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Chapter 1

Kazie
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I HEARD SOMEONE KNOCKING on the door of my room, when I was dancing ballet and enjoying myself. I headed to the laptop computer that was sitting on my desk, pressed the stop button, and the music stopped.

I looked the part, with a big and exuberant light pink dress that framed my body and made me look so pretty. I didn’t like to think that I was a show-off, but I stopped in front of the body-sized mirror to check myself out for a second.

I also wore a pair of light ballet shoes that made me as sneaky as a squirrel.

My eyes registered the decoration of the room for just a fraction of a second. The wall had been painted with a light tone of pink, and there were still some plush toys scattered around by the walls.

I wasn’t a little girl anymore, and I was already studying for my SAT so that I could get into a proper college that wasn’t a community university, but they were still around because I liked looking at them when I was in my room.

I proceeded to the door, opening it and not finding it at all surprising that standing on the other side was my father. He was an old man, in his late forties and with a lot of wrinkles on his face.

His skin was a little red-ish, showing the burns of his long exposure to sunlight. I did know a little about his past life, and I knew that he went through a lot before finally becoming successful. Now, he was a businessman that put others of his level to shame, and he wasn’t shy about showing that to the world.

I smiled, putting both of my hands in front of me, right where my ballet skirt was.

“Dad? I didn’t think you were going to come see me tonight.”

He looked around in the room, paying more attention to the open window than he should.

“Ehhh, you know how it is. I was just passing through and thought it would be nice to wish you a good night before going to bed.”

I widened my smile so much that my eyes were becoming like slits.

“That’s so sweet, dad. I was just training for the classes that I’ll have tomorrow.”

It was night already, the moon high in the dark sky and shining its light through the windows of my bedroom. Dad was still stealing glances at them, maybe worried that someone would come through one of them and try to talk to me?

I knew that living in a big city like Washington could be a little dangerous, but there was no need for him to worry. Our neighborhood was almost crime-free, and there were always so many policemen patrolling it. And that was without mentioning his private security and that they protected the whole estate all the time.

Really, we were living such a good life that there was never anything to worry about.

He nodded, smiling and saying, “You know that you’ll always be my little girl, right? And it doesn’t matter how tough getting into college will be for you. I know that you will manage to do it.”

“Thank you, dad,” I said, bowing and putting my hand out, inviting him to come into my room. “Do you want to come in and watch me dance?”

I was dreaming about getting into Design at Parsons. I knew that competition was pretty fierce there, but that wasn’t discouraging me. If anything, it was only making me feel like trying harder. I had cameras, my drawing apps, my computer, the drawing tablet, and pretty much everything else I needed to build a good portfolio.

And I also couldn’t wait to begin living in New York City, too. I’d been watching so many movies set in it, and the more exposure I had to it, the more I thought that it was a magical city that few people would ever fully experience.

After I got there, I was thinking about trying my hand with Tinder and OkCupid for the first time. So many of my friends had been talking about their first times recently, and even though I’d been more focused on my career and enjoying some other things of life, I knew that I wanted that too.

I wasn’t thinking about finding the right man, though. I was only looking for a guy that I could hook up with sometimes, and then move on to someone else.

Anyway, that wasn’t the kind of thought that I wanted to have now in my mind, when my dad was already entering the room and saying, “Of course, my little princess, but only for a little while, okay? I know that your classes will start early tomorrow morning.”

“Yes, dad!” I said, clapping happily and then turning on the music again, pressing the play button of my laptop. It was one of the latest models from Apple, and not expensive at all. I looked at those other laptops online and I always thought that they had to be trash, and that was without mentioning that they looked so cheap, too.

I was happily dancing now to the ballet song, making my body move like the wind. My dad was watching me with attentive eyes, keeping them on me all the time even though I could hear his phone buzzing.

It didn’t matter that it was almost midnight. There were always going to be people trying to talk to him about his business. I kind of didn’t care about it much, though. I was always more focused on the other things that I felt like doing.

I was sweating by the time the music finished, and then he was clapping and putting a hand on my shoulder. I had my back turned to him, and on his face was a bright smile.

“You did well. I think that you might actually be able to drop the whole becoming a Designer thing and focus on your dancing career instead.”

I shook my head, turning around and kissing his cheek. “No, I’m not going to do that. Design is my life and I’ve already invested too much in it.” I breathed deeply. “I think that now you should go to sleep, don’t you think? You look pretty tired.”

He exhaled, clearly not looking like getting out of the room. Mom was already sleeping, but I was pretty sure that he wanted to spend a few more minutes with me. He just usually didn’t have a lot of time that he could allocate that didn’t involve his job.

“You are right, you are right. I’m going, then.”

I put my hand on the door before closing it, watching him until he left. Sometimes, he didn’t do what he said he was going to. He was far too focused on his work, though now it also looked like there was something else worrying him.

Whatever it was, I hoped that it was nothing too serious.

I took a shower and lied down in my bed, pulling up my comforter until I fell asleep. I knew that tomorrow morning there were going to be a lot of things to do, and I wanted to have a clear head for them.

✽✽✽

Daddy drove me to the ballet school himself instead of having one of his drivers do it for him, and then he dropped me off before planting a kiss on my forehead. I guessed that it was just like he’d said. I was always going to be his little girl, no matter how old I was.

I turned around and soon met my friends, who were all standing in a big circle, chatting among themselves. They had bright smiles on their faces, and most wore their everyday clothes with some makeup on their faces.

Just another ordinary day in their lives.

The sun was shining brighter than on most days, and there was a gentle buzz in front of the school that was comforting without being annoying. If there was something that I didn’t like at all, it was people being too loud.

They all stopped what they were saying when they noticed me coming, and we exchanged short kisses on our cheeks as we greeted each other. I was happy and feeling right at home.

My eyes registered the sports car of my daddy driving away, and for a moment I thought that he looked worried about something again.

But I couldn’t think for too long about that. Tasheka was already pulling me out of the group after we talked for a little while, taking me to this nice, cozy spot not too far from where all the crowds were.

“There’s something that I’ve got to tell you,” she said, sitting down with me on a short wall that delimited a patch of grass in front of a building.

“What kind of thing?” I asked, sounding really curious.

“Do you know Richard, from high school? He’s going to study here with us as well.”

“What... like, he’s going to train ballet as well?”

She shook her head.

“I don’t know what he’s going to study here, but I don’t think that he will be sharing classes with us. Still, that does mean seeing him on the patio sometimes, and I think that this just might be the chance that you’ve been looking for to steal his heart.”

I blushed, pushing my hair over my shoulder.

“I... don’t think I can do that. I’m a little shy, and I’m pretty sure that there are a lot of other girls that he wants.”

“Bullshit,” she said, smiling and already pointing with her finger to the front of the school.

I saw him. He was stepping out of his car. He knew how to drive, and he drove a black sports car that was very much like him. It shone off the kind of man that he was, and just looking at him was already making me feel hotter.

“You’re blushing, Kazie. And, ohhh. I think that he might be looking at you now.”

“Ehhh, what?” I asked, glancing at him for a moment before realizing that she was saying the truth. He was looking at me, and I just couldn’t believe what was happening. I’d always thought that he would have eyes for other girls only.

I mean, as a black girl... I didn’t know if he dated girls like me, and if he thought I was good enough for him.

“And now... he’s coming this way,” Tasheka said, standing up quickly and leaving me all alone, while the crush of my high school life was walking to me with his dominant, usual gait, his leather jacket giving his looks that extra spice.

He stopped in front of me, holding out his hand. He wore a pair of dark sunglasses that pulled me even more to him, and I felt my heart melting. I didn’t know what was happening, but it felt too good not to give in to it.

“You look so pretty still, Kazie. Always knew that you weren’t going to lose your charm.”

It was like the world around me had frozen and there was just him and me, standing by this short wall, his hand lifting mine and then kissing it.

I’d been thinking about this moment for such a long time, and it felt like I was dreaming it. But the touch of his hand on mine was telling me otherwise, and I felt like this was going to be the moment when I was finally going to get my first kiss.

“What? Cat got your tongue?” He asked, his voice low but still audible through the buzz around us, his eyes looking at me through his shades.

I had no idea what was happening, but it looked and felt real.
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Chapter 2

Yefim
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I OPENED THE DOOR OF our home, finding it odd that everything was so silent in it. I couldn’t even hear the noises that my little boy ought to be making tonight, especially when he knew that I was going to come.

Maybe my wife took him somewhere? I didn’t know. She didn’t tell me anything. These last few months, she’d been trying not to talk often with me, and I was wondering what the hell was up with that.

I didn’t want to think that she was doing something behind the scenes that I should know about, but the suspicion was still in my mind, and I couldn’t shake it off for anything.

Was I happy with her? I didn’t know. I guessed that not anymore, considering the kind of ‘stunt’ that she seemed to be pulling on me.

I took off my coat, putting it in the tree hanger by the front door. I could hear men talking and walking around the mansion, giving me the certainty that my family hadn’t been killed somehow. These were men that I trusted with my life, and they knew that like they knew the back of their hands.

I loosened up my tie a little and unbuttoned the top of my white shirt, letting some air come in. It was a little too warm for my liking tonight, I thought, putting down my suitcase and then heading to the stairs that led to the second floor.

I then headed all the way to the fourth floor, still finding it strange that the whole mansion was so silent. If she was out now doing whatever, she should have told me about it. She knew the number of people that were trying to kill her.

Being my wife wasn’t easy and safe at all.

I proceeded down the hallway, my heart skipping a beat when I noticed strange noises coming from our bedroom. My son’s door was closed and I didn’t feel like opening it, which could cause him to wake up.

It wasn’t that late tonight yet, but I knew that he was a light sleeper.

I couldn’t see his toys scattered all over the place too, which was pretty telling.

I inched my body to the door of the room, still noticing the sound of their moaning. I felt pain, hatred, and sadness at the same time, and was finding it unlikely that someone in my own estate had let him in.

I didn’t know who he was, but if he was thinking he was going to come out of this alive, then he had something coming.

I took my gun out of my waist, proceeding to the door without making any noise. I was fucking going to kill both of them, and that was only the beginning of it. Then, I was going to feed their bodies to my dogs, and I’d laugh at it while drinking with my men.

I stopped in front of the door, still hearing their noise. I put my hand on it and opened it. They were doing it just like I thought they were going to be, her face an expression of bliss as she finally climaxed.

He was a black man. He looked strong, but I was the one holding the gun.

Upon hearing the door opening, he scooted away from me on the mattress, pulling up the mattress as if it could protect him. I couldn’t see my face, but my blood was boiling, and it was taking everything in me not to shoot them right away.

I just never thought that she was cheating on me, and whoever had left him into my estate, I was going to kill them too.

I was pointing my gun at both of them when I said, “Who the hell are you?”

“I-I’m Yorell Webster, C-EO of-”

“Right, I’ve heard about you,” I said, breathing in and trying to control myself. I usually had a short fuse, and I wasn’t going to let it get the best of me this time. “Tell me one reason why I shouldn’t just kill you.”

My wife piped up, “Honey... I’m really sorry about this.”

“You’re sorry?”

“I meant to divorce and tell you about this much earlier, but I just couldn’t... It was hard. I kept thinking about our son and how he would take it.”

“Well, I guess that you weren’t thinking about him when you invited this piece of shit into our home. Who let him in?”

She gulped, and I lifted my eyebrows. If she was thinking she was going to keep her buddy secret from me, then she had something coming.

“Who let him in?!” I shouted, my finger grazing the trigger of the gun.

“It was... Cornelius,” she responded, her voice nothing more than a whisper.

“Cornelius... Ah, of course. One of the gate guards. Should have known that he was a traitor.”

I was going to have to rescreen all of them. I couldn’t live my days thinking that there might be another rat working for me.

“Who else?” I growled.

She shook her head, and her trembling eyes were enough to convince me that she was telling the truth. So that was the only asshole who thought that betraying me wouldn’t have its consequences.

Yorell put his hand in front of him defensively, saying, “I don’t know your name, man, but we can talk this through. I’m happy with her, and she’s in love with me. It’s unfortunate that we have to meet under these-”

“Shut up. I’m not in the mood to talk to either of you.”

There was a chair right beside me, and I adjusted it with my hand before sitting on it. I was still holding my gun and wondering just what kind of punishment they both deserved.

I was much calmer now, but at least now I knew that one of them had to die. My son’s happiness was important, but I was already thinking that what was meant to happen was unavoidable.

“So... what’s going to happen now?” Yorell asked, trying to crack a smile, but it was an act in futility.

“I’m thinking.”

“Thinking?”

“I’m thinking about which of you I should kill, and the other... I don’t know what I’m going to do with the other. All I know is that I’m going to make their life a living hell.”

They both gulped, and my wife started to cry, sinking her head in the nape of Tyrell’s neck.

“Pull away,” I ordered and she obeyed, distancing herself from him as much as possible without falling off the bed. “You’re not allowed to cry. If there’s one person that should be crying now, it’s me.”

“You need to understand, honey...”

“No, I don’t. Now, tell me one reason why I shouldn’t just kill you. You have to show me that you’re worth keeping alive more than the other.”

“I can’t do that, Yefim!” My spouse shouted, tipping up her chin. “I thought that marrying you was the right choice, but I didn’t know that you were the kind of man you are.”

“Well, I guess that’s just bad luck, then. I’m not going to change who I am,” I said, breathing in. “But tell me this, though – did you ever love me?”

There was another tear rolling down her cheek, and her face was red and swollen.

“I did. I thought you were the man of my life.”

“I thought that you were the woman of my life, too,” I said, thinking back to my son. “What happened to our little Bogdan? What’s he doing?”

“He’s in a friend’s house. I thought I should leave him there lest he saw me-”

“Disappointing the only man that he looks up to and thinks is the most important person in the world.”

I lifted my gun and pointed it at Yorell. He squeaked but didn’t say anything. Figured that she went for a pussy. Man couldn’t keep himself safe, much less her.

“You’re a wealthy man, Mr. Webster. You think that you and I could strike a deal, and I don’t go and kill you and all of your family?”

“A deal?” He asked, his fingers digging deep into the fabric of the blanket.

“A deal yeah. Tell me, do you have children too? Do you care about them?”

He didn’t answer immediately, but he knew that he couldn’t remain quiet for too long. After all, I could easily look up all the information I needed on him online. He was a public figure, always showing up in talk shows.

“T-There’s K-Kazie, but I don’t see why we s-should involve her in any of this.”

“Good, then I’m going to marry her instead,” I said, quickly moving my arm to the right and popping a round in my wife’s head, her eyes widening moments before there was a new hole in it.

Yorell squeaked, jerking his body and then falling off the bed with a loud thump.

I stood up and marched to him, holding the gun to his head after he sat on the floor.

“P-please, Mr. Aksenov. I d-don’t want to die.”

“Then you will give your daughter to me?”

He nodded, his lips trembling. That was a difficult decision for him, but it was either that or dying here. And the latter meant not seeing his pretty little Kazie ever again, and he couldn’t have that.

“Perfect. Stand up. I hate looking at a man pissing himself.”

He wasn’t even holding the blanket anymore, merely keeping his head low, his whole body shivering. He was pissing himself and his cock was so small that even a five-year-old’s was probably bigger than that, I thought with a smirky smile on my face.

“I’m going to see her tomorrow then, at 10 in the morning.”

“S-she’ll be studying at her ballet school. W-wouldn’t another time be-”
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