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Chapter 1

Fayth
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Admiring the night sky was one of my guilty pleasures. Dad didn’t like it when I did this at all. Sneaking out of the manor and making all the guards in it look like fools were things he thought were beyond me. The security men were supposed to report to dad if they saw me doing this, but they didn’t know all the secret locations and passages in our home.

I didn’t know why dad kept treating me like I was still a kid. I was already in college and studying Psychology. My dream was to become one of the most respected professionals in the field, taking care of people and teaching them what their minds couldn’t.

The night was dark and the sky was beautiful. There was a patch of grass in one of the sections of our garden. It was located on one of the sides of the state and it was big enough to allow me to hide in it.

One other thing I loved about going out at night was that stargazing helped me to reflect on life. I didn’t know what my future was going to be like. I was already in college and still hadn’t had sex.

I didn’t know when it would happen. There were plenty of hot guys in college, but none of them had eyes for me. I had overheard one of them talking behind my back one day, mentioning to one of my friends that he would never date me because I was black.

When I came back home that night, I cried for hours. I didn’t know why so many people had an issue with the color of my skin. Or better, I knew why they despised it. I just never thought it would hit me as hard as it did.

There was one thing about my life I didn’t like to admit at all, but which was very much true. I lived here in my father’s estate for all of my life and I felt a little disconnected from certain social issues.

I closed my eyes tightly, not trying to think about those things. Not until I reached my special place in the garden. My bed didn’t feel comfortable on nights like this.

It wasn’t every night that I snuck out, but tonight was one of those.

I finished tiptoeing my way to the entrance of the garden, turning my eyes left and right to see if someone had spotted me. But the place was silent, with only some crickets chirping in the distance.

The entrance of the garden did feel a little menacing. The interior of it wasn’t well lit, but that spot, in it, that I loved usually was graced by the shine of the moon.

My heart was already propelling me to go there. I took a deep breath, stepped through the entrance, and followed the path that I was already accustomed to. It would take me to my favorite spot.

I had a lot of friends, but I didn’t feel like talking to them. What’s more, they were all most likely sleeping this late at night. I couldn’t even be bothered to try.

I finished making my way through the maze that was the garden, finding the spot and noticing that the shine of the moon was hitting it at the right angle.

I exhaled in relief. There were so many times I came here only to find out that the moon wasn’t illuminating it. But tonight the moon was different, fuller and brighter.

I walked into the small spot, lying down on it and placing my hand on my arm. I was gazing at the stars, thinking about my life and how I was going to proceed when it came to having my first date.

I was getting a little impatient with all my friends boasting about their first times. A lot of them stressed out how they sucked, but I was curious, and I didn’t know for how much longer I could continue to wait.

It was at that moment that I heard the sound of the main gate of the property sliding open. I stood up in a wink, putting my hands inside one of the walls of the maze and peeking through it. I could just about force an opening when I noticed a black Lamborghini driving into the property.

Wow. I didn’t know who the man behind the wheel was, but if I’d seen someone in my life that was trying to make everyone’s chins drop, then he was that person.

He pulled over by the front of the manor, the door sliding up. He stepped out of the vehicle and some of the guards of the property soon surrounded him. They weren’t pointing guns at him or anything like that, but even from this distance, I could tell how taught their jaws were.

I had no idea who he was, but he did appear to be in his mid-thirties, his eyes looking cheerful and extroverted. He appeared to be tall, too. In fact, he was taller than most of the guards. There was also an aura of ‘don’t fuck with me’ around him that was difficult to ignore.

He sure as hell didn’t look the kind of man that would turn a blind eye if someone fucked him. I could see that as clearly as I could see the shine of the full moon.

He spoke with some of the guards, most likely showing who he was. This time of the night, I thought that my father was sleeping. I turned my head slightly to the right, finding out that the light of his office was on.

How weird. Unless mom didn’t know about this at all, she would be fuming. If there was one thing she didn’t like one bit, it was people coming here uninvited in the middle of the night.

I thought that I was going to spend half an hour or an hour resting here, but it looked like I was going to do something else. With that thought in mind, I rushed out of the maze that still looked more like a garden and snuck back into the manor.

Nobody else in our house knew about this, but there was a small crawlspace that passed right on top of dad’s office. I could spy on him and find out who that man was.

I supposed that this was my crush on him more than anything making me do this. Otherwise, I wouldn’t be bothering at all.

I snuck through the guards again, soon finding myself in one of the hallways of the manor. It was on the third floor and, from there, I could reach the top of my father’s office.

I slid open one of the panels of the wall and closed it after crawling in. The crawlspace was dirty, with dust hovering in the air, but I didn’t plan on being inside of it for long.

If anything, I was going to be crawling out of here as soon as I figured out who the name of that man was. I didn’t want to overhear everything they were going to be thinking about.

It was more than likely that they weren’t going to be talking about anything important anyway. If he was meeting my father, even though it was the dead of the night, then they were most likely going to be talking about boring business stuff.

My father ran a company called NextEra Energy that specialized in providing solar panel solutions to companies and homes. We had their panels on the roofs of our manor, and they worked pretty well. They reduced a significant portion of our energy bill. There wasn’t much about it that could become a topic of complaint.

It was irrelevant at the moment anyway. I pushed that thought out of my mind and focused on getting to the ceiling of his office without making any noise. My heart was pounding in my chest. It wasn’t every night that I did something like this, and I didn’t like spying on people – unless I was morbidly curious, in which case I felt it was justified.

One of the wooden boards creaked under my weight, but I didn’t let it stop my progress. I perked up my ears, focusing on finding out if they had heard that.

They were already discussing ... something. I didn’t know what the topic was, but it sounded pretty serious. I hadn’t heard my father sounding this nervous in a pretty long time. Not since my mother gave us a scare and almost died after a heart attack. Ever since then, everything in our home had changed. We couldn’t eat everything as freely as we did, and dad was doing his best to make all of the meals as healthy as possible.

We had cooks and nutritionists. It wasn’t like that was something difficult to achieve – in monetary terms. The problem was controlling our appetite for sugary and fatty food. They were all just so frigging good!

I finally reached one of the sections of the crawlspace that had a small gap. Some light snuck through it, allowing me to see some of what was happening in the room.

I couldn’t see dad’s face, but the stranger was standing at an angle that allowed me to see his entire body. He was so handsome, especially with that deep black hair and jade-green eyes.

He looked so confident that his chest was puffed out without looking like he was forcing it to be that way. He was almost in his natural habitat, dominating their argument. Even though my father wasn’t a small man, he was still pretty tall. In comparison to me, he was, at least.

“You sure you won’t be able to finalize the payment until the due date?” The man asked and, at that moment, I realized that he had a different accent. It was Russian. I couldn’t have mistaken it even if I was trying to do so. I’d watched far too many movies and TV series for that to happen, after all, I thought with a shy smile on my face.

But that smile soon faded when I heard the tone of the voice of my father.

“Yes, I’m sorry. I thought I’d have more time, but it looks like I’ve run out of it,” he answered, chuckling awkwardly.

My heart felt tight all of a sudden, like I was expecting something terrible to happen. I didn’t even know the name of the man that showed up, but his eyes were fierce. If he could ever look friendly, he was certainly hiding that side of him well.

“That’s not good enough for me. You know that I need the money and I don’t loan it to scammers.”

“I’m not a scammer, Mr. Ilin. I’ll get you the money. Just give me a little bit more time.”

Mr. Ilin ran his hand over his head, stepping toward my father and pulling his gun out of his waist. My heart jumped. I couldn’t believe what I was witnessing.

I should be pulling out my phone and recording this so that that man went to jail. He was making me feel like he was going to kill my father.

Dad fell to his knees in front of him, folding his hands. He was crying when he said, “Please, you don’t have to do this. I have a daughter and she needs me. She can’t live without me.”

“Oh, you said you have a daughter?”

My father gulped and so did I, the floor I was crawling on giving in all of a sudden. I felt my body falling and I screamed, my mind thinking that I was going to die.

Just when I hit the floor with a loud thump, I blacked out. And the last thing I saw was my father and Mr. Ilin surrounding me. Their eyes were wide, showing me they couldn’t believe what was happening.

If there was a moment in my life where I could say that I fucked everything up, it was now.
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Chapter 2

Sergei
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“Your daughter wouldn’t happen to be her, right?” I asked, still finding it astounding that the ceiling of his office just gave in out of the blue, and that someone was spying on us this whole time.

Now that I was beginning to better process what was happening, I was realizing that this was one of the funniest things that ever happened in my life. A young woman falling through the ceiling, like in the movies?

This shit was better than watching said movies, I thought while quirking up a corner of my lips.

“Fayth, what are you doing here?” Mr. Hamilton asked with a shocked voice, going to her and then helping her stand up.

I scanned her body from bottom to top, finding her very pretty. She had firm, perky breasts, dark chocolate skin – like her father – and braided hair. She looked young too, probably being less than 25 years old.

I felt my dick stirring in my pants. I wasn’t trying to control my impulses, already devising a plan in my mind. Her dad wasn’t going to like it at all, but he wasn’t going to have much say in it.

“I’m sorry, father. I didn’t mean for this to happen,” she mumbled, her cheeks growing so red I could see their tomato tone despite the color of her skin.

I lifted my head, looking at the ceiling and realizing that his office was ruined. There were pieces of wood and dust scattered everywhere.

“So, you thought that making your daughter spy on us was a good idea?”

“I didn’t mean for this to happen. I don’t even know what she’s thinking she’s doing here.”

“Well, for me it looks pretty obvious what she was doing, and I don’t take kindly to people lying to me. You said that your office was soundproof and the safest place here.”

He put his hand out as if he was making a stop sign. He knew that I had a short fuse, and he didn’t want to see me angry. I wasn’t anywhere feeling that way about this, though.

I was still amused, my eyes looking her over from bottom to top, stopping at her big lips. I imagined them sliding up and down my cock. I wondered what it would take to make that happen?

Roman wasn’t going to like what I was going to do, but fuck it. I didn’t need his permission. He was the older brother, but that didn’t mean he could control my life.

I helped him out in the Soul Groove. That should be more than enough to quench any plan of his to stop me.

“It’s not what this looks like. I’m going to lock her in her room-”

“No, you’re not going to do that. How old do you think she is? She’s not your little daughter anymore,” I affirmed, stepping toward him and putting an arm around the small of her back.

I thought she would just push me away from her with all of her strength, but she only widened her eyes. The fact that she dared to spy on us was pretty telling about her – she wasn’t the kind of woman that shied away from what she thought was right. She probably even had more backbone than her old man.

I was leading him away from her, finding us some privacy in his room. I was going to announce my plan to her before I did to him, already feeling her natural smell filling my lungs.

Her father mumbled, his eyes trembling. He wanted to take me away from her right away, but he couldn’t do so. I was making her mine and if there was something he’d learned about me since we first met, it was that I didn’t like being interrupted.

I was still feeling how small and vulnerable she was to me when I leaned in and murmured into her ear, “Tell me – you’re a smart girl. What do you think about coming to live with me until your father sorts out his loan issues?”

She bulged her eyes out, gawking at me.

“I-I don’t think that’s something I can do.”

I tsked, finding her answer a little annoying. She wasn’t really going to make me force this on her, was she? After all, it was no fun having a captive that didn’t want to be where she was going to be.
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