure of the estate, without needing
to announce authority through contrast.

The pavilion quieted in a slightly different way when she
arrived — not through interruption, but through a redistribution
of attention, as though the air itself adjusted its centre of gravity.

Mrs. Kestrel rose, just enough to acknowledge presence
without breaking composure.



“Countess Orlova”, she said evenly.

The Countess gave a small, almost absent movement of her
hand, as if brushing away a formality that had already grown
tiresome long before this meeting began.

“Please”, she said, a faint smile touching the edge of her voice,
“just Natalia.”

Mrs. Kestrel inclined her head once, acknowledging the
adjustment without commenting on it.

“Miss Varvara Morozova”, she said, turning slightly, “and
Madame Yelena Morozova.”

Neither Varvara nor Yelena rose.

“I have heard of you”, Varvara said simply. “A great deal, in
fact.”

Her words were carefully placed, polite in form but not
entirely neutral in intent — as though she were weighing not only
what was being said, but the shape of the response it was allowed
to produce, and how much of it belonged to reputation carried
forward, and how much to the present moment in which it was
being spoken.

A brief silence followed.

The woman lowered herself into her seat as if the decision to
do so had already been made before the moment of movement.
There was no adjustment, no settling in stages — only the final
completion of a posture that seemed to continue a thought rather
than begin one.

Yelena did not look at Varvara when she spoke. Her attention



remained on Natalia, and there was in her voice a quality of
settled recognition — neither formal nor familiar in an obvious
way, but fixed, as though the boundaries of their acquaintance
had been long established and required no renewal.

“Natalia Alexandrovna”, she said quietly, using the name
without emphasis. It was not a correction, and not an introduction
— more like the quiet activation of something already agreed
upon in another time. “It has been some years.”

Natalia’s gaze lingered on Yelena for a fraction longer than
it did on Varvara, not in surprise, but in recognition that had
already been accounted for long before it surfaced in speech.

A faint, almost private smile touched her lips.

“Of course”, she said lightly. “The world does have a habit of
remaining conveniently small.”

There was no elaboration in her tone, no invitation to
reopen what had clearly been closed elsewhere. Only the
acknowledgement itself — precise, contained, and left at that.

Her attention then shifted fully to Varvara. Not appraising in
any crude sense, but with a steady interest that suggested she
was already adjusting her understanding of the situation to the
presence now before her.

“And you,” she added, as if gently confirming something
already understood, “have traveled here for a reason that is
evidently not purely geographical.”

A faint hint of amusement followed the words, as though
she found the obviousness of that statement mildly entertaining



rather than necessary.

Mrs. Kestrel did not allow the pause to extend.

“The young lady has come”, she said, “with an inquiry
regarding acquisition from the trained stock. She is interested
in assessing suitable candidates for inclusion into her household,
with potential long-term management on her own terms.”

The phrasing was careful — neither softened nor exaggerated
— as though she were translating intention into administrative
language that the estate could process without distortion.

Natalia listened without interruption. When she finally spoke
again, her gaze remained on Varvara.

“Well”, she said, her tone still light, “that is at least an honest
way to arrive at curiosity.”

Varvara reacted at once.

“I would not call it curiosity”, she said. “That sounds like
something you say about a girl looking through a window.” Her
tone remained steady, but there was more insistence in it now,
as if she were correcting not only Natalia’s wording, but the
very framing of her presence here. “I already have my own
arrangements”, she said. “I already have a slave.”

“I am looking for something more like a vocation,” Varvara
added after a brief pause. “A direction. And it seems [ may have
found it.”

Natalia’s gaze shifted, briefly and almost without emphasis,
past Varvara’s shoulder — toward Dmitri standing at a careful
distance behind her.



A faint, controlled trace of amusement touched her
expression, not quite allowed to become a smile.

“Managing men?” she asked lightly.

“Yes”, Varvara said at once, without hesitation. “If you want
to put it simply. Making money, building reputation, achieving
something that is noticed — something that matters.”

Her words came more freely now, as if the framing itself had
given her permission to articulate what had already been forming
beneath earlier restraint.

“Not just possession”, she added. “Use. Influence. Success
that can be measured.”

Natalia listened in silence for a moment, her expression
composed, almost thoughtfully so.

“That is a very promising ambition”, she said at last. “And, I
would say, a rather respectable one.”

There was a faint warmth in her tone — perfectly
placed, perfectly controlled — which might have passed for
encouragement to anyone less attentive.

Varvara, however, did not register the slightest irony in it.

Behind them, the naked slave girl moved forward with a fresh
pour of tea. The porcelain clicked softly as cups were refilled
with careful precision, the gesture performed without hesitation
or attention to anything beyond its immediate function.

Yelena, who until now had allowed the conversation to
belong almost entirely to Varvara, finally intervened with quiet
smoothness, setting down her teacup before speaking.



“To be fair”, she said, with the faintest suggestion of
amusement, “my stepdaughter’s interests are not entirely
abstract.”

Her eyes moved briefly towards Dmitri, then back to Natalia.

“She is particularly interested in the possibility of acquiring a
man strong enough to serve not only as property, but as personal
protection. Someone physically formidable, disciplined, reliable
in conflict, and capable of bringing distinction to her household
in public competition as well.”

A slight pause followed.

“In other words,” Yelena added calmly, “not merely a servant,
but an asset.”

Before the pause could settle too fully into Yelena’s version of
the matter, Varvara spoke again.

“And sufficiently trained,” she added, “that he does not
require constant supervision to remain functional.”

Her tone remained composed, though there was a noticeable
firmness beneath it now — the quiet insistence of someone
unwilling to be returned to the position of a child listening beside
older women.

“I am not looking to spend years raising a man into
usefulness”, she continued. “If I acquire someone, I expect
him to arrive already disciplined, experienced, and capable of
understanding his place without needing a nurse attached to him
every hour of the day.” She allowed herself the faintest trace
of disdain at that last idea. “I have no intention of investing in



continual supervision merely to keep a grown man useful.”

Yelena finally intervened before Varvara could continue the
thought further.

“And sufficiently obedient”, she added calmly, her gaze
drifting for a brief moment towards the naked servant standing
motionless behind Natalia’s chair. “Strength is impressive only up
to the point where it begins creating unnecessary complications.”

A faint pause followed.

“My stepdaughter is looking for something substantial”,
Yelena continued, “not something uncontrollable. A man who
understands limits before they must be enforced repeatedly.”

Yelena glanced briefly into her teacup, as though considering
whether the problem she described was theoretical at all.

“In other words,” she said casually, “someone unlikely to
break half the household merely because he has muscles and
imagination.”

Natalia looked at Yelena for a moment longer than before,
as if weighing not the words themselves, but the structure they
implied.

“Am I correct in understanding”, she said, her tone still light,
“that you are not merely aware of your stepdaughter’s intentions,
but are also prepared to support them?”

Her gaze touched Varvara, then returned to Yelena.

“Because what she is describing is not simply acquisition,”
Natalia continued. “It involves systems of training, preparation,
competition. Consequences, as well. The kind of framework that



does not exist in isolation.”

A faint pause followed, just enough to mark the transition
from observation to clarification.

Yelena did not look away.

“Yes”, she said simply. “That is accurate.”

Natalia accepted the answer without visible reaction, as
though the confirmation merely aligned her understanding with
something already assumed.

“Then we are no longer speaking in abstractions,” she
said at last. Her tone remained light, but the content shifted
the conversation into a different register. “If what you are
considering includes participation in competitive circuits,” she
continued, “then you will need to be more precise about what
you intend to acquire.”

A brief pause — not for emphasis, but for structure.

“There are different categories,” Natalia said. “Some are
suited for private use. Some for controlled demonstration. And
some for sustained performance under formal evaluation.”

Her eyes stayed on Varvara.

“Strength alone is not sufficient in any of them. Discipline
matters more. Predictability even more than that. And of
course,” she added, “there is the question of where you intend
to keep such a man. Here, under supervision of the estate?
Or in your own household in Chernograd, with your own staff
managing his condition between events?”

A faint trace of amusement touched her voice again, though



it never became overt.

“Because those two arrangements,
“produce very different outcomes.”

Varvara listened without interruption, allowing Natalia’s
distinctions to settle fully before responding. When she spoke,
it was with the quiet assurance of someone who had already
resolved the direction of the conversation for herself.

“Then perhaps we should begin more simply”, she said. “By
seeing what is actually available for purchase.”

A brief pause followed, not for uncertainty, but for completion
of thought.

“And only after that,” Varvara added, “decide what can be
done with it.”

Natalia regarded her for a moment, the faintest trace of
approval — or at least recognition of logic — moving through
her expression.

“That”, she said, “is a perfectly pragmatic approach.”

She rose at once, as though the conclusion of intent naturally
required a change in position.

“In that case,” Natalia continued, “we should not remain here
discussing categories.” Her gaze shifted toward the open side of
the pavilion, where the grounds extended beyond. “If you would
follow me,” she added lightly, “I will show you what is currently
on offer.”

Mrs. Kestrel stepped aside immediately to clear the path. The
naked servant moved with the same trained instinct, lowering her

kbl

Natalia concluded,



gaze as the women passed.

Varvara rose quickly enough to suggest eagerness, though not
so quickly as to appear childish in it. Dmitri fell into place behind
her at once.

Outside, the estate unfolded less like a country residence
than a disciplined organism spread across land too large to
govern casually. Gravel paths divided training yards, stables,
bathhouses, low administrative buildings, fenced exercise
grounds. Everywhere there were signs not merely of wealth,
but of continuous supervision — the kind maintained through
routine rather than spectacle.

The air carried the mingled scents of warm timber, leather,
horse sweat, damp earth, soap, and sun-heated grass.

They had not gone far before voices reached them from
beyond a low fence to the right.

Not loud voices.

Measured ones.

Natalia altered direction slightly without interrupting the pace
of her walk.

“You may as well see the domestic side of the estate first,” she
remarked. “Most visitors imagine only the men.”

Beyond the fence lay a broad enclosed yard half-covered by
the shadow of a long wooden structure. Several female slaves
occupied the space under supervision, all of them naked despite
the open daylight and the movement of workers nearby.

The variety among them struck Varvara first.



One appeared scarcely older than herself, narrow-hipped and
pale beneath the sun, her fair hair braided tightly against her
neck. Another was fuller-bodied, darker-skinned from prolonged
labor outdoors, with the settled physical confidence of a woman
long accustomed to being observed. A third, perhaps nearing
forty, carried herself with a composure almost matronly despite
her nakedness, as though modesty itself had gradually become
administratively irrelevant within the estate.

None attempted concealment.

None behaved theatrically submissive.

They simply existed within the structure surrounding them.

At the centre of the yard stood a tall grey-haired man in riding
clothes, broad through the shoulders despite his age, one gloved
hand resting behind his back while the other held a long leather
strap.

Her posture was disciplined rather than panicked. Both hands
remained exactly where they had been placed upon the wooden
support, though the tension running through her back and thighs
was plainly visible beneath the sun-warmed skin.

The sound came a moment later.

Leather striking flesh.

Clean. Precise. Sharp enough to carry across the yard without
effort.

Varvara felt her own shoulders tighten in response.

The young woman drew in a sudden breath, her fingers
pressing harder against the wood, but no cry escaped her.



The grey-haired man lowered the strap slightly, watching her
with the measured attention of someone evaluating endurance
rather than inflicting anger.

“Do not shift,” he said calmly.

At once, the slave steadied herself again, forcing the strain out
of her posture until she stood motionless beneath his inspection.

Only then did the man glance towards the approaching group.

His eyes moved first to Natalia, then to Yelena, then briefly
to Varvara — assessing, not lingering.

“Well”, he remarked in a dry voice, “either commerce has
arrived, or my wife has found herself another ambitious young
aristocrat to corrupt.”

Natalia exhaled something very close to a laugh.

“My dear,” she replied, “you say that as though corruption
here were not thoroughly systematized already.”

The grey-haired man acknowledged the newcomers with little
more than a brief inclination of the head before returning his
attention to the young naked woman before him, as though
interruption altered neither the rhythm of the work nor its
importance.

The leather strap rose once more.

This time Varvara watched the movement itself — the
measured economy of the arm, the absence of theatrical force,
the precision with which the blow was placed across the already
reddening skin of the woman’s thighs.

Again the slave tightened against the wooden support.



Again she remained silent.

“Better”, the man said calmly.

Only then did Natalia resume walking.

“They are not kept here merely for decoration”, she remarked
as the group continued along the fence line. “Although some
guests persist in imagining otherwise.”

Behind them, another sharp report crossed the yard.

“The female division of the estate serves several purposes”,
Natalia continued. “Domestic labor, hospitality, discipline
management, breeding contracts, administrative support. Some
remain permanently within the household structure. Others are
sold or transferred according to demand.”

As she spoke, one of the older naked women crossed the
yard carrying folded linens in her arms with the composed
assurance of a long-established servant, scarcely acknowledging
the punishment taking place a few paces away.

“Many of the men require controlled environments”, Natalia
added. “Particularly during periods of intensive training or
competition preparation. Women are often more effective in
maintaining behavioral stability around them than male staff.”

Yelena glanced once toward the yard.

“Because the men behave differently under female
supervision,” she said.

Natalia nodded.

“In most cases, yes. Especially once hierarchy has been
properly established.”



Another of the slaves approached the grey-haired man
carrying fresh water and a clean cloth. She, too, was naked,
though the ease of her movements suggested that clothing had
long ceased to define either dignity or exposure within the estate.

Varvara found herself looking not at the punishment now, but
at the women surrounding it.

None appeared frightened.

None hurried.

The entire scene possessed the strange composure of ordinary
work being performed exactly where it belonged.

They left the yard behind them gradually, though the sounds
of it — leather, footsteps, quiet commands — continued to drift
across the estate long after the fence itself had fallen from view.

The next enclosure stood further from the main activity of
the grounds, partially shaded by tall pines whose resinous scent
thickened the warm afternoon air. At first glance the space
appeared almost empty.

Then Varvara saw the crosses.

Two upright wooden frames had been fixed into the earth
several yards apart. Against each of them stood a naked
woman secured by wrists and ankles, arms spread wide by the
restraints in a posture that carried something disturbingly close
to ceremonial symmetry.

Both were young.

One dark-haired, narrow-waisted, her head lowered so that
loose strands of black hair clung against her flushed cheek and




throat. The other fair-haired and softer-bodied, the roundness
of pregnancy unmistakable beneath the tension of her restrained
posture.

Varvara slowed without quite intending to.

Neither woman struggled.

The blonde shifted first, carefully adjusting her weight with
the slow discomfort of someone whose back had already
remained strained too long beneath both restraint and pregnancy.

Natalia noticed the direction of Varvara’s attention
immediately.

“The brunette attempted to injure one of the stable boys with
a grooming hook three days ago”, she explained with matter-of-
fact calm. “Not seriously. More from temper than intent.”

Her gaze moved briefly towards the blonde.

“And this one,” she continued, “has developed the unfortunate
habit of ignoring movement restrictions during pregnancy.”

Yelena’s eyes lingered on the pregnant slave.

“She works despite condition?”

“Within limits,” Natalia replied. “Idleness produces worse
behavior than labor in many cases.”

The blonde lowered her head slightly at the sound of
voices nearby, though whether from embarrassment or simple
exhaustion remained difficult to tell.

“The restraints are corrective rather than painful,”
Natalia added. “Immobilization discourages impulsive behavior
remarkably well. Particularly in individuals inclined to dramatize



disobedience in order to attract attention.”

As though hearing herself discussed, the dark-haired woman
shifted sharply against the bindings with visible irritation.

The movement earned her nothing more than a cool glance
from Natalia.

“You see?” she remarked lightly. “Still performing.”

“May I?” Varvara asked.

Natalia glanced at her once.

“Of course.”

Varvara stepped away from the path and crossed the dry grass
slowly, aware now of the silence with which both restrained
women followed her approach.

Up close, the scale of the wooden frames appeared more
severe than from a distance. The restraints had been fastened
with practical efficiency: leather cuffs around wrists and ankles,
tight enough to prevent movement, broad enough not to cut the
skin.

Varvara stopped beside the blonde.

The pregnant woman’s stomach stood almost level with her
eyes, the pale skin drawn taut beneath the afternoon light with
that strange firmness unique to late pregnancy — delicate and
heavy at once.

For a moment Varvara simply looked.

Then she lifted her hand.

The slave flinched faintly at the first contact, more from
surprise than fear.



Varvara’s fingers moved slowly across the stretched skin,
testing its warmth, its tension, the undeniable presence of life
beneath it. The sensation unsettled her more than she expected.

The blonde lowered her gaze but did not otherwise move.

Curiosity overcame hesitation.

Varvara let her hand drift lower, lightly touching the soft
blond curls beneath the rounded weight of the woman’s belly,
examining them with the same absorbed attention she might have
given an unfamiliar fabric or rare animal.

Behind her, Natalia remained entirely composed.

“Do the women here often become pregnant?” Varvara asked
without turning.

“Only when permitted”, Natalia replied.

The answer came without embarrassment or softness —
merely as fact.

“Breeding within the estate is regulated carefully. Some
women are selected for it.”

Varvara glanced briefly upward.

“And the fathers?”

A faint trace of amusement touched Natalia’s voice.

“In this place”, she said, “the mothers are usually of greater
administrative importance.”

Natalia watched Varvara’s hand rest briefly against the
pregnant curve before continuing in the same even tone.

“There is also a market for women in this condition,” she said.
“Certain clients specifically request pregnant slaves.”



Varvara did not look away as Natalia spoke. Her attention
remained fixed on the pregnant slave — on the tautness of the
skin beneath her fingers, the burdened grace of the body, the
intimate transformation that made the woman appear at once
more vulnerable and more physically present than before.

“They enjoy the altered proportions of the body”, Natalia
continued matter-of-factly. “The fullness. The vulnerability. The
visual contradiction.”

The blonde remained motionless against the cross, breathing
carefully beneath the weight of both restraint and child.

“In many households,” Natalia went on, “such women function
less as labor and more as living ornaments. Dolls, essentially.
Objects of fascination.”

A faint pause followed.

“And sometimes instructional ones.”

Yelena glanced at her.

Natalia’s expression barely changed.

“Some wives prefer their daughters to become accustomed
early to the practical realities of ownership before marriage,”
she explained. “Pregnant slaves are useful for that purpose. They
make certain biological processes impossible to romanticize.”

“And afterwards?” Varvara asked.

“After birth, many are sold again”, Natalia replied. “Or
returned under contract, depending on the arrangement.”

Her eyes moved briefly across the restrained blonde with the
calm appraisal of someone discussing estate management rather



than intimacy.

“Pregnancy changes market value”, she added. “But only
temporarily.”

Varvara withdrew her hand at last, though her eyes remained
on the pregnant woman a moment longer than was strictly
necessary.

A slave for breeding, she thought.

An interesting arrangement — though clearly a long-term one.
Slow to develop, slow to prove itself. Not something that yielded
immediate results or visible return.

Still... not without logic.

Her gaze shifted slightly, not fully turning away from the
Crosses.

She became aware, a fraction too late, of Yelena watching
her. Not casually. Not incidentally. But with the quiet precision
of someone following the direction of thought rather than
movement.

Varvara held the awareness for a heartbeat longer, then
allowed her expression to remain unchanged — composed,
contained, offering nothing that could be called confirmation.
Yet the feeling persisted. As if her thinking had briefly become
visible in the air between them, and Yelena had simply chosen
not to interrupt it.

They left the crosses behind them without further comment,
the estate absorbing their passage as if it had never paused at all.

The path widened as they approached the men’s territory.



The change was immediate, though not announced in any
architectural sense. It was carried instead by sound, scent, and
density of presence — a thick, primal energy that made Varvara’s
breath catch in her throat.

The air grew heavier with effort — sweat, heated metal, oiled
leather, damp earth turned repeatedly under heavy boots. The
scent was raw, almost animal, and it sent a strange tremor through
her limbs. Voices became fewer, but deeper when they appeared,
shaped less for conversation than for instruction and response —
commands that carried weight, that demanded obedience.

Ahead, the fencing opened into a vast training ground. It was
not a yard so much as a system of contained force — a living,
breathing entity that pulsed with raw power.

Groups of men occupied it in different states of exertion:
some running controlled circuits marked by posts and chains,
their bare feet pounding the earth, muscles rippling with every
stride; others lifting weighted frames, veins standing out on
their arms and necks; others locked in supervised grappling on
packed sand where instructors observed without interruption,
intervening only with short commands that immediately altered
posture, grip, or thythm.

Nakedness here was uniform, not theatrical — stripped not
for display but for efficiency. Skin glistened with sweat beneath
the pale sun, muscles working in clear mechanical articulation,
bodies reduced to function, endurance, correction. Varvara’s
cheeks burned as her gaze involuntarily traced the lines of



their bodies — the broad shoulders, the flexing thighs, the way
their forms moved with brutal grace. She tried to focus on the
system, on the patterns of control, but her eyes kept catching on
details she had never seen so openly before: the way their bodies
responded to exertion, the shifting shapes beneath the skin, the
unavoidable signs of their masculinity in various states of tension.

At intervals, men stood at attention while being assessed:
height, stance, breathing, recovery time. Others knelt while
bindings were checked or adjusted, not as punishment but as
maintenance of compliance. Each time her eyes landed on a
new figure, a flush crept up her neck — hot, confusing, almost
shameful. She tried to look away, to study the instructors instead,
seeking refuge in their controlled postures. But the men’s raw
presence overwhelmed her: muscles straining, sweat pouring,
and between their legs, penises and scrotums bobbing and
swaying with each powerful stride — a visceral, unignorable
truth that pulled her gaze back, again and again.

Mrs. Kestrel was already there. No longer simply their guide
through the estate, she now appeared as something closer to
its operational centre — moving along the edge of the training
ground with a clipped economy of motion that left no doubt
about where attention converged when decisions were required.

She carried no visible instrument of force, yet nothing in
the space appeared to operate independently of her presence. A
brief gesture redirected a running line. A glance corrected a pair
of grapplers. A single word halted a group mid-exertion until



alignment was restored.

The men responded instantly, without hesitation, as if the
delay between command and obedience had been engineered out
of them long ago. Varvara watched, fascinated and unsettled, as
one man froze mid-stride at a mere flick of Mrs. Kestrel’s wrist
— his chest heaving, sweat running down his torso, his body
utterly still except for the pulse in his neck. Her gaze caught on
the taut, rounded muscles of his buttocks, the way they held their
shape even in complete stillness, and the heavy, sweat-slicked
form between his legs. A hot flush crept up her neck, but she
could not look away. She felt a strange tightness in her chest,
a mixture of awe and something else — something warm and
unnamed — coiling low in her belly.

Near the centre of the ground stood several figures who drew
attention not by action but by stillness. Stronger than the rest.
Broader through shoulder and chest. Their restraint was subtler
— not physical confinement, but the visible discipline of those
accustomed to being observed as assets rather than individuals.

One of them bore faint markings across his torso, old and
uneven, the kind that suggested repeated correction over time
rather than a single incident. Another kept his gaze lowered
even while standing fully exposed in the open light, breathing
controlled and measured, as though conserving himself for
evaluation. Varvara’s breath hitched as she met his eyes for a
fleeting moment — dark, intense, yet utterly disciplined. She
looked away quickly, her face flushing hotter than before.



Mrs. Kestrel noticed the approaching group before anyone
else broke rhythm. She turned just enough to acknowledge their
arrival without interrupting the flow of what she was already
managing across the training ground. “Everything is prepared,”
she said flatly, her voice carrying cleanly across the yard. “The
men are assembled and ready for inspection.”

Varvara did not register the moment of entry so much as the
moment her attention ceased to have a single point of rest. The
air was different here — thicker with heat and effort, carrying the
sharp, mineral scent of sweat, dust, and worked leather. Sound no
longer drifted in fragments; it came in structured pulses: impact,
breath, command, response. Even silence, when it appeared, felt
administered rather than natural.

And then there were the bodies. Too many at once for
the eye to settle properly. Varvara slowed, not because she
intended to, but because her attention had nowhere stable to
land. Men filled the space in overlapping fields of activity
— running lines, controlled grappling zones, strength frames,
standing evaluations. All of it stripped down to function, all of it
exposed to the same open light.

She had seen men before.

She had not seen this many, like this, under a single system of
attention. The sheer physical presence of them overwhelmed her
senses — the heat, the movement, the raw masculinity laid bare.
Her pulse quickened, her breath coming faster, and she pressed
her hands against her sides, trying to steady herself.



Something in her resisted naming what she felt. Not
discomfort exactly. Not curiosity either. It was closer to an
internal misalignment — as if the mind had expected categories
and found only force arranged into order, and beneath that, a
primal, visceral awareness of bodies in motion. She tried to think
of the system, of the mechanics of control, but her thoughts kept
stumbling over the reality before her — the sweat-slicked skin,
the powerful limbs, the unavoidable truth of their nakedness.

Her gaze moved, searching for structure. Where had all the
guards gone? The thought came fully formed, almost instinctive.
There should have been visible containment. Separation.
Security. Instead, she saw instructors — few, positioned at edges,
moving with economy rather than display, some of them women.
A short gesture here, a single word there, and entire groups of
men adjusted instantly, as though their motion had been tuned
rather than interrupted.

Varvara’s attention tightened.

“Where are the guards?” she asked at last, not lowering her
voice. Her own voice sounded strange to her — higher, thinner
than usual.

Mrs. Kestrel did not slow.

“There are no separate guards,” she replied evenly. “The
system is its own enforcement.” A pause — not for emphasis,
but because the explanation required no extension. “Those you
see supervising the sectors are sufficient.”

Varvara looked again across the field. A man dropped from



motion into stillness under a brief command, and remained there
without visible strain, as if the transition had been absorbed
long before it became physical. Another group continued their
cycle without interruption, even as an instructor passed directly
between them, correcting rhythm with a single word. Control
here was not applied. It was distributed.

Varvara realized she had been expecting something external
— restraint imposed from above, visible and separate from
the men themselves. Instead, everything she saw suggested the
opposite. The structure did not stand apart from them. It ran
through them.

They continued walking along the edge of the sector, not
entering the fields but moving through corridors of observation
between them. The men did not react to their presence beyond
what protocol required — a shift of attention, a fraction of
stillness, then continuation.

Varvara found herself adjusting her own pace without
deciding to, her heart pounding in a rhythm that felt both foreign
and familiar. Dmitri followed behind her, quieter than before, as
though the space had assigned him a different weight.

Ahead, the training ground extended further than she had first
understood — divided not by walls, but by function, each section
feeding into the next like parts of a single mechanism.

And for the first time since entering the estate, Varvara
stopped trying to decide what she was looking at. She began
trying to understand how it held — how the system worked, how



the men moved, how the power flowed through it all... and how,
despite her best efforts, her body kept responding in ways she
had never known before.

Yelena glanced sideways at Varvara as they walked, the
faintest trace of irony touching her voice.

“So”, she said lightly, “shall we assume you intend to purchase
the entire establishment, or are you planning to be more
selective?”

The question was posed as a joke, but it carried just enough
edge to test the direction of Varvara’s attention.

Varvara did not hesitate.

“I am not here for cocks and flesh”, she replied evenly. “I am
here for controlled strength.”

A brief pause followed — not of uncertainty, but of
redefinition.

Her gaze shifted forward, toward Natalia.

“You mentioned earlier,” she continued, “your more
experienced fighters. The ones suited for serious work. Where
are they kept?”

Natalia did not look surprised.

“They are further in,” she said. “Past the evaluation fields.”

Varvara nodded once.

“Then take us there.”

What she had felt on first exposure — the overwhelming
physical presence of the men, the raw, unfiltered force of their
naked bodies — was still there beneath the surface. But it no



longer dictated her attention. It had been pushed downward,
contained, converted into something quieter and more deliberate.
She did not allow herself to react as a spectator anymore. She
reacted as someone who might decide.

Natalia regarded Varvara for a moment longer than before —
not as a guest now, but as something whose position within the
system was beginning to clarify itself.

“Further in,” she added, turning slightly as they walked, “you
will find those who are no longer in training.”

Yelena gave a soft sound that might have been agreement or
amusement, but did not elaborate.

The path narrowed again, drawing them away from the open
evaluation fields into a more controlled arrangement of space.
What had been spread across wide, visible ground now gathered
into tighter sectors, where movement was less dispersed and
more contained. The noise changed with it — fewer overlapping
rhythms, more isolated bursts of effort, each one followed by a
clear response rather than continuation.

Here the men were fewer, but heavier in presence.

Not in number — in weight of attention.

Varvara noticed it immediately. The difference was not
in appearance alone, but in how the space itself seemed to
accommodate them: pauses lasting a fraction longer, instructions
delivered with reduced volume, movements corrected less often
but with greater consequence when they were.

These were not men being tested in real time.



They were men already understood by the system.

Ahead, a group was engaged in paired work under supervision
— not chaotic, not improvised, but refined down to repeatable
exchanges of force and restraint. Each action followed a visible
logic: approach, contact, adjustment, reset. Nothing wasted.
Nothing left unresolved.

Varvara slowed slightly. Not out of hesitation. Out of
concentration.

There was something different here — not louder, not more
dramatic, but more exact. The kind of precision that implied
experience rather than instruction.

“These are your experienced fighters?” she asked Natalia.

“Yes”, Natalia replied. “The ones who no longer require
constant correction. Only maintenance.”

Varvara looked at them more carefully now.

The thought came without effort: these were not bodies in
development anymore. They were bodies already shaped by use
— by repetition, by control, by consequence.

And the effect of that realization was not purely intellectual.
It tightened her attention in a way she did not yet fully
acknowledge. Not attraction in the simple sense. Something
closer to recognition of value under pressure.

Yelena watched her briefly again, then looked aside, as if
filing away a conclusion she did not yet intend to share.

Natalia continued, calm and precise.

“If you are looking for strength that can be directed without



instability”, she said, “this is where it begins to become reliable.”

Varvara nodded.

At Natalia’s signal, the movement across the training ground
ceased.

It was not a gradual slowing or a natural pause. The change
passed through the space like an instruction that did not need
repetition. One moment the yard was alive with exertion — the
next it held that exertion in suspension.

Bodies stopped mid-cycle. Breath remained heavy, but
contained. Even the residual sound of impact faded into a
controlled stillness, as if the estate had decided to listen instead
of act. For a brief moment, there was no motion at all — only
the presence of what had been moving a second earlier, held in
disciplined interruption.

Then Natalia stepped forward. This time, there was no
boundary left to interpret. Varvara followed her directly into the
space between the men.

The scale of it changed immediately at close range.

They were closer than they had ever been in her experience
— not as distant figures arranged across a field, but as physical
presence occupying the same air. Heat was no longer abstract.
It was carried in skin, in breath, in the faint metallic scent of
exertion and dust clinging to damp muscle.

There were perhaps a dozen of them in this section.

Large men. Some almost unreasonably so — from her
perspective — not exaggerated, but simply built by use and



repetition, as if strength had accumulated over time rather than
been trained into appearance.

They stood as they had been left: still, attentive, waiting. Not
relaxed. Not performing. Held in readiness.

Varvara walked between them.

No one moved.

Not because they were restrained, but because they were not
permitted to be anything else in that moment.

The silence around her felt structured now — not empty, but
arranged.

Her attention did not try to take in all of them at once. That
was impossible here. Instead, it broke into fragments, selecting
without intention.

Three of them, in particular, held her focus longer than the
rest.

The first stood slightly apart from the others, not by position
but by density of presence. Broad shoulders, heavy arms marked
by old strain rather than decoration, the kind of body that
suggested endurance shaped over years rather than weeks. His
skin was tanned and weathered, the lines of his muscles deep
and well-defined. Varvara found herself stepping closer, drawn
by an impulse she did not fully understand. She allowed her gaze
to trace the ridges of his abdomen, the thick cords of muscle in
his thighs, then let her hand drift upward to brush the coarse hair
on his chest. The texture surprised her — rough, alive, primal.
Her fingers lingered, testing the firmness of his pectorals, then



slid lower, following the deep V-line toward his hips. When she
finally let her palm rest lightly on his member, she felt its weight
— heavy and still, not aroused but potent, like a weapon at rest.
He did not flinch, did not react beyond a slight tightening of his
abdominal muscles. His face was calm in a way that did not feel
passive — more like control held in reserve rather than displayed.
When their eyes met briefly, she felt a jolt — not fear, but a
sudden awareness of proximity, of heat, of the sheer physical
mass before her.

The second was younger, but no less imposing in his own
way — movement economy visible even in stillness, as if every
part of him had learned to reduce unnecessary expression. There
was tension there, but it was contained, almost architectural. He
stood with his weight balanced perfectly, his posture relaxed
yet alert. Varvara’s breath caught as she studied him — the
smoothness of his skin contrasting with the hardness beneath, the
way his muscles shifted subtly even when he was not moving. She
reached out, almost without thinking, and let her fingertips trail
along the curve of his buttock, testing its firmness. The muscle
yielded slightly under her touch, then sprang back, dense and
resilient. Emboldened, she ran her hand down the back of his
thigh, tracing the long, powerful line of it. Then, with deliberate
slowness, she cupped his member — light at first, then firmer,
assessing its shape, its response. He remained perfectly still, only
a faint pulse at his temple betraying any awareness. That restraint,
that discipline, sent a shiver through her.



The third drew her attention without clear reason at first. He
was not the largest, but something in the way he held his posture
made the surrounding space feel slightly more defined. As if
proximity to him required a subtle recalibration of awareness.
His body was leaner, more sculpted — every line clean, every
angle precise. When she looked at him, she felt the faint,
uncomfortable recognition of how easily strength could exist
without needing to announce itself. Her gaze lingered on the play
of light across his shoulders, the dip of his spine, the way his
form carried a quiet, unspoken force. She stepped nearer, close
enough to feel the heat radiating from his skin, to catch the scent
of sweat and earth. Her hand rose, almost of its own accord,
and she stroked the flat plane of his stomach, then moved lower,
fingertips skimming the sensitive skin just above his pubic bone.
She did not grasp, only teased — a light touch, a whisper of
contact — yet even that made her breath quicken. For a moment,
she imagined what it would be like to test that contained power
fully, to see how it would respond. A flush rose in her cheeks,
and she forced herself to look away, her pulse quickening, her
skin tingling from the contact.

Varvara continued walking.

Slowly now, not because she hesitated, but because the space
demanded precision from attention rather than speed from
movement.

Around her, the men stayed suspended in disciplined stillness
— bodies held at the edge of action, contained not by force, but



by structure.

And for the first time since entering the estate, Varvara
understood something not intellectually, but physically: this was
not a place where strength was shown. It was a place where
strength was held.

For a brief moment, nothing moved.

Then she noticed him.

Not because he announced himself — but because he did not
participate in the logic of the others at all.

He stood slightly apart from the formation, near the boundary
where the structured ground gave way to the more utilitarian edge
of the sector. Not in the posture of rest, and not in the posture
of attention. Something simpler than both — as if his presence
had temporarily stepped outside the requirement of observation.

At first, she heard it: the steady hiss of a stream against dry
earth, a sound so ordinary it seemed out of place amid the
rhythmic grunts and commands of training. She turned her head,
following the noise, and saw him — unapologetic, unhurried,
fully absorbed in the act.

He was facing away from her, legs slightly spread, one hand
braced against the fence post for balance. The arc of his stream
cut a dark patch into the dust, sending up a faint, earthy scent
that mingled with the sweat and heat of the yard.

Then he turned.

Slowly, as if aware of her gaze but unconcerned by it. His
face was calm, almost serene — no embarrassment, no attempt



to conceal. Varvara’s breath caught as her eyes were drawn
downward: there it was, in his large, calloused hand — his
member, still partly engorged, glistening with moisture, the last
drops of urine clinging to its surface. The skin was tanned and
marked with fine lines, veins tracing its length, the head flushed
a deep, warm tone. It hung heavy in his grip, neither hidden nor
displayed — simply present, a part of him as natural as his arm
or leg.

For a moment, time seemed to pause. The yard’s noise faded
to a distant hum. She stared, unable — and perhaps unwilling
— to look away. The sight was shockingly intimate, yet stripped
of any overt sexuality: a raw, unfiltered glimpse of the body’s
functions, laid bare without shame or artifice.

Her cheeks burned, but not from embarrassment alone.
There was fascination there, too — a primal recognition of
masculinity in its most elemental form. She had seen strength,
discipline, power in the other men. Here, she saw something
else: the simple, unadorned truth of the male body, unbound by
performance or expectation.

He finished, tucked himself away with the same unhurried
calm, and turned fully to face her. Their eyes met. He gave
the faintest nod — not a greeting, not a challenge, but an
acknowledgment. A silent you saw, and I know you saw.

Varvara felt a strange tightness in her chest. She held his gaze
for a beat longer than necessary, then turned away, her pulse
quickening, the image lingering behind her eyelids.



He was older than most of the others.

Not aged, but no longer formed by the immediacy of youth.
He was not especially tall, yet his body carried a different kind
of construction — dense rather than expansive, compact in the
way certain working animals appeared compact: built not for
display, but for endurance and force. Thick shoulders set into a
broad back, arms heavy with accumulated strength rather than
ornament, legs planted with the quiet certainty of weight that
did not need correction. There was nothing decorative in him.
Everything looked used, and still fully functional.

His head was closely shaved, which made the structure of his
skull and neck more visible — the hard geometry of bone under
skin that had seen time and work rather than care.

And then, incongruously, Varvara saw what made him stand
out even more sharply than his size or stillness.

He was not performing stillness at all.

He was simply not participating.

A few steps further away from the marked training lanes,
turned slightly aside from the group, he was relieving himself
with the same absence of self-consciousness that marked
everything else about him — as if even this act belonged to the
same category as breathing or standing.

No one reacted. No instructor corrected him. No shift of
attention passed through the field. It was as though the system
had registered him as something that did not require inclusion
in its moment-to-moment discipline, without ever removing him



from it.

Varvara sensed the contradiction immediately, before it could
take shape in words.

He was not outside the system, but neither did he seem entirely
contained by it.

And in that instant, her understanding of control shifted —
not as a matter of absence, but of exception.

Natalia’s gaze followed Varvara’s, noting each pause and
hesitation, each place where her attention settled a fraction longer
than the rest.

“These are my men”, she said at last, without changing tone.

There was no emphasis in it, no display — only fact, stated as
something that did not require reinforcement.

She turned toward Varvara.

“Did you see what you were looking for?”

A brief pause followed, short and functional, not shaped for
expectation.

“If you didn’t,” Natalia added, “we can go over it again, or
decide how you want to proceed.”

She spoke as if adjusting a sequence already in motion, not
offering alternatives but acknowledging what already existed.
She turned away from the field without further glance and led
them toward a covered pavilion at the edge of the sector — a
simple structure of timber and shade cloth, open on all sides to
the air but removed enough from the yard to soften the heat and
noise of it.



Inside, there were a few low benches and a table worn smooth
by use rather than display. The space carried the same sense of
order as the field, but less exposed, more settled — a place where
observation could turn into discussion.

Natalia took her seat, as if the transition from oversight to rest
required no adjustment at all.

Varvara remained standing a moment longer, her attention
still partially caught by what they had just left behind.

“That man”, she said at last, without looking back toward the
yard. “The one who didn’t even notice us... the one who was
relieving himself. Who was he?”

Natalia followed her gaze briefly, then returned it to Varvara.

“Ah,” she said calmly. “That is the one called Grim.”

A faint pause followed, not for effect, but as if selecting how
far back to reach.

“He has been here longer than most of the structure itself,”
Natalia added. “In every sense that matters.” She glanced toward
the yard, then kept her focus on Varvara. “He was brought in
young — barely more than a boy. Now he is close to forty. Sold,
resold, and returned more than once. He has earned significant
sums for those who owned him — until he was broken badly
enough to be sent back. Our doctors repaired him each time. Our
instructors rebuilt what could be rebuilt. And each time he was
sold again, he performed as expected.” A small pause. “Now he
has returned.”

There was no pity in her tone, and no admiration either —



only the quiet recognition of something that had been processed
by the system too many times to be surprising.

Natalia allowed the silence to settle for a moment, as if
Varvara’s question had opened something too simple to rush past.

Varvara’s voice came with a trace of hesitation, almost
cautious. “So... he wins?”

Natalia did not answer immediately. Her gaze shifted briefly
toward Yelena — a short, knowing exchange — then returned
to Varvara.

“That depends on what you call winning,” she said simply.
“From what I've seen, it means he knows how to lose.”

Yelena let the conversation sit for a moment before stepping
into it as if she were simply continuing its natural flow.

“I did notice something”, she said lightly. “Varvara seemed
drawn to more than one of them.” Her eyes moved briefly
toward the training ground, then back. “Perhaps it would help to
see them properly tested against each other. Sometimes choice
becomes clearer when strength is placed under pressure.”

Varvara did not look surprised. If anything, the suggestion
seemed to confirm something she had already stopped
questioning internally.

“I think that would be useful”, she said. Her voice was steady,
but the decision in it had already been made elsewhere. “I want
to see Grim against your strongest fighter.”

Natalia regarded her for a moment without comment, then
gave a small nod toward Mrs. Kestrel.



Mrs. Kestrel turned at once and left the shaded area, moving
back toward the training ground with the efficiency of someone
carrying out an instruction that required no interpretation.

Natalia’s attention returned to Varvara.

“So”, she said quietly, “you have decided what you want
confirmed.”

It was not a question.

“I like men who piss on demand — their own, not someone
else’s,” Varvara said smiling.

A short while later, Mrs. Kestrel reappeared from the training
ground with the two men following behind her.

Grim walked without visible haste, carrying himself with the
same heavy, self-contained calm Varvara had already begun to
associate with him. Next to him came another fighter — younger
by at least a decade, taller, broader through the chest, his body
cleaner in its lines and more conventionally impressive at first
glance.

They stopped before the women and remained there in
disciplined stillness, awaiting instruction.

The contrast between them became immediate once they
stood side by side.

The younger man possessed the kind of physique that declared
itself easily: long limbs, pronounced musculature, smooth skin
drawn tightly over powerful movement-trained anatomy. His
shoulders were wider, his waist narrower, his posture straighter.
Even standing motionless, he carried the visible confidence of a



body still near its physical peak.

And he was handsome.

Not delicately so, but in the unmistakably masculine way
certain strong men became handsome simply through proportion
and vitality. His jaw was cleanly formed, his features balanced,
his expression controlled without looking dulled by discipline.
The thick length between his legs lay against his thigh like
a sleeping animal — heavy, alive, entirely unashamed of its
existence.

Beside him, Grim looked older in every possible sense.

Not weaker.

Older.

His body lacked the younger fighter’s symmetry and polish.
The muscle across his shoulders and arms was thicker, less
defined, accumulated through strain rather than refinement. Old
scars interrupted the natural flow of skin and shape. One knee
carried the faint stiffness of damage long healed but never erased
entirely. His torso bore the dense solidity of something rebuilt
too many times to remain elegant.

And yet, beside the younger fighter, he somehow altered the
balance of the space around him.

Varvara found herself studying them with growing
concentration.

Objectively, the younger fighter surpassed Grim almost
everywhere: height, speed, beauty, proportion. Even his stillness
looked cleaner, easier. But Grim carried something the other



man did not: wear, history, proof.

Varvara’s eyes moved once more between them.

If Grim lost, she thought suddenly, perhaps the younger one
would be the better choice after all.

Natalia rose slightly from her seat, not fully standing, but
enough for the shift in posture to alter the atmosphere beneath
the pavilion.

“This is a training match”, she said. “No strikes. No deliberate
injury. You are here to demonstrate control, strength, and
technical superiority — not damage.”

Her eyes moved from one fighter to the other.

“The loser is the man who remains on his back for a count of
three without regaining his footing.”

Nothing in her tone suggested spectacle. The rules were
delivered with the calm familiarity of procedures repeated many
times before.

Neither fighter asked a question.

The younger man stepped forward first, rolling his shoulders
once before settling into position, balanced lightly despite his
size. Across from him, Grim moved more slowly. Not hesitantly
— simply without wasting motion. His feet planted into the
packed ground with quiet certainty, knees slightly bent, thick
arms loose at his sides.

For a moment they stood facing one another beneath the
open air of the pavilion’s edge, naked bodies marked by entirely
different histories of strength.



The younger fighter looked sharper, cleaner, faster.

Grim looked as though he had survived too many impacts to
be impressed by another one.

Around them, the estate seemed to narrow into stillness. Even
the distant sounds from the training yards faded beneath the
dense anticipation gathering in the shaded heat.

Varvara became suddenly aware of her own breathing.

For several seconds neither man moved.

They circled slowly across the packed ground beneath the
pavilion’s edge, feet adjusting in small increments, shoulders
loose, eyes fixed not on the face but on balance, breathing, weight
distribution. The younger fighter carried himself with visible
confidence, light for a man of his size, every movement clean
and economical. Beside him, Grim looked almost cumbersome
by comparison — thicker through the torso, heavier in the hips
and shoulders, his body bearing the accumulated density of years
rather than athletic polish.

Then the younger man moved first.

Fast.

Far faster than Varvara had expected from something so large.

He closed the distance sharply, one arm locking around
Grim’s upper body while his shoulder drove inward with enough
force to shift both men sideways across the dirt. Muscles
tightened instantly along both bodies — backs flexing, thighs
bracing, feet grinding into the earth for leverage.

Varvara felt her breath catch.



Up close, stripped of clothing and spectacle alike, the violence
of physical strength became strangely intimate. Sweat flashed
along shoulders and ribs. Thick muscles rolled beneath skin
under the strain of resisting weight and momentum. The sound of
exertion filled the shaded air — breath forced through clenched
teeth, heels digging into packed soil, flesh colliding with flesh
hard enough to echo through the wooden supports around them.

The younger fighter dominated the opening exchange almost
immediately.

He drove Grim backward twice in succession, forcing the
older man into increasingly defensive positions. One powerful
turn nearly brought Grim down entirely; only a brutal adjustment
of balance kept him from hitting the ground outright. The
younger fighter pressed harder, confidence becoming visible
now 1in the rhythm of his attacks.

Varvara saw it too. The speed. The cleaner technique. The
superior condition.

Even beside Grim’s dense, battle-worn mass, the younger man
looked magnificent in motion — powerful without heaviness,
his body responding instantly to force and counterforce alike.
Heat flushed visibly across his chest and throat. Sweat darkened
the coarse hair beneath his arms and across the centre of his
torso. Between his legs, the heavy movement of exertion gave his
nakedness an almost unsettling naturalness, as though the body
had ceased to distinguish between combat and exposure.

Again the younger fighter drove forward.



This time he caught Grim fully, locking him in a crushing
upper hold that forced the older man downward onto one knee.

Varvara leaned forward before realizing she had moved.

For the first time since the match began, Grim looked worn.
Not diminished. Worn.

The younger fighter tightened the hold, his back and naked
buttocks flexing brutally under the strain as he attempted to force
the final collapse. The outcome suddenly seemed obvious.

Then something changed.

Not in strength.

In rhythm.

Grim stopped resisting directly.

Varvara saw it happen almost too late to understand: the
older man yielded half a step instead of pushing back. His body
softened inward against the pressure for the briefest instant,
allowing the younger fighter to commit more weight, more force,
more certainty into the hold.

A trap.

Before the younger man could correct his balance, Grim
turned.

The movement was horrifyingly efficient.

One thick leg hooked deep behind the other fighter’s stance
while his torso twisted violently beneath the hold instead of
against it. The younger man’s own momentum carried forward
with nothing stable left beneath it. Suddenly all that beautiful
force, all that speed and pressure, had nowhere to go except



downward.

The impact struck the ground hard enough to shake dust loose
from the pavilion beams.

The younger fighter landed flat across his back, the air
exploding from his lungs.

And Grim was already above him. Not striking. Not
scrambling. Simply there — heavy, immovable, one forearm
across the younger man’s chest while his weight pinned hips and
shoulders to the dirt with terrifying certainty.

The younger fighter tried to rise once.

Failed.

Again.

Nothing.

Mrs. Kestrel counted calmly.

“One.”

The younger man strained violently beneath the hold, muscles
standing out along his entire body.

“Two.”

Grim did not appear to exert himself further. That was
somehow the worst part.

“Three.”

Silence settled beneath the pavilion.

Then Grim released him at once and stepped back without
display, breathing hard but evenly, as though the outcome had
merely confirmed something he had known from the beginning.

The younger fighter rose heavily from the ground, breath still



uneven from the struggle. Dust clung to the sweat across his
chest, his thighs, the powerful curve of his bare body now marked
by the unmistakable aftermath of defeat. For a moment he
remained where he was, gathering himself back into composure
with visible effort.

But Varvara scarcely looked at him anymore.

The beauty she had noticed earlier — the clean proportions,
the smooth confidence of youth, the impressive vitality of his
body — had already begun to recede somewhere behind the
simple fact of what had happened.

Her attention belonged entirely elsewhere now.

To Grim.

He stood a short distance away beneath the edge of the
pavilion, broad chest rising slowly with controlled breaths, sweat
darkening the thick hair across his body, dust clinging to
the old architecture of scars and muscle. Nothing about him
looked triumphant. No display, no satisfaction, no hunger for
recognition.

Only certainty.

And suddenly Varvara understood what she had been
responding to from the beginning.

Not beauty.

Not even strength alone.

Survival.

The younger man had looked magnificent while control
belonged to him. Grim had looked most convincing at the exact



moment control appeared to leave him.

That difference settled somewhere deep inside her with almost
frightening clarity.

A strange warmth spread slowly through her chest.

Not merely excitement.

Validation.

She had chosen correctly.

Or perhaps — the thought came quietly, almost cautiously —
perhaps she possessed an instinct for these things after all.

Natalia made a small gesture with her hand — quiet, final.

Both fighters were dismissed at once.

No hesitation, no protest. The younger man stepped back first,
still breathing hard, forcing his body back under control. Grim
turned away more slowly, as if he required less effort to settle
himself. They left the space of the demonstration and returned
toward the yard without looking at the women again.

Only then did Natalia turn fully to Varvara.

“Well?” she asked.

Varvara did not answer immediately. Her gaze still lingered
where the two men had been, as if the space itself had not yet
settled. Then, unexpectedly:

“And if I had told them to kill each other?”

The question landed without softness. It was not curiosity in
the usual sense. It was testing the boundary of what she had just
seen.

Natalia looked at her for a moment.



“Yes”, she said simply. “They would have obeyed.”

A pause — short, factual.

“In Grim’s case, it would have taken less time than this.”

Varvara’s eyes shifted slightly.

“You mean... he has done it before?”

Natalia did not rush to answer. Her attention moved briefly
across the training ground, as if retrieving something stored
rather than remembered.

“Yes,” she said at last. “More than once.”

Her voice remained level, unembellished.

“In different contracts, under different ownership. It happens
in work like this. Rarely. But not exceptionally.”

She looked back at Varvara.

“Grim is not unusual because he has killed,” she added. “He
1s unusual because he continues to function after it.”

She let the moment settle in its own weight — not as silence for
effect, but as calculation finding its final shape. Her eyes moved
once between Varvara and Yelena, and for a brief instant it was
clear she was no longer watching spectators, but variables.

Varvara turned her head fully now, her gaze settling upon
Dmitri. He stood slightly behind her, his posture quiet yet alert,
eyes downcast in the manner he had long since mastered. A
gift from Yelena, just yesterday bestowed with a smile and a
whispered assurance: “He shall serve you well”.

What is given may not be given again, she mused inwardly, the
old adage surfacing with crystalline clarity. Yet she weighed it



against the unvarnished truth: Dmitri had fulfilled his purpose.
He had been her key to this world — the first lesson in power,
possession, and the subtle mechanics of control. She had known
him as a man, had tested his strength and obedience, and found
it sufficient. There remained nothing more to learn from him, no
further insight to glean.

She conjured his image in her mind — Grim, as he had
stood before departing: heavy, calm, utterly indifferent to the
arithmetic of value. The memory of his stillness struck her anew.
It was not the man himself she yearned for, nor the comfort of
the known. It was what he represented — a shift, a breach in the
pattern. Not a return, but a step beyond.

Yelena watched her closely, discerning the shift in her
attention, the subtle realignment of her focus. A faint flicker in
her eyes suggested she followed the course of Varvara’s thoughts,
perhaps even anticipated them.

After a moment’s pause, Varvara turned to Natalia, her voice
measured yet firm:

“Why do you require my slave?”

Natalia met her gaze without flinching. “I do not require him”,
she replied evenly. “But I know those who would pay handsomely
for such a commodity. A man of his bearing, his training — he
would fetch a considerable sum in the right market”.

A brief silence fell, heavy with implication.

“It is not personal”, Natalia continued, “merely commerce. A
transaction, pure and simple”.



Varvara absorbed this, her mind swiftly calculating. No
sentiment, no attachment — only the cold arithmetic of value.
She glanced once more at Dmitri, then allowed her thoughts
to return to the image of Grim. The equation had altered; the
balance had shifted. What had once been a gift now became a
means to an end — a bridge to something greater.

She drew a breath, steadying herself. “Very well”, she said at
last. “We shall proceed on these terms”.

Natalia rose smoothly from her seat, the movement as precise
as every other gesture she had made. A faint, almost approving
smile touched her lips as she looked at Varvara.

“In the future”, she said, “if you decide to purchase another
of my men — or women — I shall offer you a favorable discount
— as a gesture of friendship.”

Her tone was neither flattering nor insincere; it carried
the weight of a genuine offer, delivered with the same calm
efficiency as everything else.

Varvara inclined her head slightly in acknowledgment, but
before she could respond, she caught Yelena’s gaze.

Her stepmother stood a few paces away, one hand resting
lightly on the edge of the wooden table. Her expression was
composed, almost serene — but her eyes held a quiet, knowing
amusement. In that glance, Varvara read the unspoken message
clearly: Trust me, she says this to every buyer at parting. It is
simply the final stroke of the transaction — a sweetener to leave
a pleasant taste.



A faint smile tugged at the corner of Varvara’s mouth. She
understood perfectly. The “favorable discount” was not a special
privilege, but a well-rehearsed line — a small courtesy to seal the
deal, to make each customer feel uniquely valued.

Yet, even as she recognized the ritual, she found herself oddly
gratified. It was not the promise of a future discount that pleased
her, but the acknowledgment it implied: Natalia had registered
her as a serious buyer, one worthy of such an offer.

She turned back to Natalia, meeting her gaze directly.

“I shall remember that”, Varvara said, her voice steady and
measured. “And I shall hold you to it — should the need arise.”

Natalia’s smile deepened, just a fraction. There was a glint
of respect in her eyes — not for the words, but for the quiet
confidence with which they were spoken.

“As you should”, she replied. “A promise made is a promise
kept.”

Yelena stepped forward then, closing the small distance
between them.

“Shall we return to the house?” she suggested, her tone light
but her eyes still holding that knowing gleam. “I believe we have
seen all we needed to see.”

Varvara nodded.

“Yes”, she said. “We have.”

As they turned to leave the pavilion, Varvara allowed herself
one last glance toward the training ground they had crossed
earlier — now bustling with movement: men shifting between



exercises, instructors calling out commands, the steady rhythm of
discipline continuing without pause. But they would not retrace
their steps. A narrow path to the right, shaded by old oaks,
promised a quieter return to the house — a shortcut that bypassed
the noise and heat of the yard.

Somewhere among them, Grim was likely still present —
though she could not see him now. But the image of him
remained: heavy, calm, untouched by the arithmetic of value.

She drew a breath, steadying herself.

The transaction was complete. The real work, she sensed, was
only beginning.

Varvara’s fingers stilled beneath the water, her breath catching
as the memory sharpened. She saw again the precise moment of
reversal — how Grim had yielded just enough to let momentum
betray his opponent, how his body had moved not against force
but with it, redirecting it with terrifying efficiency.

She exhaled slowly, letting the image dissolve back into the
warmth of the water. The sensation returned — that quiet,
unnameable shift in her understanding. Not just of strength, but
of control. Of what it meant to possess, and to be possessed.

Her hand moved again, more deliberately now, following
the contours of her own body as if tracing the lines of that
new knowledge. The water softened every touch, blurring
the boundary between inner and outer, between memory and
sensation. She felt the echo of Grim’s calm, his indifference
to the arithmetic of value. It was not submission, nor was it



defiance. It was something else — a deeper kind of freedom,
rooted in the certainty of one’s own centre.

And suddenly, she understood what had drawn her to him. It
was not the spectacle of power, nor even the promise of victory.
It was the quiet assurance of being, of existing without the need
to prove. The way he had stood relieving himself, unashamed,
unconcerned with observation. The way he had fought — not to
impress, but to resolve.

Her breath quickened, matching the rhythm of her
movements. The memory of the training ground — the heat, the
dust, the raw physicality of bodies in motion — merged with the
present warmth of the bath, with the slow, deliberate exploration
of her own skin. She felt herself coming into focus, not as an
observer, but as a participant. As someone who could choose.

The tension built, subtle and inevitable, coiling low in her
abdomen. Her fingers moved with quiet precision, following
the contours of her body as if tracing the lines of that
new knowledge. The water softened every touch, blurring
the boundary between inner and outer, between memory and
sensation.

Then it came — not a climax of violence, but one of
release. A quiet shudder passed through her, her breath catching
and releasing in a long, slow sigh. For a moment, she existed
only as sensation: warmth, weightlessness, the gentle pulse of
aftershocks beneath the surface of the water.

As her breathing steadied, the memory surfaced — not of



Grim, not of the fight, but of the final moments of negotiation,
when Yelena had made her decisive move.

She saw her stepmother’s calm, composed face, the way her
gaze had sharpened just before she spoke. “There is one detail
you may not know,” Yelena had said, her voice smooth as
polished stone. “Dmitri underwent an operation some time ago.
He retains his function — fully, I assure you — but he is no longer
capable of siring offspring.”

Natalia had paused then, her expression unchanging, but
her eyes had flickered — just slightly — as she recalculated.
“That alters the valuation”, she had replied. “A man without
reproductive capacity is a more contained asset. Less risk, less
long-term investment.”

“Precisely,” Yelena had agreed. “He is a pleasure object, not
a progenitor. His value lies in what he can do, not what he might
create.”

Varvara had watched, silent, as the numbers shifted again
in Natalia’s mind. The price had dropped — not dramatically,
but enough. And with that small adjustment, the deal had been
sealed.

Now, submerged in the warmth of the bath, Varvara
considered it anew. The cold arithmetic of it — how a single
biological detail had become a lever, how Yelena had used it with
such quiet precision, turning what might have been seen as a flaw
into a point of leverage.

A faint smile touched her lips. She understood now what her



stepmother had been teaching her all along: that value was not
inherent, but assigned. That every body carried its own ledger
of usefulness, and that the art lay in knowing which column to
emphasize.

She sank deeper into the water, letting it close over her
shoulders. The lamps cast long, shimmering lines across the
surface, turning the room into a space of liquid light.

I have seen, she thought. I have chosen. And I will choose
again.

Her body relaxed, yielding to the warmth. The day’s events
settled into place, no longer fragments but part of a new,
emerging whole. For now, it was enough to exist in this
suspension — between memory and decision, between past and
future, between the weight of what she had known and the
lightness of what she was becoming.

The carriage rolled smoothly along the shaded lane, the late
afternoon light filtering through the trees in long, slanting beams.
Yelena sat upright, her posture as composed as ever, while
Varvara leaned slightly forward, her gaze fixed on Grim, who sat
opposite them — his large frame filling the space across from
them, his posture relaxed yet alert, his hands resting loosely on
his thighs.

Yelena broke the silence first, her voice calm and
authoritative, addressed both to Varvara and, pointedly, to Grim.

“You are now Varvara’s bodyguard”, she stated. “Your duty
is to protect her with your life. That is your first and foremost



obligation. You answer to her, and through her, to the house, to
me. Your loyalty must be absolute.”

She paused, allowing the weight of the words to settle. Grim
did not respond immediately. He did not nod, nor shift his gaze.
Instead, he remained perfectly still, his eyes fixed somewhere
just beyond Yelena’s shoulder — as if listening not only to
the words, but to the space between them. His silence was not
defiance; it was absorption. He heard, he registered, he accepted.

Varvara watched him for a moment, noting the way his chest
rose and fell in slow, even breaths, the faint pulse at his temple,
the quiet strength in his stillness. Then she spoke, her tone quieter
than Yelena’s, but no less firm.

“That is one part of it,” she said. “But you are also my
fighter. That role should be clear to you without need for lengthy
explanation — it is written in your history, in the way you move,
in what you have survived.”

Grim’s eyes shifted then, meeting hers directly. Not
challenging, not pleading — merely acknowledging. A faint
flicker in his gaze suggested he understood exactly what she
meant: the fights he had endured, the blows he had taken, the
victories won through sheer resilience.

“I will provide you with everything you need to train,” Varvara
continued. “Space, equipment, regimen — whatever is required
to ensure you remain at peak condition and deliver results when
called upon. I expect discipline, focus, and performance. You
will be tested, and you will prove yourself.”



She held his gaze, letting the expectations settle. Then, her
expression softened — just slightly, but perceptibly.

“But there is one distinction you must understand clearly,” she
added, her voice dropping to a near-whisper, though her words
carried with precision. “To the world, you may be a formidable
bulldog — a brute, a weapon, a man others fear. But to me...
you will be a good dog. Obedient. Disciplined. Under control.”

For the first time, a subtle change passed over Grim’s face.
The faintest hint of something like understanding — perhaps
even wry amusement — touched the corner of his mouth. It was
gone in an instant, but Varvara caught it.

He did not speak. Instead, he inclined his head — a single,
deliberate nod. Not the obsequious bow of a servant, but
the acknowledgment of a soldier accepting orders from a
commander he deemed worthy.

Yelena observed this exchange silently, her lips curving in a
thin, satisfied smile. She said nothing more. The terms had been
set.

The carriage continued on, the wheels murmuring over the
gravel. Shadows lengthened across the path, stretching along the
floor of the carriage. Grim remained seated opposite them, his
heavy presence filling the compartment — no longer merely a
purchased man, but a defined part of the order now forming
around Varvara.

The rhythm of the wheels, the gentle sway of the carriage,
the distant sound of hooves on packed earth — all of it began to



blur, to soften, to dissolve into something else. The motion did
not stop, but it changed: from the steady roll of travel to the slow,
weightless suspension of water holding her body.

Varvara opened her eyes, fully aware now of where she was.
The shimmering surface of the bath, the long lines of light cast
by the shaded lamps, the warmth enveloping her skin — all of
it returned with quiet clarity. She had not realized how deeply
she had drifted into memory, how completely the past hour had
pulled her out of the present moment.

She exhaled slowly, letting the last traces of the journey fade.
The heat of the water, the scent of lavender oil, the faint sound
of servants moving softly somewhere in the distant hall — these
were the real sensations, the ones that anchored her here and now.

Her fingers moved again, almost without conscious decision,
tracing a slow line along her thigh beneath the surface. The
memory of Grim’s stillness in the carriage — the way he
had absorbed their words without protest, the faint flicker of
understanding in his eyes — lingered in her mind, merging with
the warmth of the water, with the slow pulse of her own breath.

He is already in place, she thought. Already waiting. Already
serving.

Beyond the door, just a few paces away, Grim stood
motionless. His back was to the wall, his arms crossed over his
chest, his breathing slow and even. He did not listen for sounds,
nor strain to catch a whisper — he simply was, a silent sentinel
anchored to his post.



He knew the layout of the house, the position of every door
— not by habit, but by the sharp clarity of a single passage.
Yelena had walked him through it all just moments ago: the main
hall, the private wing, the servant’s corridors. She had spoken
little, but shown much — pointing out exits, blind spots, angles
of approach with the economy of one who trained fighters. His
mind had absorbed it instantly, as it was designed to do. Now, as
he stood by the door, every detail stood out with the precision of
recent instruction — not the faded contours of memory, but the
sharp edges of what had been pointed out mere moments ago. A
quiet calculation performed without effort.

Inside, Varvara knew exactly where he was — just beyond the
threshold, standing as she had commanded. The thought brought
a faint smile to her lips. This was the new balance: she in her bath,
immersed in sensation; he in the hall, immersed in duty. Their
roles were clear, their places defined. He was not waiting for
her — he was waiting with her, a silent partner in this unfolding
arrangement.

Inside, the water held her weightless. Outside, his weight
held the space. The lamps cast their long, shimmering lines —
fragile, transient — while his silhouette, though unseen, stood as
a constant. She was free to feel, to drift, to explore the depths of
sensation, precisely because he stood firm at the threshold. His
duty was her liberty; his vigilance, her ease. The balance was not
just defined — it was alive.

Varvara tilted her head slightly, just enough for the light to



catch the droplets clinging to her lashes. “Grim”, she called, her
voice soft but clear, cutting through the quiet murmur of the bath
and the distant sounds of the house settling into evening.

He did not hesitate. The door opened with a faint creak, and
he stepped inside, closing it gently behind him. He stood just past
the threshold, broad shoulders filling the space, his posture as
steady and unyielding as ever.

She watched him from beneath the froth of the water, her
gaze traveling over his figure. He wore simple homely clothes
— not the tailored suit that had fit Dmitri so precisely, with its
convenient slits for easy access, but something rougher, more
practical. These garments had come with him from Natalia’s
estate: loose linen trousers tucked into plain boots, a heavy cotton
shirt with wide sleeves rolled to the elbows. They were made for
movement, not display; functional, unadorned, clearly chosen for
a man of his size and purpose, not for the whims of a household’s
more intimate arrangements.

His eyes met hers — direct, unflinching, but without
challenge. He did not look away as she studied him, nor did he
shift under her gaze. There was no embarrassment, no calculation
— only the quiet certainty of one who knew his place and
accepted it.

“Come closer,” she said.

He obeyed without a word, moving forward with that same
deliberate grace she had noted during the fight. Two steps
brought him to the edge of the tub. He stopped there, looking



down at her — a large, solid presence against the delicate
backdrop of porcelain and foam.

The contrast struck her: the raw power of his frame, the
strength in his forearms, the scars faintly visible at the base of his
throat — and the softness of her surroundings, the lavender scent
in the air, the way the water clung to her skin like a second skin.

“Do you understand your position?” she asked, her tone
neither harsh nor gentle, but precise — like the edge of a blade.
“You are my protector. My fighter. That is your duty.” She
paused, letting the weight of her next words settle. “But you are
also mine to enjoy. My pet. My pleasure. Not just a shield, but
a toy — when I wish it. Do you comprehend the full scope of
your role?”

He inclined his head — a single nod. “I understand,” he said,
his voice deep and even. “I serve you in all ways.”

A faint smile touched her lips. “Good.” She let her gaze linger
on his face, then shifted slightly in the water, sending ripples
across the surface. “You may look. I do not mind.”

For the first time, something like recognition flickered in
his eyes — not desire, not greed, but acknowledgment. He met
her gaze again, holding it, and in that moment, the balance
between them solidified: she in her vulnerability, unashamed and
in control; he in his strength, disciplined and loyal.

Outside, the last light of day faded from the sky. Inside,
the lamps burned steadily, casting their long, shimmering lines
across the water and the floor. The house held its breath, as



if witnessing the birth of a new order — quiet, inevitable,
irrevocable.

“Take the ladle”, Varvara instructed, her voice low and
measured, “and pour warm water over me.”

Grim turned toward the bucket by the tub, his movements
calm as usual. But before he could reach for the ladle, she caught
herself.

“No,” she amended, a wry smile tugging at her lips. “Take the
whole bucket. Rinse me properly.”

He did not question it. Without a word, he grasped the heavy
bucket, and lifted it with ease — the muscles in his forearms
flexing beneath the rolled sleeves of his shirt.

In that moment, as his back was turned, Varvara rose within
the tub. She lifted herself to her full height, water streaming from
her shoulders and arms, her body slender and bare beneath the
layer of soap and foam. The lamplight caught the droplets on her
skin, turning them into fleeting jewels, and traced the clean lines
of her form — the curve of her spine, the slope of her shoulders,
the gentle arch of her neck.

Grim turned back, bucket in hand. His gaze met hers — still
direct, still unflinching — then shifted downward, taking in the
sight before him. He did not look away. There was no lewdness
in his stare, no undisciplined hunger — only a quiet, steady
acknowledgment of what he saw: the play of light on wet skin,
the sheen of soap clinging to her contours, the natural grace of
her posture. His expression did not change; his breathing did not



quicken. He simply observed, with the same focused attention he
might give to an opponent in the yard or a threat at the gate.

He lifted the bucket above her head and began to pour. The
water streamed down in a steady cascade, washing away the
foam, tracing the lines of her shoulders, spine, hips. She tilted her
head back, letting the warmth flow over her, her eyes half-closed.
Her hands moved over her body — not hastily, not provocatively,
but with a natural, unselfconscious motion, as if rediscovering
her own contours under his gaze.

When the last drops fell, he lowered the empty bucket and
set it gently on the tiled floor. Then he stepped back, waiting
— posture straight, hands at his sides, eyes fixed ahead, yet
somehow still aware of her.

Varvara let the silence stretch, savoring the cool air on her
wet skin, the lingering warmth of the water, the weight of his
attention. A thoughtful smile curved her lips.

“Do you want me?” she asked at last, her voice soft but
unambiguous.

He did not answer immediately. A faint crease appeared
between his brows, as if he were weighing the question — not
for deceit, but for truth.

“May I answer honestly?” he asked.

She inclined her head. “You must always speak honestly with
me. That is part of your duty.”

A pause. Then, calmly, without boast or shame, he said: “I
want a woman. Any woman. It has been a long time. On the



estate, our contact with the female slaves was strictly limited.”

Her lips curved in a slow, satisfied smile — not mocking,
but thoughtful. With one hand, she gently pinched her nipple
between thumb and forefinger, holding it for a moment before
releasing it with a soft flick. Her other hand moved with
deliberate slowness, tracing the line of her hip before dipping
below her navel. Fingers sifted through the damp tangle of hair
there — not in passion, not in provocation, but with a quiet,
almost absent-minded curiosity, as if rediscovering a forgotten
sensation.

The contrast struck her: the sharp, focused attention in
Grim’s gaze, the disciplined stillness of his posture — and the
unrestrained freedom of her own touch. She was not performing
for him; she was demonstrating to herself the power she now
held. Her body was hers to explore, hers to offer, hers to
withhold. And in that moment, the act of touching herself
became a declaration — silent, potent, unambiguous.

Water droplets clung to her skin, catching the lamplight as
they rolled down her sides. The scent of lavender lingered in the
air, mingling with the earthy, masculine scent of Grim standing
just a few paces away.

“So it is not me, specifically?” she asked, her voice soft but
steady. Her eyes held his, unflinching. “You desire any woman
— but now, you have me.”

Grim did not look away. His breathing remained even, his
expression unchanged. Yet something in his gaze shifted — not



lust, not greed, but a deeper recognition. He saw not just her
body, but the will behind the gesture: the calm assertion of
control, the quiet claim of authority.

“It is you now”, he replied, his voice deep and even. “Because
you are here. Because you have commanded it. And because |
serve.”

A faint flush rose on her cheeks — not from shame, but from
the thrill of this new understanding. She let her hands fall to
her sides, water streaming from her fingertips. The moment of
intimate exploration was over; the balance between them had
been reaffirmed.

“Good,” she said at last. “Dress me.”

Without hesitation, he stepped forward, reached for the large,
soft towel draped over the chair nearby. His hands, large and
capable, moved with unexpected gentleness as he began to dry
her skin — first her shoulders, then her arms, the small of her
back. He did not linger, nor did he rush. Each touch was precise,
purposeful, a service performed with the same discipline he
would bring to any other task.

And as he tended to her, Varvara felt the balance between
them solidify once more: she, the one who set the terms; he, the
one who fulfilled them — not as a slave, nor as a lover, but as
something in between: her protector, her fighter, her pet, her
pleasure. All at once.

The lamps burned low. The house remained still. And in the
warm, scented air of the bathing chamber, a new understanding



had taken root — quiet, potent, and entirely theirs.

“Carry me to the bedroom,” Varvara commanded, her voice
soft but unambiguous.

Grim set the damp towel aside and reached for a fresh, dry one
draped over the chair. With careful care, he wrapped it around
her, enveloping her in warmth and softness. The fabric clung to
her wet skin, and she felt the gentle pressure of his fingers as he
secured the towel, ensuring she was fully covered.

Then, without a word, he bent slightly, slid one arm beneath
her knees and the other behind her back, and lifted her
effortlessly from the tub. The movement was smooth, practiced
— as if he had carried countless burdens before, but never
anything so light.

Varvara gasped softly at the sudden shift, then exhaled,
sinking into his embrace. In his arms, she felt small and
weightless — not fragile, but light, as if her body had lost its
substance. The realization struck her with quiet force: she was
the foy, not he. In his strength, her power took on a new form —
not the heavy authority of command, but the delicate, thrilling
freedom of being held.

He stepped out of the bathing chamber and into the corridor,
his gait steady and sure. The lamplight from the hall cast
long, shifting shadows on the walls as he carried her, his steps
measured, his breathing even.

She shifted slightly in his arms, trying to gesture with her chin
toward the correct turn. “The third door on the left — » she



began.

“I remember,” he said quietly, his voice low and steady. “You
need not worry.”

His tone held no impatience, no reproach — only calm
assurance. He had noted every detail during Yelena’s tour: the
turns, the landmarks, the rhythm of the house. Now, he navigated
the corridors as if they were a battlefield he had already mapped.

Varvara fell silent, allowing herself to relax fully into his
hold. She tilted her head back slightly, watching the passing wall
sconces flicker in her peripheral vision. The motion of his stride
was hypnotic — a steady, rhythmic pulse that matched the slow
beat of her heart. Her fingers brushed against the rough fabric of
his shirt, feeling the solid warmth of his chest beneath.

“You carry me as if I were nothing”, she murmured, more to
herself than to him.

“You are light,” he replied simply. “But not nothing.”

There was truth in his words — a simple, thoughtful truth that
felt more profound than any flowery compliment. She was light,
yes, but she was his charge, his responsibility, his command. Her
lightness did not diminish her importance; it defined his purpose.

He reached the bedroom and pushed the door open with his
foot. Inside, the bed was turned down, the fire in the hearth
burning low but steady. Grim carried her to the edge of the
mattress and set her down gently, his hands lingering for a
moment on her shoulders as he ensured she was steady on her
feet.



The towel began to slip, and he reached out to adjust it, his
touch brief but purposeful. Then he stepped back, returning to
the posture of a guard — straight, attentive, ready.

Varvara looked at him, taking in the lines of his face, the
steady calm in his eyes. The balance between them had shifted
again, subtly but surely: she had been the one giving orders, yet
in his arms she had felt carried — not just physically, but in a
way that touched something deeper.

“Stand watch,” she said quietly. “Here, by the door. Inside.
Until I call you — do not move.”

He inclined his head. Without a word, he moved to stand just
within the threshold, his back to the wall, his gaze fixed ahead.

“As you wish,” he repeated, voice low.

Varvara made a show of forgetting him. With a casual flick of
her wrist, she tossed the towel onto a nearby chair, then padded
naked across the cool floor to the full-length mirror. She studied
her reflection — the curve of her waist, the rise of her breasts,
the way water still beaded on her skin — but her eyes never left
his image in the glass. She watched him from the corner of her
vision: the rigid line of his shoulders, the unwavering stance, the
way his gaze remained fixed ahead, even as she moved within
his periphery.

She lingered a moment longer, tracing the outline of her own
silhouette in the mirror, then turned and made her way back to
the bed. She lay down atop the covers, her body stretched out in
deliberate ease, one arm flung above her head, the other coming



to rest on her breast. Her fingers toyed gently with her nipple,
circling it with idle curiosity, then smoothing down over the soft
curve of her belly.

“Foolish servants”, she murmured aloud, her voice light but
carrying clearly across the room. “They stoke the fire as if it
were still winter outside.” She tilted her head, her gaze drifting
to Grim where he stood by the door.

A subtle shift passed through her senses. The warmth of the
fire, the lingering scent of lavender from her bath — and beneath
it, something denser, more elemental: the faint, earthy trace of
a man’s body. It was not overpowering, not unpleasant — just
present, like the low hum of a distant drum. She inhaled slowly,
letting the scent settle in her awareness, sharpening her focus.

Her hand stilled for a breath, then resumed its slow exploration
— up along the ribs, across the collarbone, then back down to
trace the edge of her hip. She held his gaze, unflinching, as if
daring him to acknowledge what she now so clearly felt.

“Tell me”, she said at last, her voice lower than before, “have
you bathed?”

He did not flinch, did not shift his posture. His response came
calm and measured.

“Yes,” he said. “On the estate, before we set out. I washed in
the farmhouse yard.”

She hummed, a low, thoughtful sound. The distance between
them — physical, yet bridged by this new awareness — seemed
to thicken.



“So long ago”, she mused. “And the road was dusty, 'm sure.
Yet you stand so still. Do you never tire, Grim? Never wish to
rest, to... indulge?”

His eyes stayed level, his breathing even.

“My rest comes when my duty is done,” he replied. “And my
indulgences are not mine to claim.”

She liked his answer — its simplicity, its honesty, the quiet
strength behind it. It was not the reply of a slave, nor of a lover,
but of a soldier who knew his place and kept his word.

She let her arm fall to her side, her body relaxing further into
the softness of the bed.

“Very well”, she said, her voice dropping to a near whisper.
“Stay where you are. I may have need of you later.”

He inclined his head in acknowledgment. “As you wish.”

Outside, the night deepened. Inside, the fire crackled softly,
casting dancing shadows across the floor. The scent of lavender
mingled with the earthy trace of Grim’s presence — a quiet
tension that filled the space between them, unspoken, yet
palpable.

Varvara stretched out on the bed, her legs extended toward
Grim. With painstaking slowness,

she parted her thighs, offering him a clear view — not
coquettishly, but with cold precision, as if presenting evidence in
a trial. Her fingers found their way between her legs. She began
to toy with herself — not for pleasure, but as a demonstration:
pinching the inner folds, stretching them slightly, exposing the



small, sensitive nub at the centre. Each movement was clinical,
almost dispassionate, yet undeniably explicit.

Grim did not look away. His gaze remained fixed, steady —
not hungry, not eager, but attentive, as if memorizing every detail
for later. His breathing did not quicken; his posture did not falter.
He stood like a statue carved from stone: straight, unyielding, his
hands at his sides.

She watched his face closely, searching for any flicker of
weakness — a twitch of the jaw, a narrowing of the eyes, a
shallowing of breath. Finding none, a sharp, bitter amusement
flashed across her features.

“This opening”, she said, her voice low and clear, “is closed
to you. Forever.”

She let the words hang in the air, heavy and final. Then, with
a small, cruel smile, she added:

“Even if I ever command you to enter it — and I might, just
to test you — you must refuse. Even if I beg. Even if I threaten
you with punishment. Even if I scream and weep and tear at my
hair. You must say no. Do you understand?”

Her fingers stilled, then withdrew. She let her legs fall closed
with a casual, almost dismissive motion, as if she had just
demonstrated a piece of machinery and found it unremarkable.

Grim’s expression did not change. He met her gaze directly,
his eyes calm and steady.

“I understand,” he said simply. “It is closed. I will not enter,
no matter the command.”



A faint flush rose on Varvara’s cheeks — not from passion,
but from the sudden, unsettling realization that his obedience was
absolute, and that this absolute obedience placed a limit even on
her power. She could order him to do anything — except make
him break the rule she had set. In forbidding him, she had bound
herself.

Varvara sat up slowly, her gaze never leaving Grim’s face. A
new calculation flickered in her eyes — not cruelty, but a cold,
pragmatic kindness.

“For your obedience and restraint”, she said, her voice low and
measured, “I may reward you from time to time. I have two other
openings — and into those, I will permit you to enter. When I
choose. On my terms.”

She paused, letting the words settle between them like a
contract laid bare. Then, without breaking eye contact, she
turned away from him, pivoted on the bed, and rose onto her
hands and knees. Her back remained to him, her posture poised
and intentional. She shifted slightly, lowering her head until her
cheek rested against the cool silk of the pillow. With both hands,
she spread her buttocks apart, offering him a clear view of her
anus — the place she had allowed Dmitri to enter that morning.
Or was it last night...

From the corner of her eye, she watched him. His posture had
not changed — still straight, still unyielding — but something
in his stillness had shifted. The muscles along his jaw were
taut, the tendons in his neck standing out faintly. His breathing,



though steady, came in shorter, shallower pulls. He was holding
himself in check with sheer force of will, every fiber of his being
straining against the pull of desire.

Yet he did not move. He did not speak. He stood as he had
before — a sentinel, a guard, a servant bound by his word.

A quiet thrill ran through her — not of lust, but of power. He
1s holding, she thought. Even now, even with this offered to him,
he holds. The epiphany was more intoxicating than any physical
pleasure could be: absolute obedience, tested and proven.

Very slowly, she lowered her hips back to the mattress and
turned to face him once more. Her expression was calm, almost
serene.

“Remember,” she said softly, “the rule stands. The first
opening is forbidden. The others — when I allow it. Not before.
Not without my explicit command.”

He inclined his head. “I understand”, he replied, his voice deep
and even. “I will obey.”

Outside, the wind stirred the branches beyond the window.
Inside, the fire crackled softly, casting long shadows across the
floor. The air between them felt charged — not with simple
desire, but with the weight of a pact now formalized: a bargain
of restraint and reward, of boundaries and permissions, of power
given and power held.

“Do you still want me?” Varvara asked, her voice low and
probing. Her eyes held his, searching for any trace of falsehood.

“Yes,” Grim replied without hesitation. His gaze did not



waver, his posture remained unchanged. “I do.”

She caught her lower lip between her teeth, holding it briefly
before releasing it slowly. “But you do not wish to take me by
force?”

“No”, he said firmly. “I serve. I do not seize.”

A faint, satisfied smile whispered across her lips. The answer
was exactly what she had expected — and yet, hearing it spoken
aloud gave it new weight.

“Then address me properly,” she commanded, her tone soft
but unyielding. “Call me Mistress.”

He paused for the briefest moment, as if weighing the word,
the title, the meaning behind it. Then, with quiet dignity, he
inclined his head and spoke:

“Yes, Mistress.”

The word hung in the air between them — not a mere
formality, but a seal upon their new arrangement. Varvara felt a
surge of quiet triumph. She had chosen well. This man would not
break his word; he would not overstep. He would obey — and in
his obedience, she would find her pleasure.

Drawn with satisfaction and the certainty of her choice,
Varvara finally slipped beneath the covers. The softness of the
linens enveloped her, and she settled against the pillows, her gaze
never leaving Grim’s figure.

“Undress,” she ordered, her voice calm and clear.
“Completely. Then stand before me.”

Without a word, Grim began to remove his clothing. Each



movement was unhurried, devoid of shame or hesitation. He
shed his shirt first, revealing a broad chest crisscrossed with old
scars — thin white lines that told silent stories of battles past.
The firelight caught the play of muscles across his shoulders and
down his arms, highlighting the dense, corded strength of a man
accustomed to hard labor and combat.

He moved to his trousers next, folding the fabric with
unconscious care even as he stripped himself bare. As the last
garment fell away, his full form was revealed in the warm glow
of the flames: powerful thighs sculpted by years of marching and
riding, a flat stomach taut with disciplined control, the strong
curve of his buttocks beneath the skin.

His manhood stood forth, swollen and taut — a clear
testament of his arousal, unconcealed, unapologetic. There was
no attempt to modesty; he stood as he was, unashamed, a body
shaped by duty and endurance, yet undeniably stirred.

Varvara studied him in silence, a slow, knowing smile curving
her lips. The firelight traced every line: the faint ridge of old
wounds along his ribs, the deep V-shape of his hips, the way the
shadows danced across the ridges of his abdominal muscles. His
strength was indubitable — raw, elemental power held in check
by iron will, yet now betrayed by the obvious sign of desire.

She let her gaze linger on the taut line of his erection, the veins
standing out beneath the skin, the way his breath came just a
shade faster than before. A thrill ran through her — not of simple
lust, but of conquest. He is aroused, she thought. And he does not



hide it. He stands before me, fully exposed, fully wanting — and
vet, still obedient.

The sight pleased her deeply, as only the honest response of a
strong man could please a woman. It was not weakness she saw,
but a different kind of strength: the strength to be truthful, even
in exposure; the strength to want and yet not seize.

And yet, here he was: naked, exposed, every scar and sinew
laid bare — waiting for her next command.

She let the moment stretch, savoring the sight, the balance of
power now so clearly defined.

“Very good”, she murmured at last. “Now, tell me again —
what are your orders regarding the first opening?”

Grim met her gaze directly. “It is forbidden, Mistress. I will
not enter it, no matter the command.”

A slow, genuine smile spread across her face. “Good. You
remember well.”

“Come,” Varvara commanded again, her voice low and steady.
“Lie beside me. On top of the covers, on your back.”

Grim obeyed without a word. He moved with the same
unhurried precision, settling onto the bed as she had ordered
— on his back, fully exposed, the warm fabric of the coverlet
beneath him. In this position, he became a living barrier between
her and the door, a silent sentinel placed by her side. His presence
now served its original purpose: protection. Even in intimacy, he
remained her guard.

Varvara shifted onto her side, facing him. She propped herself



up on one elbow, her gaze traveling slowly, deliberately, over his
form. This new angle revealed him differently — not as a distant
figure by the door, but as a man laid bare before her, every line
and contour within reach.

Her eyes traced the old scars crisscrossing his chest, following
their paths like forgotten maps. She noted the play of muscle
beneath his skin — the broad shoulders tapering to a narrow
waist, the powerful thighs resting motionless against the linen.
The firelight danced across his features, softening the hard lines
of his face, catching the faint sheen of sweat on his brow.

She lingered on the tautness of his abdomen, the way his
breathing moved his ribs in slow, measured pulls. Her gaze
dipped lower, taking in the strength of his loins, the unconcealed
arousal that stood as a testament to her power. He wants me, she
thought with quiet satisfaction. And yet he waits. He obeys.

A triumphant smile touched the corners of her mouth. This
was not mere submission — it was discipline, will, control. And
in that control, there was a deeper allure than raw desire.

“Do not move”, she murmured, her voice barely above a
whisper. “Stay as you are. I wish to look.”

He did not reply. Instead, his gaze shifted upward, fixing on
the ceiling with a distant, almost absent expression. His eyes
remained open for a moment longer, then slowly closed. He lay
there — a naked man beside her, her man, her servant, a naked
slave.

Varvara absorbed this image, the realization settling deep



within her: Whatever she did with him, no one else would ever
know. The thought sent a quiet thrill through her veins — the
intoxicating power of absolute secrecy.

She propped herself up on one elbow and leaned closer.
Slowly and hungrily, she inhaled his scent: the faint earthiness
of his skin, the lingering trace of soap from his earlier wash,
the raw, masculine warmth beneath it all. She lowered her face
until it hovered just above his chest, close enough to feel the heat
radiating from his body.

Then, without breaking the silence, she bent further and
pressed her nose against his skin, breathing in the scent of
his chest hair. The coarse strands tickled her nostrils, and she
lingered there, savoring the primal, unrefined aroma of him.

Her lips brushed against his skin — a light, testing touch —
then she extended her tongue and licked a slow, narrow line
across his hairy chest. The taste was salt and warmth, elemental
and real.

Grim did not move. He did not open his eyes. His breathing
remained even, though perhaps a shade deeper than before.

Varvara shifted slightly, her gaze tracing the lines of his face.
She studied the strong jaw, the closed eyelids, the clean-shaven
scalp gleaming faintly in the firelight. He was not a handsome
man in the classical sense — no refined features, no youthful
charm — yet he held a rugged appeal that spoke not of beauty,
but of strength, endurance, and silent will.

He is not beautiful, she thought, but he pleases me. There was



something profoundly satisfying in his stillness, in the way he
offered himself without protest, without demand. He lay passive,
yet not weak — a vessel of power held in check by his own
discipline.

“You are mine”, she murmured, her voice barely audible. “In
every way I choose.”

The fire crackled softly in the hearth. Outside, the wind stirred
the branches beyond the window, but within the chamber, all was
still — save for the quiet tension that hummed between them,
thick with unspoken meaning.

“Place your hands behind your head,” Varvara commanded,
her voice low and steady.

Grim obeyed at once. He lifted his arms and clasped them at
the nape of his neck, exposing the dark hair in his armpits —
coarse, damp with a faint sheen of sweat, rich with the raw scent
of a man’s body.

Varvara shifted closer. She lowered her face to the nearest
armpit, inhaled deeply, savoring the primal, earthy aroma —
a mixture of clean sweat, soap, and something deeper, more
elemental. Her lips brushed against the coarse hair, light as a
whisper. She felt its rough texture against her skin, tasted the salt
on her lips — not unpleasant, but honest, unadorned, real.

Slowly, deliberately, she began to lick the skin beneath the hair
— a long, narrow stroke from the edge of the pectoral muscle
upward. Her tongue traced the contours of his body, mapping its
heat and texture. She repeated the motion, savoring the sensation,



the intimacy of this act that was both crude and strangely tender.

From the corner of her eye, she noticed it: his member was no
longer merely erect — it twitched, almost imperceptibly, in time
with his pulse. A faint flush had risen along his throat, though
his face remained still, his eyes closed, his breathing measured.

She paused, lifting her head slightly, and studied him. The
contrast struck her anew: his outward passivity, the complete
surrender of his posture — and beneath it, the unmistakable signs
of arousal, raw and unconcealed. It pleased her deeply — not
just the physical response, but the knowledge that he offered it
without pretence, without attempt to hide or control.

He does not try to impress, she thought. He simply is. And in
that, he is more desirable than any polished gallant.

She let her tongue linger for a final moment, tracing the edge
of the dark hair one last time, then withdrew slowly, pulling back
until she settled onto her elbow once more.

“You remain still”, she murmured. “And you keep your eyes
closed. I am not done looking at you.”

He did not reply. He did not move. The fire crackled softly
in the hearth, casting flickering light across his bare form —
the strong lines of his chest, the tautness of his abdomen, the
powerful thighs resting motionless against the linen.

Varvara leaned closer. She pressed a light kiss to his shoulder
— a soft, almost tentative touch. Then, with measured care, she
began to trace a path of kisses upward, following the curve of his
collarbone. Her lips brushed his skin, feather-light at first, then



firmer, more insistent.

Her tongue darted out, leaving a warm, moist trail as she
moved nearer to his neck. She lingered there for a moment,
breathing in the scent of his skin, then continued her ascent
— one kiss at a time, delicately — toward his jawline. Each
movement was purposeful, a gradual exploration of his form.

At last, she reached his mouth. She paused for an instant, her
breath mingling with his, then gently brushed her lips against his.
Her tongue traced the outline of his lower lip — a whisper of
contact, a question without words. She licked along the seam of
his lips, gently coaxing, inviting — yet never demanding.

Grim remained utterly still. His eyes stayed closed, his body
relaxed yet alert beneath her attentions. He did not respond to
her caresses, as he had been commanded. Not a muscle twitched,
not a breath quickened. He lay as he had been placed — passive,
obedient, a vessel of strength held in check by his own iron will.

Varvara felt a quiet thrill at his discipline. He could take, she
thought. He desires, I see it in every line of his body. And yet
he waits. He does not move unless I bid him. The realization
deepened her pleasure — not just in the physical act, but in the
knowledge of her absolute authority.

She did not draw back. Instead, she shifted her weight slightly,
lowering herself until her breath ghosted across his collarbone.
Then, with the same quiet intent, she began to trace a new path
— downward.

Her lips brushed the hard plane of his chest, following the faint



ridges of old scars — each one a silent story etched into his skin.
She kissed them one by one: the thin white line near his shoulder,
the broader mark across his pectoral, the cluster of smaller marks
near his ribs. Her tongue followed, tracing their contours with
gentle precision, as if memorizing the map of his past.

Lower still she moved. Her mouth found the tautness of
his abdomen, the firm ridges of muscle beneath the skin. She
pressed a kiss just above his navel, then let her lips trail around
it — a slow circle, feather-light — before continuing downward.

The firelight danced across his form, highlighting the fine hair
that led from his navel to the base of his sex. Varvara paused for
a breath, her gaze tracing the path she had taken, then lowered
her head once more.

Her lips touched the dark hair at the root of his member —
not a kiss, but a breath against the skin, warm and deliberate.
Her tongue darted out, just once, tasting the salt and heat of his
flesh, tracing the edge where skin met hair. She lingered there,
feeling the faint pulse beneath the surface, the subtle shift in his
breathing that betrayed his arousal despite his stillness.

Grim did not move. His eyes remained closed, his body
unyielding in its obedience. Not a word, not a sigh escaped him.
He lay as he had been commanded — passive, yet powerful, a
man bound by duty and self-control.

Varvara lifted her head slightly, studying the lines of his body
in the firelight: the rise and fall of his chest, the tension in his
thighs, the stark contrast between his outward calm and the inner



storm she knew he held at bay. A quiet thrill ran through her
— not of simple desire, but of deep satisfaction. He is mine, she
thought. Every scar, every breath, every pulse. All of it, mine.

“You feel me”, she murmured, her voice low and certain. “You
feel every touch. And yet you do not move. That is how I want
you.”

She shifted slightly, repositioning herself beside him. Then,
with the same quiet intent, she leaned in once more — but this
time from a different angle, approaching the underside of his
manhood, where his scrotum hung heavy and relaxed.

Her breath warmed the skin there for a moment before her
tongue darted out. She licked the soft, delicate surface — a long
stroke from base to tip, savoring the warmth, the faint salt of his
body, the primal intimacy of the act.

Then, gently, she took one testicle into her mouth, drawing it
in with a soft suction. She held it there for a breath — not too
firm, not too light — feeling its weight and texture against her
tongue. Slowly, she released it, letting it slip free with a faint,
moist sound.

Without pause, she repeated the motion with the other — her
lips forming a delicate seal, her tongue tracing subtle circles as
she drew it in. Her actions were measured, almost ritualistic: not
driven by raw hunger, but by a deep, focused desire to know him
in every way possible, to claim every part of his body as hers.

Grim did not move. His eyes remained closed, his breathing
steady — though Varvara could feel, more than hear, the subtle



quickening of his pulse beneath her touch. Not a word, not a
sigh escaped him. He lay as he had been commanded: passive,
obedient, a vessel of strength held in check by his own iron will.

A low, satisfied hum vibrated in Varvara’s throat. She
withdrew slowly, her lips brushing the sensitive skin one last time
before she settled back slightly, studying his form in the firelight.
Every part of him, she thought. All of it, mine.

She leaned in closer, her breath ghosting across the sensitive
skin. Her lips parted, then closed gently around the head of his
organ — a soft, deliberate seal. For a moment, she held it there,
relishing the heat and texture against her mouth, the faint pulse
she could feel beneath the surface.

Slowly, with measured intent, she took it deeper — not hastily,
not greedily, but with a quiet purpose that was all her own. Her
lips slid along the shaft, drawing back the foreskin with delicate
pressure, tracing its edge with the lightest touch of her tongue.

Her movements were rhythmic, almost meditative: a steady,
gradual pull inward, then a gentle release. Each motion was both
a caress and a claim — a silent declaration that this body, in
its most intimate parts, belonged to her alone. She savored the
sensation: the smoothness of the skin, the firmness beneath, the
way his breath caught ever so slightly, though he still did not
move.

Grim remained utterly still. His eyes stayed closed, his
breathing shallow but controlled. Not a word, not a sigh escaped
him. He lay as he had been commanded — passive, obedient, a



vessel of strength held in check by his own iron will.

Varvara felt a low thrill run through her — not of simple
pleasure, but of deep, quiet power. He gives this to me, she
thought. Not because he must, but because he chooses to obey.
And in that choice, his strength becomes my strength.

She continued, her pace unhurried, her lips drawing him
deeper with each measured motion. Her tongue traced slow
circles along the shaft, her suction gentle yet firm — a steady
rhythm that spoke not of hunger, but of mastery.

As she moved, her mind drifted, comparing him to Dmitri
— involuntarily, yet with sharp clarity. Grim’s member was
shorter than Dmitri’s, but thicker, more substantial in her mouth.
She noted the difference with a cool, detached curiosity, as if
examining two blades — one long and slender, the other broad
and powerful.

Her lips slid further down, holding him in the warm, moist
depths, then slowly released him with a faint, intimate sound.
She paused for a breath, her gaze flickering over his form in the
firelight — the strong lines of his abdomen, the taut muscles of
his thighs.

A new thought emerged, unexpected and bold: Could he
fit? She pictured it — the difference in sensation, the deeper,
more demanding stretch his thickness would require in that
hidden passage. Dmitri had moved within her easily, his form
familiar and accommodating; Grim’s bulk promised something
else entirely — a new kind of intimacy. Her breath caught slightly



at the image, a faint shiver running through her. It was not a
question of desire alone, but of testing limits — his, and her own.
She shifted slightly, adjusting her angle, her lips returning
to him with purposeful intent. Her tongue circled the sensitive
underside, then traced a path upward before she took him in once
more — deeper this time, feeling the weight and heat of him.

Grim did not stir. His features were composed, his face
relaxed in a way that suggested not indifference, but deep inward
focus. His breathing remained steady, almost imperceptible — a
quiet testament to his self-control. He neither moved nor spoke,
yet something in his stillness spoke of awareness: he felt every
touch, registered every shift in pressure, every change in rhythm.
It was obedience not of passivity, but of willful choice — a
conscious decision to surrender, to place himself entirely in her
hands.

Varvara felt a low thrill at the contrast: his absolute stillness
against the boldness of her thoughts, his silent submission against
the wild possibilities unfolding in her mind. Yes, she decided. He
could. The certainty settled within her, quiet and firm.

But not now, she realized. She wanted to stretch the pleasure,
to enjoy every moment of his surrender. There was no need to
hurry — Grim was entirely in her power, a vessel of flesh and
will placed at her disposal.

She continued her ministrations, drawing him deeper into her
mouth, her tongue tracing meandering paths along the shaft.
She felt him grow even larger against her tongue, swell with



heat and tension, the veins beneath the skin pulsing with each
beat of his heart. Her gaze flickered downward: his scrotum had
drawn tight, lifting closer to his body — a sure sign of the storm
gathering within him.

With a soft sound, she released him, letting her lips slide
slowly free. She looked up at his closed eyes, at the taut line of
his jaw, and spoke, her voice low and clear:

“You will endure,” she commanded. “You will hold it until I
permit you release.”

Her words, spoken with such calm authority, seemed to pierce
through his iron self-control. A tremor ran through him — a
single, violent shudder that broke the surface of his discipline.
Then it came: he climaxed, powerfully, abundantly, his body
arching slightly despite his effort to remain still.

Varvara reacted swiftly. She barely managed to catch the head
of his member in her mouth just in time, swallowing everything
— every pulse, every drop.

To keep the bedclothes clean, she thought to herself, searching
for a rational justification. But beneath the practical reasoning,
a deeper satisfaction stirred — the knowledge that she had
commanded not just his body, but the very moment of his
release.

She withdrew slowly, her lips brushing the sensitive skin one
last time before she lifted her head. Her gaze met his — and
for the first time, his eyes were open, fixed on her with an
intensity she had not seen before. His breathing was still uneven,



his chest rising and falling rapidly, but his expression was no
longer passive. It held something raw, exposed — a vulnerability
she had not expected.

He swallowed, his throat working visibly. Then, in a voice
rough with emotion, he spoke:

“Forgive me,” he said, the words coming out low and halting.
“I... I could not hold it. I disobeyed your command.”

A flicker of surprise passed through Varvara. She had not
anticipated this — not the apology, not the admission of failure,
not the quiet shame in his tone. For a moment, she simply studied
him: the flush still lingering on his cheeks, the tension in his jaw,
the way his hands, still clasped behind his head, were now slightly
trembling.

She leaned closer, until her breath ghosted across his lips. Her
voice, when she spoke, was soft but unyielding:

“You did not disobey”, she corrected him gently. “You
responded. And that response was mine to draw from you. Do
not shame yourself for what I willed.”

She placed a finger against his lips, silencing any further
protest.

“Your body obeyed its nature — and that nature is now mine
to guide. There is nothing to forgive.”

A faint tremor ran through him at her words. The tension in
his features eased slightly, though his gaze remained fixed on
hers, searching.

Varvara smiled then — a slow, knowing curve of her lips. She



traced the line of his jaw with the back of her hand, feeling the
heat of his skin, the faint pulse at his temple.

“Now”, she murmured, “you will rest. And when you are
ready, we will begin again.”

She shifted slightly, drawing the heavy linen sheet up around
her shoulders. With a graceful, almost languid motion, she
gathered the fabric and pulled it over herself, cocooning in its
warmth. Grim remained as he was — lying on his back, utterly
bare, his arms still clasped behind his head, his body exposed to
the flickering light of the fire.

She nestled closer, turning her body toward him. Her cheek
found the hollow of his armpit — a place both sheltering and
intimate. The scent of his skin, mingled with the faint salt
of exertion and the warmth of his body, enveloped her like a
familiar lullaby.

Carefully, she adjusted the edge of the blanket, tucking it
around her form. Her fingers brushed against the hard line of his
bicep, then trailed lightly along his ribs — a final, absent-minded
caress before she settled fully into the embrace of sleep.

Her breath grew slower, more regular. One last sigh escaped
her lips — soft, contented — and then her body relaxed
completely. She lay there, curled against him, her face pressed
to the crook of his arm, the rise and fall of her chest matching
the steady rhythm of his own.

Grim did not move. His eyes remained open, fixed on the
ceiling, where the firelight cast dancing shadows. He felt the



weight of her head against his arm, the gentle pressure of her
body against his side, the warmth of her breath against his skin.
Yet he did not shift, did not adjust, did not seek to change his
position. He remained as she had left him — still, watchful, a
silent sentinel in the quiet chamber.

The fire crackled softly in the hearth, its embers glowing red.
Outside, the wind had died, leaving only the faint rustle of leaves
in the distance. Within the room, all was still — save for the quiet
intimacy of two bodies sharing space, one in deep slumber, the
other in vigilant wakefulness.

In another part of Chernograd, within the walls of Pavel
Sergeevich Nelidov’s imposing mansion, a different kind of quiet
reigned. Vixie slept alone in the servants’ quarters, curled tightly
on her narrow bed. The day’s lessons — the commands, the
postures, the weight of unfamiliar gazes — had drained her
completely.

The coarse woolen blanket had slipped to the floor during her
restless sleep, leaving her body only partially covered. A sliver
of moonlight, seeping through a crack in the shutters, traced the
curve of her shoulder, the gentle slope of her waist, the soft swell
of her hip. Her copper-russet hair spilled across the pillow in
wild, untamed strands, framing her face — still and peaceful in
slumber. One arm lay flung above her head, the other curled
protectively near her breast, fingers slightly curled as if grasping
at the last remnants of a fading dream.

Now, at last, her breathing evened out, her limbs relaxed, and



her mind slipped into rest. The house stood still around her,
its ancient timbers holding countless secrets. A faint scent of
lavender from the linens mingled with the warmth of her skin, a
quiet intimacy in the stillness of the night.

She did not see, did not hear, and did not feel how her
master stood by her bedside, silent and motionless, watching her.
Nelidov had entered the room unnoticed, his steps as soundless
as a shadow. He stood there for a long moment, studying the lines
of her face in repose — the faint crease between her brows that
had not yet fully smoothed, the curve of her lips, the long sweep
of her lashes against her cheek.

At length he bent over her. The movement possessed the same
economy and certainty that marked so much of what he did.
He retrieved the fallen blanket and settled it once more over
her slender form, drawing it carefully about her shoulders. His
fingers brushed the back of her hand in passing — so lightly that
her sleep remained undisturbed.

He straightened, his gaze lingering on her for another moment.
Then, with the same quiet deliberation, he crossed to the small
table where a single candle still burned low in its holder — the
last forgotten light of the evening. He extinguished the flame with
two fingers, the wisp of smoke rising briefly before dissipating
into the cool night air.

Without a sound, he turned and made his way to the door.
The hinges did not creak as he pulled it closed behind him; the
latch settled with barely an audible click. Only the moonlight



remained, still tracing its silver path across the room — over the
now-covered form of the sleeping girl, over the rumpled pillow,
over the faint smile that, for just a moment, seemed to touch her
lips in her dreams.

Vixie stirred, her eyes opening to the dull grey light seeping
through the shutters. The sky outside was overcast, the kind of
leaden morning that promised neither warmth nor mercy. She
blinked, trying to shake off the remnants of sleep, when the door
to her chamber creaked open.

It was not Vera Andreevna, nor any of the other women she
had begun to recognize. A young maid — perhaps a year or
two older than herself, with a plain face and quick, efficient
movements — stepped inside without a word.

“Up now,” the maid said, her voice brisk and devoid of
sympathy. “Quickly. You’re expected.”

Vixie pushed herself up on her elbows, still disoriented.
“What time is it?”

“Nearly six. Move.” The maid gestured impatiently. “No time
for questions.”

Vixie swung her legs over the edge of the bed, reaching
instinctively for the simple dress draped over a nearby chair. But
before her fingers could close around the fabric, the maid stepped
forward and caught her wrist.



“That won’t be needed”, she said flatly.

Vixie froze, her cheeks flushing. “What?”

The maid did not repeat herself. Instead, she took Vixie gently
but firmly by the upper arm and guided her toward the door.
“Down the stairs and out into the courtyard. You’ll see what’s
expected of you there.”

Naked and shivering, Vixie allowed herself to be led from the
room. The wooden floor was cold beneath her bare feet as they
descended the narrow servants’ staircase. At the bottom, the maid
gave her a slight push toward the back door.

“Go on. Out you go.”

Vixie hesitated only a moment before pulling the heavy door
open. A rush of cold morning air hit her all at once — biting,
invigorating, stripping away the last traces of sleep. She gasped,
her skin prickling with gooseflesh, and stepped out onto the
gravel of the courtyard.

And there he was.

Pavel Sergeyevich Nelidov sat tall and immobile atop his dark
bay stallion, dressed impeccably in a riding coat, breeches, and
polished boots. The horse shifted slightly beneath him, nostrils
flaring, breath visible in the chill air. But Nelidov himself was
perfectly still, his gaze fixed directly on her.

She stopped short, her bare toes curling against the cold
ground. The world seemed to narrow to just the two of them:
her, trembling and exposed in the early light; him, composed
and unyielding on his mount, the master of this strange and



demanding world.

A faint breeze stirred her hair. Somewhere, a bird called.

Nelidov tilted his head, studying her as one might study a
newly acquired piece of art — not with lust, but with quiet,
analytical interest.

“Good morning, Vixie,” he said at last, his voice carrying
easily across the small distance between them. “You’re punctual.
That is a virtue. Now, tell me — what do you feel?”

Her lips parted, but no sound came at first. Cold, fear,
confusion, a spark of defiance — all warred within her. Finally,
she managed a whisper: “I'm cold.”

He nodded, as if this were an entirely satisfactory answer.
“Cold is temporary. Discipline is forever. Walk toward me.”

Slowly, shivering with every step, Vixie began to move across
the courtyard — barefoot, bare-skinned, under the unblinking
eye of her master, the dawn spreading pale light over the world
around them.

Her arms twitched with the instinct to cover herself —
to shield her body from the biting cold and from his steady,
unyielding gaze. Her fingers curled inward, then uncurled again
as she forced them to hang loosely at her sides. She felt acutely
aware of every part of her exposed skin: the tightening of her
nipples in the chill air, the involuntary tremor that rippled across
her buttocks with each step on the cold gravel. Her breath came
in short, visible puffs, and the hair on her arms stood on end.

She was unwashed, her hair tangled from sleep, her face still



soft with the traces of dreams. Yet he wanted her like this — raw,
unadorned, stripped of all artifice. And so she fought against the
urge to shrink away, to hide. Instead, she lifted her chin slightly,
her bare feet moving one in front of the other, the cold ground
sending sharp sensations up her legs.

Nelidov watched, unmoving atop his horse. His expression
remained impassive, but his eyes — grey and piercing — traced
every detail: the tremor in her limbs, the way her breath caught
when a stronger gust of wind swept across the courtyard, the faint
flush spreading across her chest despite the cold.

When she was a few paces from him, he spoke again, his voice
calm and measured: “Stop there. Face me fully. Do not lower
your gaze.”

Vixie obeyed, her teeth nearly chattering but her posture
straightening as she forced herself to meet his eyes. Her lashes
fluttered slightly, but she held his stare.

“Good,” he said quietly. “Now tell me what you feel, without
hesitation. Not what you think I wish to hear, but the truth.”

A pause. The wind stirred her loose hair. She swallowed, then
spoke, her voice thin but clear: “I'm cold... and ashamed. But
I'm trying not to be.”

He inclined his head, a faint trace of approval in his demeanor.
“That 1s the beginning. To acknowledge both the feeling and the
effort to transcend it — that is discipline. Now, turn slowly. Let
me see you from all angles.”

With a deep breath, Vixie turned — first to the right, then to



the left — each movement deliberate, each step a battle between
instinct and obedience. The cold no longer felt like an enemy, but
a companion to her resolve. The shame lingered, but beneath it,
something new stirred — a fragile sense of control, of presence,
of being seen and yet still standing.

The horse shifted beneath Nelidov, snorting softly. He looked
down at Vixie, his gaze unyielding yet somehow expectant.

“Come closer”, he commanded, his voice low but carrying
across the quiet courtyard. “Stand directly before me, at my
stirrup.”

Vixie obeyed, her bare feet carrying her the remaining
distance until she stood directly beneath him, her head barely
reaching the level of his knee. She tilted her face upward, her
eyes meeting his — wide, uncertain, yet refusing to falter. Her
breath still came in short, visible puffs in the cold air, and the
tremor in her limbs had not entirely subsided, but she held her
ground.

Nelidov studied her for a long moment, taking in every detail:
the flush on her cheeks, the way her lashes fluttered in the chill
wind, the steady rise and fall of her chest as she fought to control
her breathing. Then, with deliberate slowness, he reached into
the inner pocket of his riding coat.

Vixie watched, her pulse quickening. She did not know what
he would produce, but every instinct told her it was significant
— a symbol, a marker of some new phase.

He withdrew an object: a collar of fine, supple leather, dark



brown and polished to a subtle sheen. A small silver clasp
gleamed in the morning light. The leather looked soft, almost
mviting, yet its purpose was unmistakable.

Without a word, he extended his hand, holding the collar out
toward her. His expression remained impassive, but his eyes held
a quiet intensity — not cruel, not kind, but resolutely purposeful.

Vixie stared at the collar, then up at him. Her throat tightened.
She understood what this meant: a formal acknowledgment of
her place, a tangible sign of her bondage. It was not a gift, but
a designation.

“Take it,” he said, his voice calm and measured. “This is not a
punishment. It is a framework. Within it, you will learn to stand
— not as a child shivering in the cold, but as a being shaped by
discipline and purpose.”

Slowly, her fingers trembling, Vixie reached out and accepted
the collar. The leather felt cool and smooth against her palms.
She held it, weighing it — both literally and metaphorically — as
the dawn’s pale light spread wider across the courtyard, touching
the edges of the moment with a cold, clear truth.

She did not put it on yet. She simply held it, looking from the
collar to her master’s face, then back again. A new understanding
began to settle within her — not acceptance, perhaps, but the
first stirrings of recognition.

Nelidov watched, his expression unchanging. “You will wear
it today,” he said. “Not as a burden, but as a guide. Remember:
discipline is not the enemy of freedom. It is its foundation.”



Vixie obeyed, lifting the collar to her neck. With trembling
fingers, she guided it beneath the long strands of her copper-
russet hair, then fastened the small silver clasp at the back. The
motion felt strange — deliberate, ritualistic — as if she were
sealing a pact not only with him, but with this new reality.

The leather settled against her skin, surprisingly soft and
supple. It was loose enough not to constrict — no pressure, no
pinch. Instead, it seemed almost... comforting. A faint warmth
spread from the leather, as though it had retained a trace of the
morning sun, or perhaps some lingering heat from being carried
close to her master’s body.

She swallowed, testing the sensation. The collar was there —
undeniable, tangible — yet it did not weigh her down. If anything,
it gave her a curious sense of definition: as if, by accepting this
mark, she had suddenly found a place in the world, a role she
could begin to understand.

“How does it feel?” Nelidov asked, his voice calm and
probing.

Vixie hesitated, searching for the right words. “It’s... not
what 1 expected,” she admitted quietly. “It doesn’t hurt. And
strangely... I feel warmer.”

A faint trace of something like approval flickered in his eyes.
“Good. Thatis as it should be. The collar is not a shackle — not in
the way you imagine. It is a frame. Like the frame of a painting,
it does not limit the image; it defines it. You are not less free with
it — you are more you, because you now have boundaries within



which to grow.”

He paused, letting the words settle. “Remember this feeling:
the warmth, the fit, the absence of pain. This is how discipline
should feel — not a crushing weight, but a gentle guide. It does
not take away your self; it helps you find it.”

Vixie touched the collar lightly with her fingertips, tracing
the smooth edge where it rested just above her collarbone. The
metal clasp was cool, the leather soft. She looked up at him, her
expression no longer just fearful or ashamed, but thoughtful —
as though she were turning over a new idea in her mind, testing
its weight.

“I understand”, she said, her voice firmer than before. “At
least... 'm beginning to.”

Nelidov inclined his head in acknowledgment. But instead of
dismissing her, he reached out again — his gloved hand extended
toward her, palm up. In it lay the end of a thin, polished chain:
a leash, its links gleaming softly in the morning light, waiting to
be attached to a small ring on the collar’s clasp.

Vixie’s breath caught. The sight of the chain sent a jolt
through her — not quite fear, not quite shame, but a sharp,
visceral recognition. This was no longer just a collar. This was
a connection.

He did not speak. He did not need to. His hand remained
steady, waiting.

Her head tilted back on its own — not in defiance, not in
submission, but as if pulled by some unseen force. Her long hair



slid aside, revealing the nape of her neck, the silver clasp, the
ring. The collar felt suddenly heavier, more real.

His fingers brushed the leather as he fastened the clasp of the
chain. The metal clicked — a small, decisive sound in the cold
air. No words. No explanation. Just the click, and the weight of
the leash settling against her skin.

She felt it at once: the pull, the link. Not tight, not painful
— just present. A line drawn between them, tangible and
unavoidable. She was no longer standing alone in the courtyard.
She was attached.

The thought should have horrified her. And yet... something
in her stilled. A strange calm spread through her limbs. She was
not a wild thing running free — she never had been, not truly.
But now, for the first time, she had a direction. A guide.

She glanced down at the chain. It hung loose — simple,
functional, not cruel. Almost... caring. Like a lead for a well-
trained hound — not to punish, but to keep safe. To keep close.

Nelidov gave the chain the slightest tension — just enough
to make her look up. His gaze held hers: steady, unblinking,
possessive. Not callous, not kind. Just his.

Without a word, he turned his horse. The animal shifted, took
a step forward. Vixie moved with it — not dragged, not forced,
but guided. Her bare feet followed the rhythm, one after another,
across the cold gravel.

The collar stayed warm against her skin. The chain remained
slack. The cold air still bit at her arms, but it no longer felt like



an enemy. It was just... part of the world. And she was part of
it — now with a place, a purpose, a master.

She walked, and the leash did not pull. It simply was. Like the
dawn. Like the wind. Like him.

A faint sensation stirred in her chest — not joy, not relief, but
something quieter. Recognition. She was not free in the way she
had once imagined freedom. But she was not lost anymore.

Her steps matched the horse’s gait. Her breathing steadied.
The world sharpened around her: the crisp air, the pale light, the
steady presence above her, the gentle tension of the leash. She
was here. She was his. And for now, that was enough.

They crossed the courtyard and emerged into the open field,
shrouded in the thin haze of early morning. Nelidov led her by
the leash — silently, steadily, without looking back. Vixie kept
pace beside him, careful not to lag behind, so the chain would
not tighten and tug at her collar. Her bare feet registered every
unevenness of the ground: cold clods of earth, sharp blades of
grass, damp patches where the dew still lingered.
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