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Chapter 1 | Eva
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I GRABBED A PHOTO OF mine and examined it. I couldn’t help but feel I was crossing to another chapter of my life. My mind was barely aware of the comb going up and down, smoothing a flock of my hair until it was like silk.

Maybe I shouldn’t be this sad, but who could blame me?

There was a light tug as the hairdresser grabbed another flock of my hair and restarted her process. She was quite skilled. Always gentle, but also always showing she knew what she was doing. Her name escaped my mind. She’d commented I would become one of the most beautiful brides she’d ever seen.

I couldn’t care about my looks as much as I was now worried about the marriage itself.

To become the woman of a man whose face I hadn’t been allowed to see yet...

It was quite troublesome, and there was nothing I could do about it.

I put the photo back on top of the makeup table. My eyes studied my face in the mirror. I looked more beautiful than I’d ever been, and yet I couldn’t be fully happy about where my life was heading.

I thought I would marry someone else...

There was a slight slap on my shoulder. I turned my head a little to the left, seeing my sister. She was just 16, and she was so excited about the wedding. If only she could put herself in my position for just a second, she would know that this wasn’t what she was dreaming it was.

That’s all that was going on in her mind at this moment. Nothing more than a fake dream...

“Cheer up, sis. You are going to marry one of the most handsome men I’ve ever seen!”

“Every man is handsome to you, Marcella. You are a lost cause.”

She giggled and refuted me, “Well, Merrill wasn’t.”

“Yeah, because he was my boyfriend, and don’t lie to me. I know you had feelings for him once.”

“Maybe, but that is in the past now. Back to the wedding here-”

“I’m not sure I want to talk about it.”

“Protasio is just so... uhhmm... so fucking gorgeous! All your doubts will be washed away when you meet him.”

There was another tug on my hair when the hairdresser grabbed another flock. I wondered for a second what she was thinking about all this. She was probably more worried about getting paid than anything, really.

“When I can see his face, I’ll be able to assess that. Right now, though, I have no idea what he even looks like.”

“Maybe you should ask me questions about that.”

I paused, thinking. Did I really want to ask my sister what my groom looked like? It was either that or talking about something else entirely different. I knew what Marcella was like. She wasn’t going to shut her mouth – she never did.

“Fine, fine. Does he have a beard?”

She nodded, “And it’s thick and perfect. You will love the feeling of it grazing over your skin.”

I looked at myself in the mirror again. His beard was a positive I couldn’t deny I already liked. And considering he was much older than me – around 40 years of age – he did have some good things that made this wedding seem a bit better already.

But without knowing what he was like... I couldn’t be sure I would have a happy life with him. What if he was violent? What if he was a hopeless drunk, always coming back in the middle of the night stumbling about and breaking stuff in the house? I wasn’t sure for how long I could endure a spouse that acted in such a vile manner.

“And what’s his face like?”

“Chiseled, with an eternal stern look that will forever be ingrained in your mind.”

She was making me feel turned on already. Could this actually become something good? Did father truly find the right man for me?

I wasn’t holding my breath for that. Father had never been too kind to me. He parented me with a firm hand, and the times he was kind were few and far between. Maybe this one was of those rare occasions, but once again, I wasn’t going to delude myself.

There was another tug on my hair. The hairdresser continued to act like she couldn’t comprehend any of the words being spoken. It was for the best, I imagined. Anyone could walk into the room without warning and find her interacting with people she had nothing to do with – and that, if it ever happened, could cost her job.

I focused on my hair for a few seconds, admiring the hairdresser’s handiwork. It looked so good I was wishing I could keep it forever. Maybe it could be arranged. I would need to talk to my father and my husband about hiring this hairdresser permanently.

“What about his height? How tall is he?”

“Taller than our father. Half a head taller, to be more precise. I’d say he’s six foot five. I would probably look like nothing in front of him, and you aren’t much taller than me yourself.”

Was my sister pulling my leg here? Did she know what my type was this well? She was practically describing the man of my dreams, without taking into consideration the personality. As for that, I wished he was kind while capable of being firm when so was required of him, but that was beyond the point at this moment, and so I pushed the thought away.

I covered my mouth with my hand, holding back a giggle.

My eyes blinked, and Marcella cocked her head.

“What’s so funny?”

“You are just kidding with me, aren’t you?”

“No, I’m not.”

“Don’t play dumb. I know you are. You know what my type is, and there’s no way that man is so perfect.”

“But I haven’t even finished describing him. He’s well-built, with a body to make even bodybuilders envious of him...”

I giggled and complained, “Let’s stop this before you finish ruining my marriage.”

“But I’m not ly-”

The door opened without a warning, and in stepped a man.

Well... To describe him as just that would be quite the disservice to his looks.

He was everything my sister had been saying my husband looked like. But it couldn’t be him, right? It couldn’t be. He was supposed to be in Turin, Italy, where I would marry him about a week from now.

He marched to me and waved his hand. The hairdresser dropped the comb and scurried away to safety. For a moment, I wished I could go with her. My sister didn’t fare better herself. Her eyes widened and she then disappeared like the room was on fire.

And it might as well be.

The man whose name I was suspecting to be my groom’s closed the door gently behind him and walked to me. I stood up from the chair I was sitting on and felt my heart skipping a beat.

His posture and the way he carried himself exhaled dominance and self-esteem. His eyes were a mixture of coldness with firmness, like he knew exactly what he’d come here for and wasn’t going to stop at anything.

I stood there, in front of the makeup table, finding it impossible to move. If that were my husband, then what was he doing here? And not only that, why did he look so much younger? He couldn’t be much older than I was, and I was in my early 20’s.

His hand grabbed mine, and he commented, “You are so, so beautiful. I should have come here a lot sooner.”

“But I’m not even-”

He pressed a finger to my lips and whispered, “Shhhh. Don’t say anything. Just listen to your heart. What does it say?”

I didn’t have and shouldn’t obey him, but I felt it impossible to do so. His hand was soft and callous at the same time, like he’d had his fair share of hard work. And not only that, it was so much bigger than mine. It engulfed it, making it feel like nothing.

I was a proud woman and I didn’t fall for any man, but if this were my husband, then I couldn’t help but witness all my barriers as they crumbled to his dominance. To be honest, said barriers didn’t last even a fraction of a second when he barged into the room.

And I listened to my heart. It was saying one thing only, and doing so very loudly. It was telling me that this was my husband, that I would have a great life with him, and that father truly had chosen the right man for me.

It was also insisting on something else: that I’d been a fool this whole time for being afraid of the wedding. If that was really the case, then I would be glad to assume I was wrong. Maybe I could repent and think of my previous considerations as nothing more than delusions of a woman who I no longer was.

“Are you Protasio Siciliano?” I enquired, studying his eyes to discover the truth.

His eyes remained calm and calculative, and his lips curved up at one side. I couldn’t be sure about this, but he didn’t seem to be lying. Maybe he truly was my soon-to-be husband. Perhaps, he came here to find out who I was because he also couldn’t wait anymore until the wedding.

Protasio towered over me, his presence alone enough to make me feel like nothing. Even like this, without doing much, he was making me feel safe.

I felt like nothing could harm me at this moment, or ever for that matter, as long as I was his wife.

His eyes locked with mine, and his lips approached me. Was I really going to do this? Was I truly going to kiss the man that would become my husband? There was nothing to stand in his way, and he had me wrapped around his finger.

And, it happened.

His lips touched mine, sending a wave of sparkles throughout my body. My back arched a little, and I felt my legs quivering. His hand flew to my lower backside, supporting me before I could fall.

His lips pressed tighter against mine, and I could feel his cologne invading my lungs through my nostrils. That smell... it was nothing like I’d experienced before, and it truly spoke about the kind of man he was.

He exhaled confidence, pulling me even tighter to him. His lips were so gentle and firm at the same time, like everything else about him. I could feel his body grinding against mine and pushing me to sit on top of the makeup table.

My hand pushed the comb off the surface without meaning to do so, and it fell on the wooden floor of my bedroom. I tried sitting on the table again, but it was hard to do two things at the same time while my groom continued to devour me.

I dared to open my eyes, and found him glaring at me.

His lips curved upward slightly again, and I could feel what he was thinking. He was aware he had me wrapped around his finger, and wasn’t going to end what we were doing anytime soon.

His free hand pushed up my dress, revealing to him my thighs. His hand was warm when he touched them, and I felt a thrill of excitement surging through my body. It was the middle of the day, and the light was pouring into the room. Anybody could come right in and find us doing this sacrilegious act. A woman wasn’t supposed to be kissing her husband before the marriage, after all.

And that couldn’t happen especially when the families were as conservative as ours were...

But Protasio couldn’t give a shit about those things, and continued to slide his hand upward. It wouldn’t be long until he was feasting and playing with my underwear. I knew this was all sorts of wrong, but there was nothing I could do to halt him, and I didn’t want to do so anyway.

I pressed my hand to his chest, wanting to feel more of him. He was well-built, and I could feel the hardness of his muscles. The lines that defined his pecs were impossibly curvy, and he seemed to be the kind of guy that lifted weights without going overboard.

I slid my hand down and found his abs. Even against the material of his white button-up shirt, I could tell that he had a six-pack. The muscles strained and relaxed with time, depending on how he shifted his body.

I felt it almost impossible to breathe, but I didn’t want to do anything to remediate that. It was almost like that, by doing such a thing, everything would be ruined.

And I couldn’t stop thinking about how young he looked. He was either a beast of nature, like those guys that always looked about fifteen years younger than they really were, or someone utterly different from my real husband.

However, if the latter was the case, then who was this man and why was he kissing me?

It wouldn’t make any sense. He had to be Protasio Siciliano.

His hand continued to move up my thigh.

I whimpered, now sensing his fingers touching my panties. If this didn’t end right now, we were going to have sex way before the wedding. And if our fathers were to find out about that, everything would be ruined.

There would be war, and they would obliterate us out of existence.

But it was difficult to act like I should and think straight when I had such a gorgeous man all for myself. And this was no dream. This was as real as the makeup table I was now sitting on.

His fingers now teased my panties.

“I’m going to get rid of this, and you are not going to scream,” he said, and it wasn’t a plea, but an order.

The audacity of this man.

I should be a little mad he couldn’t care at all about what I was thinking about this, but the truth was far different.

I actually wanted him to continue. There was something about being dominated like this I couldn’t quite put into words. If I were I to try, I’d say it was liberating.

His fingers brushed against my skin some more, and I moaned. I did so against his lips because he just couldn’t stop kissing me. It was like he was either some kind of machine, or just a man who had been dreaming about his future wife for too long.

I sure as hell hoped the latter was the case.

He was ruining everything. The other servants had worked so hard to make sure my makeup and hair looked just right, but now it was all messed up. My lipstick was all over my cheeks, and all over on his face as well. His lips now tasted of it, and it made the endless kissing so much better.

I was even wearing my wedding dress too, but that he was also messing up. I should be tougher than this. I should be more assertive and scold him for everything he was doing, but I couldn’t deny my lust, and it was taking over my body.

My nipples were so hard, and never before did I feel so turned on.

My pussy was dripping wet, like it knew this could have only one ending.

His lips stopped for a second, finally giving me some much-needed time to breathe. I panted, locking my eyes with his.

His hand brushed against my skin, and he commented, “You’ve shaved. Did you know I was going to come?”

“No,” I responded meekly, like I was an entirely different woman now.

His finger brushed against my clit, and I moaned again. I could hear nothing but the silence outside. Was that the calm before the storm? Were our fathers going to barge into the room and find us like this? Would they then kill us?

I couldn’t know, and I also couldn’t care less.

“Your little rosebud is so hard right now. I want you. I want to make you mine,” he purred, kissing my cheeks and then my neck.

His presence was so comforting, and I couldn’t stop bathing myself in his warmth. It was the Summer season, but he was still managing to make me feel hotter. It was almost like I was going to get a fever...

“Pro-” I was saying when he closed my lips with his index finger again.

“Don’t,” he scolded me, and his finger proceeded to torment me once more.

He played with my pussy lips, driving me wild. He was going to make me orgasm and I couldn’t even think about all the preparation for the marriage anymore. It felt like something from a distant past now.

His finger, callous and soft at the same time, played with my pussy lips like I’d been living with him for years. And he did so as if he was one of the most experienced men in the world.

He hit every exposed spot of mine, and I could feel my climax coming. I’d long closed my eyes again at this point, and I was growing sure I was indeed going to get plowed before the wedding took place.

Using more fingers, he kept driving me wild. His other hand, giving me support, was the only thing keeping me from falling over the makeup table.

He was incessant, always hitting all the exposed bits of my slit. “You are dripping wet for me,” he moaned, and I knew he was so turned on that his dick was leaking his pre-cum.

Footsteps echoed from a distance, and they were coming this way.

Protasio pulled himself off me like a thunderbolt, and in no time at all someone was opening the door. It was my father, and thank goodness I managed to get myself off the table before he saw what was happening here.

But there was still the matter of my makeup. It was such a mess. Father wasn’t an idiot.

Looking at Protasio, he frowned.

“Boris? What are you doing here?”

Boris?

Father didn’t have to have made that question, but he was so shocked it had been basically the only thing he could have said. And who the hell was Boris?

Feeling confused, I couldn’t admit the truth. Father was aware of what we had been doing here.

“Sorry, Mr. Gallo. We were just talking.”

Father said nothing, and a long moment of silence ensued. My heart began to beat fast, and my palms sweated. I didn’t like where this was going, and the realization that I was kissing a man that wasn’t my groom was terrible.

I could just conjecture the kind of things father was going to do to me now.

Boris excused himself and walked away just as fast as he got in. Dad closed the door and marched to me. I tried to make myself as small as possible, but there was no way I could just puff out of existence and find myself in the body of another woman, as much as I desired that to happen.

I just made the worst mistake of my life, and father could do nothing against Boris. He was from the more influential and powerful family, between our two families. If he did anything that displeased Boris’ father, we would be in trouble.

He gripped my chin and turned my face around.

“You were kissing the brother of your groom. What do you think all of this is? Some kind of game?! The marriage is vital to our survival!”

His eyes burned with rage, locking with mine. “Do you have nothing worthwhile going on in that mind of yours?!”

“I’m sorry, father. I didn’t know.”

“Didn’t know he wasn’t your spouse? You want me to believe in such a half-assed lie?”

“He just barged into the room and started to kiss me! What should I have done? I thought he was my husband...”

He ungripped my chin and huffed, looking so displeased he was making me feel afraid of him even more than I normally was.

“I’m going to talk to him to make sure he won’t tell anyone about this. Nobody can know about what happened here. If Protasio finds out about this... Jesus, I don’t even want to think about what would then happen.”

He turned his head to me and commanded, “Just fix yourself. Your hair and face are a mess, and I don’t want Marzio Siciliano seeing you like this. I’m going to ask the servants to come back here.”

He marched out and closed the door before I could have said another word. Settling my hand on the chair, I plopped down on it while my head spun around the events that transpired here.

I just kissed the younger brother of my soon-to-be-husband, and I was actually now wishing he was my groom instead.
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Chapter 2 | Boris
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I GRABBED A GLASS, poured some red wine in it, and chugged the whole thing down. I needed this. The liquid traveled through my throat and went down to my stomach, making my body feel warm.

Our family had been invited here today, and my father was somewhere in the manor. It was a nice place, with a lot of workers and more rooms than one could ever need. I was in the kitchen, and there were some cooks and waitresses walking about.

In front of me was a short wall, and behind it was just a section of the kitchen. I’d grabbed a bottle of wine and thought there was nothing better to be doing than this.

I shouldn’t have let her father see us like that, but I wasn’t the one to blame here. How could I have guessed her father was going to show up there when he did? He was supposed to have been talking with my old man, not checking up on his daughter, after all.

Still, it was all worth it, and I’d do it again.

Protasio was a lucky man. Who could have guessed he was going to be paired with someone like her? She was a thing of beauty, and any man in the world would be happy to have her under his arm.

When I saw her for the first time, I knew I couldn’t resist my temptations. I’d seen her profile online many times, but seeing her in person was another thing altogether. Her beauty struck me like a speeding train.

My eyes landed on her and I’d become a hungry animal, and so I ended up kissing her.

What happened then had been nothing more than a snowball going down a steep slope. I just couldn’t stop.

Footsteps approached me, forcing me to turn around and face the man in the large, semi-circular doorway.

Mr. Savino Gallo, and I knew very well what he was thinking. What you did with my daughter is the kind of thing I’m never going to forget, and if it happens again, your head will roll on the ground.

But even though he was so pissed he could kill me right now if I weren’t from the Siciliano family, he was going to let what happened slide.
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