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Chapter 1

Merryll
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My body was beating with the thumps of the music, the swirling and pulsing lights of the room mixing with the smell of sweat. I was holding a small glass in my hand, and trying to mingle with everyone else.

A man a bit taller than me popped up in front of me, enveloping me in his arms without touching me. He was smiling. His teeth were as bright as the sun and he looked pretty enough, but he wasn’t for me.

I didn’t know what I was looking for in this nightclub. I could see my sister sitting on one of the couches not too far from me, sipping from a glass of martini and smiling at a blonde man. He ran his hand through his hair, saying things that made her smile widen.

I was still dancing with the man in front of me, but it didn’t take him too long to realize that I didn’t want to have anything to do with him.

“Sorry. I should have guessed,” he said, turning and leaving me alone while I danced with nobody in particular.

I was trying to forget. I couldn’t believe that I was going to marry. I was still in college, and they were going to marry me to a man whose face I couldn’t even see. Dad said that it was to protect our family.

His business was going downhill, and he needed the money infusion that was going to come. As soon as I slid the ring on that man’s finger, dad would receive so much money he would be able to turn things around.

That’s what he’d told me anyway, and as his daughter, I’d like to believe him.

I downed the rest of the vodka down my throat, thinking about my future husband and what marrying him was going to mean. I couldn’t help but keep wondering what he looked like.

My sister hadn’t seen him too, but from the looks of things, I’d say that she thought the same thing. That he was an older man. In his fifties. He was probably old enough to think of me as his daughter, and that was a little fucked up.

A little? No. A little was not picturing the whole thing. It was very fucked up, and just thinking about the wedding was enough to make my stomach churn.

I turned my head to the right when I spotted a man that made me feel something different. I felt some heat rising to my cheeks, and I could tell that his eyes were gazing at me too.

Suddenly, it was like there was no more crowd separating me from him. He was holding a glass of vodka too, but in a moment put it back on the bar where he was standing in front.

He appeared to be alone, and much different than all other men in the nightclub. The color of his eyes was very much like mine, but there was a fundamental difference – other than his gender – that set him apart from me.

He was white like the peak of a snowy mountain, taller – by a head, at least – and didn’t look like the kind of man I should ever befriend. His dark tattoos that painted even his neck told me as much.

That was not to say he didn’t look hot, though. He very much did. I had a thing for white men like him. Not for every white man, though, I should correct myself. There was definitely something that made him look different.

He was now marching to me and the closer he got, the more I could tell what that was. He wasn’t from America at all. He was from a different country. That was clear as day. The way he was strolling to me through all those people... Some were even having to jump sideways to avoid him crashing into them.

And it took him almost no time at all to close the distance between us.

He stood so imperious in front of me that I almost didn’t know what to do with my hands. And he was then dancing with me, following the tempo of the beats.

He hadn’t said anything yet, and he didn’t have to. He was entangling me with him and just for this moment I was hoping I didn’t have to marry anyone.

I wished I had more time to spend freely, getting to know him.

“Are you new here? First time coming to the club?” He asked, his voice sounding deep and assured, and Russian too.

Just looking at his face, I could tell that he was a little older than me. That was a plus, but it was his accent that truly sucked me in. I couldn’t even pay any more attention to everything else that was happening around us.

I was focused on this man alone.

“No, it’s not my first time here.”

“Are you here with someone else, then?”

“Yeah, my sister and some other people. They are accompanying me to make sure I won’t do anything stupid.”

“Anything stupid... like dancing with me?” He asked, sliding his hand through the air, settling it on my waist.

I knew that I was short and small, even for a woman, but his hand was making me feel like I was a midget. It was much more than anything I was expecting it to be.

“Something like that,” I said, feeling the smell of his perfume even through the fog, alcohol, and sweat that wafted in the air.

I didn’t know the brand of the perfume, but it was strong and dense, reflecting some of the personality of this Russian.

It was kind of strange having someone of his origins dancing in this nightclub, though.

“Are you here in the country for business?”

“Something like that,” he said, smiling and showing me his bright teeth again. Looking at his lips was making me feel like throwing myself toward him and kissing him.

I didn’t think that he would mind if that happened at all.

He danced with me for a little while longer, making me wonder when he was going to ask me what my name was. I was already thinking about collecting his phone number in case I didn’t like my husband at all and he ended up getting a divorce.

“Want to come over to somewhere more private?” He asked when the beats were picking up steam. He was now keeping both of his hands on me, one on my waist and another on the line of my midriff.

Again, he was making me feel small and short. He hit all the right boxes to be called a daddy, and that thick beard of his... Oh my god. I was already wondering what it would feel like to have it grazing over my cheeks.

“Sure, I think that would be nice,” he said, and he smiled gently while grabbing my hand. I didn’t have an engagement ring on, which meant that he didn’t have to worry about that at all.

I looked to the side, finding my sister and some other people that were accompanying us. They seemed to have been sucked into the party and weren’t paying any more attention to me.

I smiled without showing my teeth. Knowing that meant I didn’t have to worry much about what they would have to say if they found out about this.

He was leading me through the crowd, opening the door of a not-too-small room that was in the nightclub. He closed it, but not before waving his hand. A waiter came on by, noting our orders.

“I’m going to pay for everything.”

“Oh, you don’t need to do that-”

“Please, I do.”

If there was something that I learned in my life was that I shouldn’t be an ass when people were being nice to me. He wanted to pay for that ridiculously expensive wine? Then, fine. He could pay for all of it.

He sat down with me on a round couch that stood around a small, circular table. The room was lighted by a red light that was gentle and not at all too harsh on the eyes.

If anything, it made him look even more handsome than he already was.

He was a heavy man. Muscles on top of muscles. Even when he sat down, I felt that. The couch had sagged like he’d just pushed out all of the air inside it.

“I’m Stefan,” he said, putting a hand on my thigh. I should be angry that he did that without feeling any guilt, but if anything, it made my nipples harder than they already were.

My sister hadn’t allowed me to come in here wearing something flimsier and thinner. The blouse that I had on hid my perky, hard nipples, which was something that I was now regretting.

I wanted Stefan to know that he was making my pussy quiver as I kept on admiring him with my eyes.

“I’m Merryll.”

“You have a last name, Merryll?”

“Do you?” I shot right back, and he chuckled, sliding his hand over my thigh. It was getting dangerously close to my pussy. He could touch my thong now, and I wouldn’t feel any repulsion.

No annoyance at all.

When it was nothing more than an inch from touching it, someone knocked on the door of this private room. Stefan stood up, sighing in exasperation. He was that close to having his first taste of my pussy.

He opened the door, the beats in the club rushing into the small space that we were in. The waiter placed the wine and some appetizers on the table, and then quickly took off like he’d never been here.

“Well, now that we have the place all for ourselves,” he said, popping up the wine bottle with his bare hand. I’d seen some impressive displays of strength in my life, but that was something else. “We should drink up.”

I wasn’t drunk and I wasn’t planning on drinking too much now. Looking at his face again, I could tell that he was having the same thought.

He poured some wine in a glass for me, handing it to me. I grabbed it while feeling his fingers touching mine, and they were hot, if a little callous too. He was the kind of man that had worked a lot in his life before winding up where he was. If there was a person that screamed ‘hard work pays off’, then he was a prime example.

Pouring some more wine into his glass, he clinked it with my glass. I sipped it every so often, chatting with him and getting to know him. He wasn’t that keen on sharing all the details of his life with me, but he did tell me that he was some sort of CEO somewhere.

In other words, he was an important man. And that made me drool, still thinking about kissing him for the first time.

I did tell him that I was going to get married. I thought that him knowing that was going to push him away from me, but the opposite happened. He shifted closer to me, making me feel his thigh as it touched mine.

When he put his wine glass back on the table, his hand found my thigh again.

“I’ve got to tell you this, Merryll - you are such a beautiful woman. You’re making me have all sorts of thoughts about you.”

“I hope they’re all good,” I said, chuckling.

“They are,” he said, looping an arm over my shoulders and then pulling me to him.

I felt his lips touching mine, a shower of pleasure washing over me. I wondered if he could tell that I’d never kissed before.

I could feel his lips grazing, touching, and rubbing over mine, and it was the best feeling ever. Dad had said that he wanted to keep me pure for my husband, but guess what?

It wasn’t going to happen anymore.
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Chapter 2

Stefan
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I was dancing with people I didn’t know anything about, losing my faith in this club. They’d promised me that I was going to meet all kinds of pretty girls here in America, from blondies to Asians, and even though they did have a pretty good ‘selection’ of them, none had managed to pique my interest.

None before Merryll.

She was kissing me, and I could tell that this was either her first time doing it or her second or her third one. I’d been with women like her, and there really was no shame in being a virgin.

It wasn’t like it was her fault.

Funny that she said she was going to get married. She looked too young to be thinking about that sort of thing, I thought.

And... Well, this is the moment where I’m going to admit that I know her. I knew her. She was Merryll Small, and she was going to marry my older brother.

He was the one that was supposed to take the reins of our family when my dad passed away. Now, that was a thought that I didn’t even want to remember. It didn’t matter what he was thinking about doing. I had my own business, and it was legit and everything.

I could live the rest of my life with the money that it poured into my account.

I was growling as I kept kissing her, sliding my tongue in and feeling my dick twitching. The next thing that I was planning on doing was bending her over the table and fucking her until she was begging me to stop.

I ended the kiss some time later, opening my eyes and looking into hers. While she didn’t know jack shit about kissing, she was still not going to let that hold her back.

She’d done her homework on the kissing department alright, I thought with an amusing smile on my face.

“Is something I’m doing funny?” She asked, putting her hand on my cheek and caressing it. I could feel how soft her skin was, and it was sending all sorts of right signals through my body.

I could feel my balls getting so hot. If she were thinking about the same thing, I wouldn’t mind taking the risk and fucking her bareback now.

“No, nothing in particular. I was just thinking that you kiss quite well.”

Her cheeks took on a rosy color. She was so pretty, her chocolate skin tempting me so much.

“So, why did you stop?” She teased.

If she really didn’t know anything about kissing – and she didn’t, as my older brother had stressed multiple times that he was only going to marry a pure woman – then she definitely wasn’t letting that get in her way.

If anything, she was using that to power her hunger for me.

She slid a hand underneath my white button-up shirt, finding my abs. She was keeping her eyes closed and her expression was still the same from before, but I could tell that she was loving the feel of my abs against her hands.

I worked out quite a lot. If there was something that I was getting a lot of recently, it was time. I worked out to become better than my brother, who had taunted me through most of my childhood about his impressive biceps.

I was becoming a bodybuilder, remembering that stuff like that really paid off. Women like Merryll here just fell for that kind of man like rain pouring in the city.

She was moaning as she kissed me, allowing me to slide my tongue into her mouth. It was hot, needy, and I could feel her body getting hotter as time passed.

Merryll was definitely not letting anything get in the way of her enjoyment of our kissing.

Sliding her hand up, she started to unbutton my shirt. I took a peek at her face, opening my eyes for only a fraction of a second. She was still kissing me while she didn’t feel uncomfortable at all that she was drooling from both sides of her mouth.

I couldn’t help but break the kiss, pushing her a little with my hand until she opened her eyes again.

She was staring at me now, asking, “Why did you stop again?”

“Oh, my pretty thing. I just need more of you, and I can’t have that while sitting on this couch like a chump.”

She opened a smile, lying down on the couch. I was on top of her and my knee kept hitting against the small table, but it was okay. I loved fucking women in tight spaces.

I moved over until my lips were touching hers. For a moment, she looked into my eyes and I could tell exactly what she was thinking now.

She wanted this. Merryll wasn’t going to tell me that she was a virgin, but she wanted me inside of her more than anything. Her whole body was begging for that. Her pussy was pleading me to let my dick out.

And now, while growling into her mouth again, I was thinking about doing just that.

I wasn’t going to let her have all the fun. I didn’t need her permission when I made my fingers meet the lower part of her blouse. I pulled it up and she lifted her arms, helping me with getting that damn thing off of her.

I flung it over my head, growling when I saw her petite, naked frame in front of me. There was something about it that was impossible to find on someone else, like I’d finally lucked out in life when it came to meeting the right woman.

And the thing about fucking the woman of my brother? It turned me on. It was making my dick leak pre-come, and I knew that she was thinking about licking it with her pretty, sweet tongue.

Everything was a disarray of kissing and getting her naked. One moment our lips were crashing together again, and the next she was unbuttoning more buttons of my shirt.

She finally undid the last one, her eyes raking my chest from top to bottom.

Licking her lips, she couldn’t help but feel it with her hands.

“It’s perfect,” she murmured.

“Just like you are,” I purred, making my lips crash against hers one more time, her body convulsing when she wasn’t even coming. Merryll was just that turned on.

I kept on grinding my body against hers, feeling how small she was while it seemed that our kiss was going to last all of eternity. It was a silly thought that one, but it was nonetheless in every part of my mind.

I was sliding my tongue into her mouth one more time when I reached behind her with my hand. She lifted her torso, chuckling and saying unintelligible things even while she was still kissing me.

The thought of popping her hymen before my brother had the chance to do the same... It was making my dick jump under my pants.

“Fuck, this is too much,” I said without actually meaning that. If anything, it was still not enough and I was still begging for the moment where I would be plunging deep into her fanny.

I found the part of her bra that I was looking for. Unsnapping it, she didn’t even try to stop me. If anything, Merryll’s lips became a lot hungrier and wetter as she wondered what letting me have her boobs all for myself was going to make her feel like.

I broke our kiss one more time, opening my eyes slowly while I took in the pretty, enticing view that was her pair of boobs. They were the same color as the rest of her skin, and her nipples were dark and perky.

They were pointing right at me, and she didn’t feel any shame that they were this hard.

My dick was still twitching against my underwear when I moved my fingers to her right nipple. Her body gave a little twitch, her legs squirming against themselves, when I touched that hard part of her skin.

She was licking her lips, eyes full of lust.

If she wasn’t meant for my brother, if she didn’t have to marry him, then for sure I’d be taking her out of this nightclub and out of the country as well.

I’d be bending her over the table of my kitchen in my house in Russia, pummeling in and out of her fanny until she couldn’t walk anymore.

I pinched her teat, pressing it slightly before leaning down and kissing it. I looked at her eyes for a moment before moving to the left, and kissing her other nipple too.

She was utterly powerless underneath me, finding it impossible to move. I could do anything that I wanted with her now.

I traced my finger over her boobs, moving it down until I was right at the moment where I could open the zipper of her pants.

“Should I?” I asked, meaning my question. I was only going to go on with her okay, I thought, breathing in and feeling the smell of her body. It was more her smell than the odor of her perfume, and it was making my dick throb under my pants.

She nodded once and hurriedly, showing all of her inexperience with this. There was never anything quite like being a woman’s first time, and now that thought was making my semen bubble up in my balls.

I glided my fingers until they pinched the end of her zipper. Pulling it down, I finally got my first peek of her thong. She was wearing a bright yellow model that complemented her chocolate skin perfectly.

It was like being in the presence of a large chocolate bar made with peanuts- But I was rambling in my thoughts, so I pushed that particular thought away and focused on what my eyes were feasting on.

I finished pulling her zipper all the way down and was going to lower her jeans when someone rapped on the door. I snapped my head to it, and then turned it slowly to the beautiful black American that was underneath me.

They rapped on the wood again, and I couldn’t help but growl, leaning down until I was kissing her passionately.

“Please, don’t go,” Merryll said, putting her fingers underneath the collar of my shirt and really meaning her words.

“Sorry, babe, but I think that I really need to go see who it is.”

She pursed her lips, looking disappointed. But she wasn’t going to let me go without getting another piece of me. Her hand moved down to my ass, and she squeezed it like this was the last time she was seeing me.

“Maybe it’s nothing serious,” I said, recomposing myself and combing my hair. It turned out that she made quite a mess of it.

I walked to the door, opening it while I heard Merryll putting her clothes on and combing her hair with the help of the reflection on the bottle.

And when I opened the door, well... I knew that I wasn’t going to see her again tonight. He told me that something terrible happened and that I needed to tend to it right away.

Turning her head to me, Merryll was still looking so disappointed that I couldn’t help but hate myself a little.

I pulled her to me with all of my strength, giving her a kiss that she was never going to forget.

I wasn’t planning on being at her wedding, and I wasn’t sharing my number with her. It was a pity that our night ended so early, but there wasn’t much that I could do about it.

And so, I walked out of that room while feeling a little empty inside. It was such a pity that she would never be my woman.
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Chapter 3

Merryll
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“You are looking fine. Don’t worry about the hair much,” my sister said. She was sitting on a small stool, keeping one leg over the other, and smiling at me through the mirror.

I was thinking that there was something wrong with my hair, and I couldn’t quite put my finger on the why. It didn’t look fully right, like something was missing.

I had a tiara on my head, and it helped with keeping my curly hair in place. I didn’t want it bouncing too much when I started to walk down the aisle of the church.
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