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Chapter 1

Dalanie
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Ida was crazy if she was thinking I was going to marry Roman’s other brother. The one that was never here. I didn’t even know if he even spoke the language or not. I wasn’t going to leave Chicago. That was out of the question.

I opened the door of the establishment and stepped inside it. The air was heavy and difficult to breathe, but I pushed on. Customers were lined up in front of the bar, sitting on stools and drinking all their sorrows away.

There were only two reasons why someone came to a pub like this. It looked more like a dive bar, but that was okay. It didn’t deter me from going on with this and finding some solace. The smell of the drinks, as it wafted in the air, was all too tempting, after all.

Some men threw looks of curiosity in my direction. They were wondering what a 19-year-old girl like myself was doing in this place. Even the bartender squinted his eyes slightly, as if he was already planning on ordering me to leave his pub.

I shook that thought away and pulled up the sides of my blazer. The fact that I was in a pub didn’t mean I’d come here to chug down one of their alcoholic drinks. In fact, I was only looking for some good company.

After that asshole dumped me with a Facebook status change, I couldn’t take not keeping my mind occupied with something most of the time. Even sleeping was difficult now, and I was already telling myself that, no matter what happened, I wasn’t going to let love happen to me again.

Not ever again.

Meanwhile, Ida and Roman were trying to convince me to marry his brother. I couldn’t even see his face before the wedding. And... yeah, it was going to happen. At least I didn’t think that it could make me feel any more miserable than I was now.

Not to mention that without seeing his face – did that even matter at this point, or was I overthinking this? – I was a little curious, but I also didn’t want to disappoint myself. What if he was bald, ugly, with wrinkles all over his face, and had bad breath?

After all, he was even more of a boomer than Roman and Sergei were. I didn't mind them being that, but I wasn't looking for older men. I could find some of them hot. Some were, like Roman and Sergei, but they usually had other plans for their lives. And more often than not, they didn't include my needs.

I proceeded to one of the stools while still feeling some eyes on me. I decided to ignore them and focus on not thinking about that asshole that dumped me.

Who did he think he was for doing something like that? Did he think I had no self-respect and that I would go begging for his love at his feet? I wasn't going to do anything of the sort.

I was kicking myself that I couldn't stop thinking about him. We kissed only a couple of times, but I already couldn't forget them. His lips were like magnets and he didn't allow me to savor them often enough.

Even the interior of the dive bar was cold. I was shivering a little and wondering when the owner of it would set up a heating system. I mean, for something so widespread that didn't cost much, he was being more economical about it than he should.

The bartender threw a look at me. He scrunched up his eyebrows as if he was asking himself what I was doing. I turned my head from side to side and couldn't see anyone in my age range. No wonder he was assuming I was only going to bring trouble.

I shook my head and snuck a hand into my pocket. I plucked out my wallet and threw some bucks on top of the bar. The bartender pursed his lips but still walked up to me.

"You sure that you want to be here, miss?" He said, shifting his eyes down to the dollar bills.

"I just want some water and onion rings," I grumbled.

I couldn't wait until I was 21. One of the things that my friends usually did that I would never do was lying about my age. What would be the point of putting myself at risk again? Roman and Sergei almost snitched me to the police that day, after all.

My memory of it was still fresh in my mind. I didn't think I could ever forget it.

He returned his eyebrows to a more natural position and walked away. As he prepared my order after picking up the dollar bills and depositing the change on the table, which I quickly stowed in my wallet, someone sat down beside me.

I turned my head and widened my eyes when I saw who it was. A man, extremely tall, handsome, and with a biker jacket on. The black tone of it complemented the dark blueness of his jeans to perfection.

And the smell of his perfume... It was from one of the top brands in the world. There was no doubt about it. And it was everywhere without being heavy.

If someone didn't like it, they would have to be moving away. I was having the opposite reaction. I loved that perfume. It was strong, tantalizing, charming, and with a little hint of pepper in it. Even my nostrils were on fire.

And my lungs... Wow. They gave up a long time ago.

The man slowly turned his head to me. He had olive skin and a full beard. Behind it was one of the most tantalizing pairs of eyes I'd seen in my life, and they were looking right at me.

I lost sense of my surroundings. My ears heard something being put on top of the bar in front of me, but I didn't think much of it. Rather, my mind continued to focus only on this imposing man.

I didn't want to admit it, especially after having a terrible experience with that jerk that was my ex, but this man here was my new crush.

To be honest with myself, I had crushes all the time. They just were never as strong as this one. After my former boyfriend dumped me, I didn't want to go looking for another man. My mind was adamant on convincing me that I could never find love again.

But that's why I was seated here, wasn't it? I didn't want to find love again. I only wanted sex. I wasn't a virgin and I knew quite a lot about that side of life that terrified people.

"When I came here, I didn't think I was going to find a pretty girl like you. They usually hang out somewhere else," the man said, making no attempts to hide his deep, booming, and powerful voice.

He was flirting with me. That was as obvious as the stench of cigarettes in the air. And my nipples were already growing harder while my eyes continued to take in the perfection that was his face.

Those hard lines, his eyes, thin but sexy lips, and the smile that he couldn't hide... I'd found my one-night stand.

Ida was going to scold me after she found out about this. Being her religious self, she couldn't stop nagging me about not having sex until the wedding.

They needed to do something to secure more reinforcements for a war they were going to have against someone. It was all bullshit.

It was convoluted. I wasn't going to deny that when I overheard them discussing that - and then explaining why the wedding was necessary - it all flew over my head.

But I was finally doing something that I was accustomed to. Meeting a man and flirting with him were integral parts of my life.

He appeared to be a little older than me. I'd say that he was about 10 years my senior, but that was okay. When a man ticks all the right checkboxes, it's difficult not to fall for him, regardless of his age.

My pussy was already feeling a little wet. How I was craving having him pounding me with his shaft. I shouldn’t be thinking that about a man that I hadn’t even met, and yet I couldn’t control that.

“I’m Dalanie,” I said, opening a wide smile and hoping that he approved of it. There was a hint of something different in his voice, but I couldn’t figure out what it was.

His accent was American, though. A little northern, but nothing that could crack the sexual fantasy that I was building in my mind. I was still admiring him from bottom to top, my eyes stopping when they found his crotch.

Even sitting on a stool, with a pair of jeans on, I could tell that he was very hung.

“I’m Saul,” he said, handing his hand out. I took a look at it before grabbing it. If I had ever thought that my hand was big for a woman, then he’d just showed me that I’d been a fool.

His hand was much bigger than mine and that was an understatement. He engulfed it, making it feel so tiny it could as well be a speckle of dust.

Saul didn’t retreat his hand and I continued to look at his eyes, admiring his features while the side of his eyes wrinkled up. He had chicken legs on them, which only showed that he was a little bit older than I was.

That wasn’t shedding light on the whole truth, though. I was pretty certain that he really was at least 10 years older than me.

“So, you come here every night?” He asked, waving his hand over his head and asking the bartender to pour some whiskey for him. He flicked his eyes over to me, asking if I wanted the same.

I pursed my lips and pondered it for a little while. The first thing that came to my mind was Ida, who would be scolding me right now for even considering something like that.

But I’d be telling her right now that she needed to let go sometimes. What was the point of living if I couldn’t break the rules sometimes?

I gave Saul another kind smile and he said, “Good choice. I knew that you were thinking the same thing.”

The bartender shifted his weight, looking like he wanted to object. But he couldn’t do much about it. Compared to Saul, the man with a peculiar accent, he didn’t hold a candle to him. And that meant he couldn’t compete and stand up to him.

He whirled around with a hint of rebellion in his gait and then started to pour some whiskey for us. When I heard some items being put on the bar, they were the onion rings and the water I’d ordered before.

I put the latter aside for now and contemplated the whiskey that was now in front of me. I picked it up while feeling a little bad. That was something I was still working on. I knew I wanted to let go a lot of times, but there was no denying that Ida continued to haunt me whenever I was doing something she wouldn’t like.

I really needed to work on my ‘convincing myself’ skills, I thought before clinking my glass with the one Saul was holding, admiring him a little more. I was already telling myself that I wasn’t going to drink much.

After all, I was talking to a stranger I didn’t know anything about. I didn’t know what he was capable of, and this was one of the few times Roman and Sergei hadn’t ordered their men to follow me around. They stressed out that it was for my protection, but I didn’t believe them.

In fact, the whole thing about a group trying to set them up didn’t make an ounce of sense to me.
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Chapter 2

Ponzio
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I never thought she was this beautiful. As a target of mine, I was already feeling a little bad about it. I was supposed to kill her, but I didn’t feel like doing that right now. What would be the fun of killing someone without getting to know them first?

Not to mention that she was a target of low importance. The ones I couldn’t stop thinking about, obsessing about how I was going to assassinate them, were Roman and Sergei.

They were the heads of the money laundering operation they were running in Chicago. And we didn’t like their sort here.

But now I didn’t have to be thinking about those things. I was seated by the side of this pretty woman, and she deserved all the compliments I could come up with.

I offered her a drink. Even if she wasn’t 21 yet – and it looked like she wasn’t – she was allowed to drink with me. The bartender didn’t like that one bit, but there was nothing he could do. He took a look at me and realized that I wasn’t like his other clients.

And I was growing a little more possessive with this gorgeous woman. Never thought that I’d been with someone so pretty tonight. Her skin was a tone of dark chocolate, which was my favorite. Her face was a little on the round side, but she didn’t look fat at all.

Quite the opposite, in fact. She had curves in all the right places, including that ass I couldn’t stop stealing glances at. If she found out about that, she could even think that I was-

Never mind what she would think. This moment was about us only.

The braids of her hair were something I’d never seen before in person. I guessed that I’d been a little unlucky. I’d seen that type of hair in movies and it always looked so pretty. Even more so on her, I thought while taking another sip from the whiskey.

Her eyes were black and they looked like they were trying to hide something from me. I didn’t know who she was, other than what I’d managed to scrounge up.

She was Ida’s sister and was living with Roman. Getting to her before was difficult, if not impossible. After I was done with her tonight, I was going to kill her.

It was kind of a shame that she had to die. I hadn’t had to kill many women before, but she was still the first that made me feel something different about it.

I sort of didn’t want to slip that pill into one of her drinks...

Her deep black eyes were as if she was looking straight into my soul, and I didn’t feel uncomfortable about that at all. In fact, I relished it. I’d finally found someone worth paying a little more attention to.

While I didn’t have any problem dating and finding gorgeous women, most of them didn’t tick some checkboxes. Most didn’t make me feel anything special for them, other that they were owners of tight pussies I wanted to fuck.

Even now, while I was just making conversation with her without mentioning anything important, I could feel something better for her.

I wanted to take her to my bed to do something more than I would with a whore.

After we talked some more and the population of drunk assholes in the bar dwindled, she mentioned, “I’m going to get married, you know? To someone whose face I can’t even see before.”

I widened my eyes.

That was an interesting piece of news she’d just shared with me. I knew that Roman and Sergei were brewing something behind the scenes, but I didn’t think that it involved a wedding.

“Wait, so just like that, they are going to marry you?”

She chuckled, shaking her head.

“I thought that they weren’t like other assholes I know. I thought that they cared about me.”

“Do you know why they are forcing the wedding on you?”

“Oh, they are not really forcing it. They are coercing me to go along with it. They want to secure more reinforcements for some kind of war. I don’t know the details of it, and it doesn’t matter to me anyhow.”

That was interesting. So, they were really expecting a battle. I figured that they were already doing everything in their power to find out more about us, but it never occurred to me that they were that scared.

I was going to have to tell my older brother about this.

“And you’re not thinking about fighting back at all?” I questioned, raising an eyebrow and noticing that I couldn’t fill another glass with whiskey. If I drank too much tonight, I was a little afraid that it would ruin my mission.

“Fighting back is pointless. Ida did so much for me, and I want to see her happy. Not to mention,” she responded, opening a quick smile. “Maybe I’ll like him. I mean, if he’s their older brother, there’s a good chance that he’s just like them.”
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