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Chapter 1

Shandee
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I DIDN’T ASK FOR THIS marriage. I stood in front of everyone, feeling so embarrassed I’d rather be killing myself right now. He stood beside me, with a victorious smile on his chiseled and masculine face.

He knew that he owned me now. I was his trophy. He thought that I was pretty, that my only purpose was to look beautiful to his parents and the rest of his family. They were all here, remaining silent while the priest not more than a couple of feet from us recited his words

He was holding an old book that I didn’t want to look at, but it wasn’t like there were plenty of things to pay attention to at the moment. I could look at the guests. They were all staring at me. Some of them murmured among themselves. Some of them looked friendly enough, but they were all not my family.

My family was here too, in this old but scenic building that looked as if it had been built ages ago. Mom didn’t look happy. My father was sitting on one of the front benches, with a mixture of contentment and regret in his eyes.

I didn’t want to remember why he was making me marry the asshole and murder that was standing beside me, with his hands positioned in front of him. His pepper and salt hair reminded me of his age far too much, and it was one of the many reasons why I didn’t wish to look at his face.

It didn’t matter what came to pass, I wasn’t about to begin calling him my love or something like that. No way that would ever happen. And if he was thinking that he was going to have me ready and willing in his bed, then he had something coming.

I was still living in a country that valued freedom. I was only ‘accepting’ this marriage for one reason only – I didn’t want my father to fall into a spiral of depression. As with any other man his age, he measured his life success on how much money he made and how many people he could charm.

That’s why he accepted his money.

I thought that we were better than this, that we would never accept a Russian’s money. And one more thing that puzzled me too was that he was willing to marry someone like me. I’d heard far too many times about his father not liking people with my skin color.

If he was racist, then fine. I wasn’t going to begin talking to him or anything like that. I was going to forget he even existed, too. I didn’t have time for that kind of person anymore.

I’d had enough of them in high school and college.

I didn’t know what my soon-to-be husband’s reasons were. Did he think that he was going to inherit something by marrying me? Was there any particular reason he chose me over any other woman that fell head over heels for him?

I didn’t know, but his ominous look over the guests told me that he wasn’t the kind of man that worried about what other people thought of him. And that’s something I valued. I hated the man, but that I could admire about him.

I looked and felt exposed. I didn’t think that I’d ever felt like this my whole life. I could almost feel the intensity with which they were judging me now. What the hell does she think she’s doing, marrying a man like Leonid?

And other than the priest reciting his words, everything was silent. There wasn’t even a single bird tweeting outside. The whole environment of the chapel inside his estate was unnerving. It didn’t matter how expensive and luxurious it looked, it was never going to make me feel at home.

If anything, I was already trying to conjure some kind of escape plan to flee this hell. Maybe I should put some poison in his morning coffee. We didn’t talk much yet, but he’d promised that I was going to be his little princess.

He was going to treat me with the respect I deserved. He was going to have other people doing the cooking. I didn’t know how that made me feel. A little more depressed than usual, I guessed. I’d never had other people cook for me before, other than when I went to a restaurant.

But that was beside the point.

I was thinking about the wedding dress. I didn’t have enough time to pick the right one. I didn’t much care for the marriage itself, but I’d still thought that I should make it something that I was going to remember for the rest of my life.

I wanted to make something good out of it.

The priest was getting to the end of the text he was reading, his words coming in through one ear of mine and leaving through the other. I was focusing on one thing only right now. When he told me to put the ring on Leonid’s finger, I was going to do it and then I was going to pretend that I was going to like the kiss.

I was a woman with better self-respect than most people thought I had. They all thought that I was marrying him for his money. That wasn’t it. I had more than I needed at home, and after finishing college, I’d already been pondering the kind of job that I wanted.

I wanted something in an office, where I could dive my head into a screen and forget about life, focusing on spreadsheets and securing business opportunities with CEO’s...

Now, all of that was beyond my reach. I was going to become his. I already was his. His soft smile was more than enough to convince me of that. And it didn’t matter to me how much he was trying to look different – I could see through his deception.

The priest finally said it. The magical words that made Leonid turn to me with an eviler smile on his face. His hand dove into the right pocket of his pants. Out of it, he got the only thing that he was keeping in there.

The marriage ring.

Everything about this wedding had been made to look luxurious. A person that didn’t know wealth, if they came here, would look at this and think that it was all a huge waste of money. They wouldn’t be wrong.

I was thinking the same thing, too. The wine, the flowers, the clothes, and the rest of the decoration – it was all making me wonder how much money Leonid had invested into making sure that everything looked just right for him.

Even the wedding dress – or rather, especially it – looked like the kind of item that I’d see in movies only.

There was a moment of pause as he waited for me to extend my finger to him. I was kind of thinking about dropping the marriage right at this moment, telling everyone that it wasn’t going to happen, but that was before my mind reminded me of why I was doing this.

It wasn’t for my happiness, but for the success of my father. Once the wedding was over, he was going to get all the money he needed. We weren’t living paycheck to paycheck or anything like that, but he did need the extra fund to fulfill his mission.

He’d always talked about it.

A tear rolled down his cheek. Dammit. I wasn’t supposed to be looking sad. I was supposed to be looking like this was everything that I wanted for my life. After all, that was the version of the story that Leonid’s family spoke about among themselves.

They all thought that by marrying Leonid, I was making the most important dream of my life happen.

The touch of his hand was almost too soft when he grabbed mine. I thought that he wasn’t capable of it. I thought that Leonid was the kind of man that only knew pain and was going to make use of this opportunity to assert his dominance over me again.

But no, his fingers were so respectful when he put the ring on my finger. I stared at him without knowing what to think. I couldn’t be misjudging him. This was all nothing more than an act of his to try to fool me.

Tonight, when the marriage was over, he was going to want to see me in his bed. And that’s something that I’d already promised myself I wasn’t going to allow to happen. What did he think I was? Some kind of hooker for him to fuck?

Everything was still so silent while I held the ring that I was going to put on his wedding finger. I took his hand in mine, and it felt so heavy and callous. It was like it spoke everything about his life, about his past.

I didn’t know what to think.

After I finished putting the ring on his finger, his hand fell to the side of his body. His eyes still expressed his coldness and there was something about them I didn’t want to admit. I didn’t want to think that he felt something resembling love.

“And now you can kiss the bride,” the priest said as my soon-to-be husband took one step toward me.

He was really taking this whole thing seriously. I didn’t know if he thought he was going to live a happy life as a married man, but there was no denying that he wanted to look the part. And he didn’t have to try too hard. His presence alone was enough to make everyone in the chapel look ready to bow to him.

He didn’t say anything as he settled his hands on my cheeks. I could feel his hot breath kissing my face as he leaned in and sealed our lips. His lips touched mine as he sent a jolt of pleasure through my body.

I didn’t know he could kiss so well, and it had only just started.

He didn’t use his tongue as he kept kissing me. His lips were so pleasing that I could feel the world around me dissolving. When my father announced the marriage, I thought that I was going to marry some kind of brute.

And to be honest, that’s what I still thought of him. It didn’t matter how well my husband could kiss me. It didn’t matter that I thought he was a beast in bed. I was never going to look past the kind of man he was.

His profession didn’t outright involve him murdering people that crossed him, but I was still pretty sure that he wouldn’t hesitate before ordering my death if I as much as did something he didn’t like.

Everyone inside the chapel remained silent as the kiss went on. And I was almost thinking that he was never going to end it until he finally did, taking his hands off my cheeks.

I had to control myself to not be gasping for air. This wasn’t my first time kissing a man, but it felt like it was. And the soft smile on his chiseled and hard face was pretty telling of this one thing - he knew that he’d left his mark on me, and he wasn’t shy of showing that’s how he looked at this.

I’d thought that I was going to show him what’s what in this sunny and warm afternoon, but his kiss was enough to dissuade me. He’d claimed me. Fighting him from now on was going to be tougher than I’d assumed it was going to be.

Leonid wasn’t the kind of man that permitted his woman to claim any part of his territory.

Everyone inside the chapel erupted as they clapped. The priest had finally said his last words. He’d just confirmed that I was going to be Leonid’s wife from now on. And I didn’t know what to think of that.

I’d just finished sealing my life with a man I didn’t know anything about.
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Chapter 2

Leonid
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SHE SURE AS HELL LOOKED stunning, but there was something about her I couldn’t quite put my finger on. I wasn’t going to begin to think that she liked me. I was a nobody to her and the worst man of her life, to boot.

She kissed well, though I had to say that there were women out there that kissed better than her. Why did I choose her? It was pretty simple. When I first set my eyes on her, I knew that she was the right woman for me.

One could say that it was love at first sight for me, and they wouldn't be wrong. I still wasn't about to begin admitting something of that nature, though. I didn't want to come off so corny. Not in front of so many people.

We'd secured the perimeter of the estate. It didn't help make me feel less uneasy, though. I was worried that one of the rival families was going to come and kill me.

It wouldn't be the first time they tried that, if they did.

But so far everything was so silent I couldn't hear anything going on outside. The inside of the estate was as silent as a leaf flowing with the wind.

I could still feel the touch of her lips against mine. I knew that I'd chosen the right woman for me.

Problem was how to convince her I was the right man for her. She looked at me with concerned eyes. She didn't think that I was the right man for her, and there didn't appear to be a way to change her mind

Well, I sure as hell wasn't going to let that get in my way. I'd dealt with more difficult women before in my life.

Shandee looked nothing short of stunning. She was being her usual self, but she still put so many women to shame. She made me want to be all over her right at this moment. I could be doing that if there weren't so many guests staring at us.

I knew what my ex was thinking about right now. She was jealous that I didn't end up marrying her. Instead, I chose someone that actually complemented me, that made my heart ache for her.

I was aware that she wasn't enjoying the wedding, but there wasn't much about it she could do. Her father needed the money, and I guessed that was alright.

I needed some minutes to talk to her, but the wedding was still far from over. We were going to skip the part where she was supposed to throw a bouquet over her head. There was no point in doing that since she didn't know any of the other guests that weren’t from her family and the wedding wasn’t of the common kind.

I ended up having to do so many things about it in a hurry. I wished I could have given her more time to get used to the idea of marrying a man like me, but that I wasn't able to do.

Her father was in a hurry and he needed my money so quickly I’d almost once thought that I wasn't going to be able to secure it for him.

He didn't need to worry about it any longer though. The money was indeed going to arrive in his bank account and he was going to find himself a much richer man soon enough.

Still not as rich as I was, though. I was already planning on peppering my damsel here with so many spoils that I was bound to change her mind about me one way or another.

The priest said his final words and we took off to the outside of the chapel, where we were going to talk a little with the guests. Mom and dad were surely going to want to meet her properly now that she was my wife.

Kind of funny how I wasn't going to be able to talk to her properly before they did. I wanted to tell her what my plans for our future life together were.

Her eyes were still trembling. Even if she was thinking I was handsome, she was still concerned about what her life with me was going to be like.

I wished to settle my hand on her cheek, caress it, and feel the softness of her skin once more. She was like some kind of angel, and she didn't try to hide that from me.

Her chocolate skin made me feel like ripping off the clothes of her body right at this moment while she was still walking with me through the aisle.

She didn't need to worry much. The wedding was going to end soon and we were then going to have all the time in the world to talk about what we should do next.

I was thinking about traveling the world with her. I did have a lot on my plate and in no way that was a smart decision business-wise, but for my Queen, I was willing to look past that.

We crossed out into the field outside the chapel. It was the same field that surrounded the mansion, meeting the wall that kept everything separate from the outside world.

Other than having to go out to buy groceries and that sort of stuff which I didn't do, we could live the rest of our lives here without having to see anyone we didn't like.

Mom and dad were livid. They thought that I was going to marry their woman of choice. Boring!

I wished to spice things up and I sure as hell was doing that now. Mom looked uncomfortable on the bench, and dad was trying everything in his power to calm her down.

I wished I could go down there and tell him that it wasn't going to work. She was an annoying old hag that couldn't look past something as inconsequential as the skin of another person.

Shandee was African-American. Like so many other women I'd dated before finding out that she was the one I wanted, she went through hell to fit in our society.

But it wasn’t because of her origins that I fell in love with her. It wasn't just because of her looks, either. She was the kind of girl that battled through everything to claim her objectives and make them real.

She wasn't your common damsel in distress kind of woman. Oh no. She fought with her nails and always made sure to state what she was thinking.

Now was no different, I thought when we stood outside the mansion. The sun was a little hot, especially for men and women wearing suits and heavy dresses, but it was okay.

To stand by the side of a woman as stunning as Shandee, any hurdle was worth it.

It didn’t take long for mom and dad to show up, after we met some of the other guests. I was holding her hand, finding it impossibly smooth and soft. I didn’t know if she was thinking the same thing, but she sure as hell looked uncomfortable. She kept shifting her weight.

I squeezed her hand a little tighter when mom stopped in front of her. This was going to turn into a shitshow soon if I didn’t step up. Mom’s tears didn’t make me feel any pity for her. If anything, I despised her even more.

It was thanks to a miracle more than anything that I didn’t end up like her. Full of hatred, and racist.

“Oh, my son, I didn’t think that you were being serious about it. I thought you were only joking!” She exclaimed, already pissing me off.

“We went through this before. If you really thought that I was only joking, then you were a fool.”

“Leonid! That is no way to speak to your mother,” my father said, looking pretty pissed.
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