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Chapter 1

Kayla
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As soon as the limousine pulled over, my heart fluttered. A cascade of emotions prevented me from feeling calm, even though the moment was asking for that. When he stepped through the door, he was going to be expecting to find the right woman of his life and not someone that couldn’t even keep her composure.

A hand seized my right shoulder, trying to yank me away from the window. I snapped my head back to find the eyes of a woman whose worry she couldn’t hide.

For her, this was a meeting where nothing could go wrong. I shared some of her sentiment, though only as far as the wedding itself. I didn’t want to be married to someone.

I’d thought about running away, but how could I abandon the only family I had? Mom’s eyes told me everything she was thinking about right now. I was her favorite and she wanted me to be the chosen one.

The one he was going to turn into his wife.

She’d been preparing everything for this one meeting with him, even though she could never hope to hide the conditions where we lived. Our home was just a short building with cracked walls and flaking paint.

Actually, I guess I should be saying that there was no more wall paint to speak of.

Ever since dad passed away, things have been like that here. Neither of us ever could climb on a stool and start fixing things up here. We didn’t have the money, and we also didn’t have the leadership such an undertaking required.

“You shouldn’t be looking through the window. What do you think he’s going to think of you if sees that?”

“I don’t-”

Her index finger shot up, sealing my lips shut. Mom was the kind of woman that could never take one of her daughters talking back to her, and with me being one of her favorites, that meant I couldn’t even consider doing that.

I knew she would slap me hard in the face if I said anything she didn’t like.

Though dust and grease littered the windows, when a hand opened the backdoor of his limousine and he stepped out of it, I was able to catch a glimpse of who my husband was going to be.

I didn’t know if I was going to be the chosen one, though.

There were three of us in the living room, waiting for him. My sisters were seated on the couch, speaking with each other about what they thought he looked like. They only needed to be right here with me, behind the window, to find that out, but I guessed that they were adamant about showing mom that they could behave better than me.

They got on my nerves, making me avert my eyes when mom grabbed my wrist and yanked me away from the window and back into the middle of the room.

With desperate hands, she ushered Brianna and Alyssa into the middle of the living room, making them stand in front of the couches. The TV sitting on a small table was just a 21” CRT model, which was turned on even though nobody was paying attention to it.

Mom turned it off with the press of a button, though, sinking the room in silence.

Light rays penetrated the windows as mom flipped up the switch to turn on the single light bulb. She’d done her best to make the place look clean and tidy for his arrival, but miracles couldn’t be made.

I couldn’t think that he would be okay with ever coming here another time.

The glimpse that I’d caught of him was enough to tell me what kind of man he was, and he terrified me as much as he sprouted wild feelings in my heart. My heart was still hammering like a jackhammer in my chest, making me feel out of place and as if I couldn’t even stand like a normal human being.

Brianna and Alyssa, on the other hand, looked like they belonged to this moment and that one of them was going to be the chosen one. I had mixed feelings about this. I didn’t know if I wanted to marry him, if he’d make me feel at home in his place, and what kind of man he was.

But it wasn’t like I had much of a choice. The decision had been made for me a long time ago - a couple of years after I was born, in fact. It was kind of fucked up that I was going to marry a man 18 years older than me, but in my kind of life, I considered myself lucky.

Mom and dad did say that I could simply run away and pretend that nothing of this was happening. I’d looked at their faces back then and decided that I just couldn’t do that. I couldn’t disappoint them.

I’d read and experienced far too many stories where children abandoned their parents, leaving them to their thoughts until they committed suicide. If I was running away from all this and then a letter came telling me that mom had taken her own life, I could never live with myself either.

I took a deep breath and hurried into the middle of the room, standing on the far left. Once he stepped through the door, he was first going to meet Alyssa’s eyes. They were going to do everything they could to convince his mind that he should marry her and not someone else.

Alyssa was the kind of girl that wanted to make the marriage happen, and she was the oldest of us. As the older sibling, she was supposed to be looking out for us here, but I guessed that her being over 30 years old didn’t help things.

She couldn’t live under the same roof with her family for much longer. Every day she talked about how living with us sucked, how she needed more privacy, and also how she wanted to marry a tall man that could buy her everything she craved.

I was fed up with her.

His footsteps echoed up from the porch’s steps, approaching the door. Though I couldn’t see much from where I was standing and the bright white light coming through the windows wasn’t helping, either, I could see that he wasn’t alone.

I was going to have to keep mentioning him as a ‘he’ only because mom didn’t dare tell me his name. She’d said that she didn’t want to sprout up desires in my mind that couldn’t be met. What if he decided not to marry one of us?

After all, the deal he’d made with father didn’t mean that he had to do that. And that’s without mentioning that he was possibly such a stunning man that he had to have heaps of women sending him love letters every day.

Just like in the movies.

Mom hurried over to the door, fixing her dress before opening it. It was almost like she was behaving as if she was the one he was going to choose to wed, even though he wasn’t that much younger than her and she still loved my father too much.

I still couldn’t see much of him, who was standing on the other side of the doorway. Clouds littered the sky, blocking most of the sunlight, but most of his face was still hidden by a layer of darkness. I could tell that he was pretty tall and that he was wearing a dark suit with a red tie, though that was about it.

I almost didn’t think it possible until I couldn’t hide the realization for much longer. He had to be one of the richest men in all of Washington DC, and most likely, also in the whole country.

His perfume... it was strong enough to make me feel as if he was standing right in front of me, his lips about to touch mine.

I snapped back to reality when mom spoke to him for the first time, her voice gentler and sounding more respectful than usual.

“You came right on time.”

“Of course,” he said, his tone deep and commanding, making him sound his supposed age. “I always keep my promises, and I don’t like making other people wait for me.”

“First,” mom said, keeping her hands in front of her, one cupping the other, “It’s a pleasure to meet you. I know that my husband and you were good friends, but we never had enough time to get to know each other well.”

Both Brianna and Alyssa gasped softly when they heard his voice for the first time, and again and a bit louder than before when he spoke once more.

“I know. I wished things had been different. What happened... It could have been avoided, but what is done is done, and we shouldn’t be crying over spilled milk. As a friend, I loved him too.”

I should be wondering what kind of friendship they had, but all I could focus on was the deepness and the sexiness of his voice. The living room tried to fight against this, but it was like he was speaking into one of the most high-end microphones in the market and that I was wearing the most expensive headphones ever made.

I couldn’t have enough of his voice. If he didn’t choose me to marry him, I didn’t know what I’d do with my life. I sure as hell didn’t want to become like Alyssa, who complained all the time about how much her life sucked.

I sighed. Was he going to step through the door and come into the room, or keep standing over there while he talked with my mom? She sure as hell was making things more difficult than they needed to be, I thought with a gentle smile on my face.

And as if to make everything much worse to me, they kept talking about the most mundane of things. I couldn’t pay much attention to what mom was saying, but his words took root in my mind.

I didn’t think I was ever going to be able to forget them.

Finally, he asked, “Are all of them here?”

“Yes,” mom replied, turning her body a little and pointing to us with her right hand, “they are all in here and waiting for you.”

We dressed up in colorful, long dresses for this meeting with him. Though they couldn’t hide the hideousness of the living room and our building, they did accentuate our curves. Our bras helped with keeping our breasts pushed up, leaving just enough cleavage to make his mind wonder what we looked like nude.

He stepped into the living room, the darkness made by the light from the outside going away. The light of the bulb revealed his face, finally letting me see it in detail for the first time. It was still not quite like meeting him outside or in his home, but it was good enough.

Alyssa and Brianna gasped, though only softly to avoid ruining their chances. I still didn’t know his name, but he was standing a couple of feet from us, his eyes studying our bodies and looking at us as if we were pieces of an important museum.

And they were now examining my body, his mind probably wondering if I was the right woman for him.

This wasn’t any different than meeting someone on Tinder. He was basically going to swap right for one of us. He couldn’t choose all of us, also. That was not in the deal he’d agreed on with my father.

Though he was a mob boss, he didn’t appear to be the kind of man that disrespected deals he made with dead people.

He walked to stand nearer to us, his height making us appear like we were much smaller than we were. But that spoke more about his height than how tall we were. We weren’t that short when compared to men of average height.

Tension only thickened as the seconds passed. When was he going to reveal his verdict?
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Chapter 2

Nazar
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I didn’t care for the conditions of the building they lived in. I came here to choose the right woman to become my wife, and she needed to be the most stunning one. Mother and father were going to want to see her at the wedding and before that, too. They wanted to think that she was special, that she was going to add so much to our family, and that she was going to propel our operations to different levels.

Nothing of that was going to happen. I could choose almost any woman in the world, but I’d decided to limit my options to three women only, who were now standing in front of me, with their hands in front of them and cupping one another.

Her mother spoke with me for a lot longer than I’d thought she was going to. I didn’t have enough time to get to know her when her husband was still alive. Darius had been a good friend of mine and I wished I could have done more to help him.

It was no good thinking about him now, so I pushed those thoughts to the back of my mind.

Studying them with my eyes, I couldn’t help but admit how stunning they looked. Tiara still had some of her beautifulness from back when she was young, but she was long past her golden days.

These women standing in front of me, though, with their heads lowered as if they felt ashamed of themselves, were something else. They were of the right age and owned bodies that could make most women feel envious of them.

It was as clear as day that their mother took care of them well. She was now standing on the other side of the room, her eyes filled with worry. She didn’t know how things were going to go here.

All she knew was that I was going to choose one of her daughters, who was then going to come live with me for the rest of her life. As for herself and her other daughters, I didn’t know what would become of them.

Maybe one of my brothers could decide to marry them.

They all looked about the same age, though it was clear that one of them was the oldest. She was the one with black, straight hair. The skin of their bodies bore different tones of chocolate, and the one standing farther on my left side had the darkest hue.

The daughter on the far right looked like the youngest of them. Her skin was devoid of imperfections, her lips looked plump and full, and her hair reached down to her earlobes only. With short hair like that, she could conquer the rights to any man, and she sure as hell was making it difficult for me to choose just one of them.

I’d come here to choose my wife, but now I was hoping I could have all of them instead. Something prevented me from doing that, though, and it was the promise, which was also a deal, that I’d signed with her father.

Marrying one of them so that I could turn the life of their family around. Her mom’s bank account didn’t have much at the moment, though she was soon going to have enough to buy anything she wanted.

But it was the daughter in the middle that was grabbing the attention of my eyes the most, making me feel like kissing her right at this moment.

I approached her, standing close enough to feel the smell of her perfume. They all wore them and they were from different brands, but there was something about her cologne that made it smell differently and more strongly than the others.

Perhaps it was the fact that she looked more stunning than both of her sisters combined, even though she kept her face hidden from me, just like her sisters did.

She was on the skinny side, though she did have a pair of breasts that could put any woman to shame, including her sisters. The more I looked at her, studied her, the more I felt that she was the right one.

Mom and dad were going to look at her and think that I’d made the right choice.

Tension kept making the air heavier, my men surrounding the building and flooding into it, making sure that no one could ever have the brilliant idea of killing me while I was here.

I tried to hide my being here as much as possible, but there was no denying that spies existed everywhere and that my enemies could be waiting outside, trying to assassinate me.

One of them made a short, funny noise that she was hoping I didn’t hear. Their trembling lips showed me that they were all afraid of me. After all, they didn’t know the kind of things I was capable of if one of them displeased me.

Despite the various events that could go wrong here, that one, in particular, didn’t worry me.

I was in my dominion, ready to make the right choice and then bring her over to the wedding, after everything was prepared for it, that was.

I settled my hand on the chin of the daughter that stood in the middle of their line, saying with a gentle tone, “Lift your head, darling.”

She obeyed, raising her eyes until they were looking at mine, though they also quickly diverged to the right. She was looking at her mother now, who couldn’t help but dig the fingers of her right hand into the skin of her left wrist.

Tiara didn’t need to be afraid. I was going to choose one of them. I could have any woman in the world, but I was bound to the vow I’d made and I was going to honor it, no matter what obstacles we stumbled upon.

So, so pretty. She looked like a doll, which begged the question – what was she doing in a place like this? Did she study? Did she go to college and have friends?

Having them lined up like this almost felt wrong, though something else was telling me that it felt right.

When I took my hand off her chin, she was lowering her head again when I ordered, “No. Keep it up. You have nice eyes. I want to make it easy for me to look at them when I want to.”

She didn’t say anything, keeping her head up while her coconut eyes looked at nowhere in particular, most likely admiring the poorness and the decay of her neighborhood.

I stepped to the left, meeting who I could only assume to be the oldest daughter. She put on a lot of makeup before this meeting with them, though she couldn’t hide all the defects of her skin, especially at the region around her eyes.

Those chicken feet – I could have spotted them from miles away.

But I wasn’t going to take anything away from her beauty, too. What she lacked in youth she made up in experience, though I hadn’t come here for an experienced woman about 10 years younger than me.

No – I wanted someone that had never been touched.

I’d never told that to their mother, of course. Had I said that, she wouldn’t have lined up all three of her daughters in front of me like this.

There was nothing quite like claiming a virgin woman, and the thought of doing that was already stiffening my prick. I couldn’t wait to feel her clenching hole begging for more of me, milking me for all I was worth.

Alas, that was something for another time.

“You’re pretty too, though you don’t hold a candle to your sister.”

She didn’t say anything, though the twitch of her right eyelid told me everything. She didn’t like what I said and she wished to kill me now. I was a man but I wasn’t stupid – I was aware of how jealous siblings could be among themselves, and she was no exception to that.

I didn’t come here to play nice with them. I felt nothing as I destroyed her feelings with those words, and if her sister abhorred them too, she could take it up with me. For now, I was only savoring this moment and choosing the right girl to marry me.

I retreated my hand and proceeded to the girl on the far right, the one that looked so young I wondered if she was of age already. I put my hand on her chin, feeling how soft and smooth it was.

It made me feel like kissing her right at this moment.

Her eyes tried to look at mine, though I could tell that me being this close to her was making her feel uncomfortable. She owned nice, smooth curves that put so many women I’d met in my life to shame, though that still didn’t make her more appetizing than her sister in the middle, the one that kind of looked like she knew what she was doing here without also looking like spoiled food.

“You’re pretty too, though you’re making me wonder if you’re 18 already,” I said, watching her eyes to see how she was going to react.

She looked at her mother, who looked at me. Turning my attention back to her daughter, I said, “You can talk. I’m not going to hit you.”

“I turned 18 last month,” she revealed, making me take my hand off her chin. I loved inexperienced women, but even I had to admit that was a bit too young for a man pushing forty.

“You’re not going to do,” I affirmed, stepping back to the one in the middle and getting so close again her cologne was bathing me with its enticing smell.

I didn’t think there was much of a choice to be made here. There was only one of them that was perfect for me, and it was this one with the curly hair that fell to her shoulders and that was wearing a bright, yellow dress.

I wanted to take her right now, in her bedroom, if possible. I almost mentioned that to their mother before I thought how ridiculous that would be. I didn’t come here to make these girls and their mother think that I was some kind of lecherous predator.

There was no ceremony. I wasn’t going to announce who was the chosen one on a microphone or something like that. There was going to be no party, other than the one that was going to happen before the wedding and the one on the day of it.

I turned my head to her mother before announcing my answer, sweat drops on her forehead informing me of how worried she was that I was going to end up choosing nobody and come out of here empty-handed.

“I’m going to take Kayla,” and at the mention of her name, her eyes closed shut in a heartbeat as her knees bent, her body falling limp in my arms.

I reacted out of instinct more than anything, finding it impossible to ever let a woman fall over on a floor when I could intervene.

Her body almost felt too light, like she indeed was nothing more than a doll under the guise of a woman. Despite that, I couldn’t help but fall further in love with her, reassuring to my beating heart that she could indeed be the right woman that I was looking for.

And yet, I wasn’t going to be harsh with my assumptions. I was going to have to get to know her properly. I watched her grow old from a distance, thanks to how deep my friendship with her father was, but I didn’t really know her.

I didn’t know her aspirations, what she thought of me, and why she hadn’t chosen something different for her life, even though that would have been quite difficult, considering her societal status.

Well, I guessed that neither of those things quite mattered at the moment.

What was of extreme importance was making sure that she was well.
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Chapter 3

Kayla
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I slowly opened my eyes, finding it difficult to process what had happened. Looking down, I noticed that I was still wearing the same bright yellow dress from before, which didn’t make much sense to me.

I thought that all of that had been nothing more than a dream and that it had happened a long time ago?

I was lying in my bed, sighing when I realized that nothing had truly changed. I was still living with my mom and my two other siblings, who despised me like the beast abhorred the cross. Mom loved me, but them? They’d rather see me dead than still living with them.
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