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Not My Wedding

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.

It was Alyssa that needed to move out of here, though. She was supposed to be going to college and making all of her professional dreams come true. Although, I guessed that she couldn’t quite do that – not without taking various loans that would fill her credit history with debts.

I turned to the right when I jerked my body the other way, realizing that I wasn’t alone in the room. Mom was here with me, as were my sisters, but there was also someone else. That same man from before – the one that said he was going to marry me, after spending nothing more than a couple of minutes studying us three in the living room.

I was kidding when I’d said to myself that I wanted to marry him. I didn’t know the full implications of that and it still troubled me that I was set to leave this whole life behind for the chance to build another one somewhere else.

My father and he had close ties that had allowed me to go to his home a couple of times when I was just a little kid. Even back then I remembered him already being an adult, probably in his late twenties.

He didn’t talk to me much and nor had he paid any attention to me. I’d always thought that he was going to take Alyssa instead of me. I’d thought that he wanted someone with more experience and that was closer to his age.

Wasn’t he almost forty at this point? Why was he here looking for a wife when he could have someone that wouldn’t give him problems?

I was black. The people that he met with were going to think that his mom had dropped him when he was a boy.

I’d thought that jerking my body to the left was going to distance myself from him enough, but he’d bent his arm and put his hand right on the back of my neck, making it impossible for me to move any further from him.

I couldn’t read his mind, though I was already beginning to imagine that he was thinking this – I was going to become his wife, and that from now on I was nothing more than his property.

I didn’t know why he was supporting my head with his arm. Perhaps he thought that the pillow wasn’t good enough for someone like me? While I did sleep with all of my sisters in the same room, it was big enough to house three different single beds. And both the mattress and the pillow were good enough.

However, I couldn’t deny that he made me feel something different for him, like behind his steely eyes, he cared about me more than I was thinking he did.

Mom’s eyes were filled with worry, though the same couldn’t be said about my sisters. I guessed that they’d all been hoping he was going to choose them and not me. I wished I could tell them right at this moment that I didn’t do anything different and that I didn’t play dirty.

I just lucked out... I guessed.

His other hand was holding a glass with pristine water in it, eyes looking at mine.

“I’m sorry that happened, Kayla. I didn’t think you were going to faint. I should have been more careful with my words,” he said, approaching the glass with water in it to my lips.

He didn’t wait for my answer, already making me drink some of it. I didn’t know if it contained some kind of drug or something of the sort to make me more malleable to him. All I knew was that my throat was sore and that I needed to look for a doctor right away.

And as if reading my mind, he said, “I’m a doctor. Don’t worry – I know what I’m doing.”

He didn’t flash a smile, keeping his face straight. It was impossible to get a read on his thoughts, though something was telling me he felt a little bad that he’d made me faint.

Two thoughts locked me in a battle I didn’t have any hope of winning – his supposed love for someone he didn’t know at all and what I knew of him.

I wasn’t going to deny I didn’t know how scarred of his background I was. I knew what he did behind the scenes, that he murdered people, and why father had really promised one of his daughters to him.

He’d made a debt with my soon-to-be-husband that he couldn’t pay, hadn’t he?

He approached his hand that was holding the glass with water in it, making me drink more. His assertion that on top of him being a pakhan of his mafia family didn’t help things, either. He couldn’t have put anything in the water, right?

It didn’t smell and it also didn’t have a taste.

After I sipped the rest of the water, mom said, “I thought I was going to have to call an ambulance.”

Nazar turned his head to her. “I wouldn’t have let you do that, not while I’m here. I made this mess. I should have thought better about the consequences of my words before I spoke them.”

Mom wasn’t stupid. As soon as he blinked, she rushed over to my sisters, putting her hands on their backs and taking them out of the bedroom. “We’ll be in the living room if you need us.”

I looked at the door as they closed it, kicking up dust that mom didn’t clean before his coming here. She hadn’t presumed that he would enter my bedroom and that before that, I was going to lose consciousness.

He inched his arm until his hand was now holding my head, his body sitting so close to mine I could not only smell his fragrance but also his sweat. It wasn’t hot in here or outside, though he was still sweating quite a bit, gleaming his forehead.

It was at that moment that I had my first chance to truly study his features and admire them.

He had some wrinkles on his face, but other than that, his trimmed beard hid most of them. His eyes were a tone of blue that complemented his short and combed-backward hair, his lips looking so red I could almost think that all of his blood went to them.

His dark suit didn’t do enough to keep his chest hair hidden, with some of the follicles popping through the gap that it made with his skin.

The bedroom had grown so silent all of sudden that I could feel and hear his breathing, realizing that it was turning me on. I didn’t want to admit that someone so much older looked like my kind of man, though I also couldn’t quite lie to myself about the hidden videos on my phone that featured men that looked just like... him.

He smiled, showing me a set of snow-white teeth. I could never hope to have teeth quite like him, I thought with some shame while I remembered that I hadn’t gone to a dentist in a pretty long time.

I didn’t have the money, and I was actually saving up some of it to pay for my college expenses. I still had the dream of becoming an agronomist one day.

“I didn’t fully introduce myself, though I know who you are,” he commented, refusing to retreat his arm, as if doing that would mean I’d have the chance to run away from here as fast as possible.

To be honest, I was still trying to determine how to feel about this.

I didn’t know this man at all, even if rumors about him kept making me grow more and more afraid of him.

“No, it’s okay,” I said, smiling though I was still thinking that I looked stupid and that he was going to use that as an excuse to choose one of my sisters instead. “I don’t think we quite had the time.”

“I watched you grow into a beautiful young lady, and I didn’t think that I was going to meet you when you were ready. Your father was a fantastic man,” he said, bringing me so close to him I was beginning to wonder if he was going to kiss me without my consent.

I kind of wished he did. I could feel the strongness and the hardness of his muscles even through the thickness of his suit. He probably looked perfect without all these layers on.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t really get to talk to you when I was just a teen.”

“It’s okay. You weren’t ready yet, and at the time I knew you were nothing more than a kid. Your father entrusted me to you, and to honor his death, I’m going to make you the happiest woman in the world.”

I couldn’t believe that I was going to marry a man that knew me since I was a kid, that he was that much older than me.

Thinking about that was enough to make me feel like swooning, blinking rapidly. He noticed that, shifting in his chair until he was sitting so close to me that I could smell something else in the air.

Something that tempted me to kiss him right away and do other things better left unmentioned.

His eyes told me the rest of the story. He thought the same thing too. Despite his mafia background, he was also the kind of gentleman that put his woman’s needs before everything else, including his well being.

“Are you feeling okay?” He asked, his voice tainted with worry.

“Yes, I’m sorry. It’s just that this is a bit too much for me to take.”

“It’s okay. I guess that you’re still not quite ready for your new life.”

There was a moment of silence until I spoke again, “This isn’t about some debt that my father owned to you, or is it?”

His eyes didn’t look elsewhere as he kept them trained at me, his answer all too obvious, “It is, and I don’t like talking about it.”

“Why not?”

“It’s not important to this moment – you are.”

I didn’t say anything for the next minute or so, gauging his reaction. I guessed that the topic of why all of this was happening was a little too sensitive for him. I knew that he and my father used to be good friends.

Maybe my dad had done something that he didn’t like, or that maybe he’d failed him somehow?

There were so many questions, and yet the way he was behaving now was making me think that he wouldn’t appreciate it if I started to ask them.

“You’re sure that you’re feeling okay, right? Because if you’re not, then I could take you home. I have an ICU there, though I am hoping you’re going to tell me that you don’t faint regularly.”

“N-no, it was. I don’t know why that happened. You don’t need to worry that much about me,” I said, trying to smile.

He smiled right back, showing me his perfect teeth once more. Talking with him seemed easy enough and he didn’t appear to be the kind of man that could ever lift a finger to his woman.

I couldn’t wait to go see his home again, as an adult this time. When was he going to take me there?
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Chapter 4

Kayla
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When he opened the door of the room, I didn’t know what to think. Just looking at it, turning my head from side to side, was enough to make me think that I was living in some kind of dream. But that couldn’t be. I was right here. I was in his bedroom.

I was going to sleep here from this moment onwards.

The king-sized bed looked like the kind of thing that I’d see in movies only. I opened the door of the closet, already finding a collection of clothes and dresses that looked perfect. Their colors stole the attention of my eyes. I couldn’t stop staring at them.

He put his hand on my shoulder, making me turn to him and stare into his icy-blue eyes.

“I’m glad it seems you’re liking what you’re seeing.”

“It’s perfect. It’s almost too much for me to process, but everything is so expensive and luxurious. You said that you asked everything to be delivered here after choosing me?”

“Yes, and your mother said what your measurements were, so I called some stores and asked them to send over only the best they had. Think of this like opening a gift box. There are still so many things you can find here, like jewelry and heeled sandals. They are all for you. I just thought that you should know how much I love you.”

I fished one of the dresses with the hanger out of the closet, holding it in front of me to see what it was going to look like when I put it on – and I couldn’t wait to do that. I was going to put them all on to make sure that they really fit me and that mom hadn’t messed up her numbers.

“Here. There’s a mirror you can use,” he said, putting both of his hands on my shoulders and taking me to the other side of the room, which felt and looked big enough to fit my whole former home in it.

My former home... Thinking about it was enough to make me wonder if I was ever going to visit it again, or if I was going to spend every second of my life cherishing his estate, only going out to buy some things and travel with him.

The mirror that he’d put in the room... Well, it was the kind of item that I’d seen in The Sims only before, and also in some old TV shows.

“If you want, I could turn around and give you some time to get changed.”

“I’d like that,” I said, and he turned around just like he’d said he was going to, giving me some privacy though that didn’t mean he wouldn’t just peek over his shoulders.

I was so worried before that marrying someone like him might actually turn into the worst decision of my life, but now that he was showing how much he cared about our wedded life, I couldn’t keep thinking that.

I’d made a great decision.

I shimmed into the dress after taking off my clothes, admiring the image of my body in the mirror for seconds that felt like hours. I didn’t think that I’d ever worn something of this quality and this brand before in my life.

I didn’t want to come across as a bitch that was here only for his money, but how couldn’t I tell him how much this place, this room, and his gifts meant to me?

There were only so many ways he could show that he cared about me, and this was one of the most prolific ones.

I took a deep breath, turning around as I said, “You can look now.”

He whirled around, his easy smile soon popping up. He looked at me like he couldn’t quite believe what his eyes were seeing.

“My goodness. You look amazing. Don’t get me wrong – you already looked incredibly beautiful before putting the dress on, but it’s like it brings out the best qualities of you.”

I didn’t know how to react, smoothing the dress even though I didn’t need to do that. It was already pretty smooth.

Without showing hesitation, he stepped to me, putting himself in front of me and making me wonder if he was going to kiss me now. Alas, he kept his hands and lips to himself, his eyes devouring me like this was the last thing he was going to do with his life.

I wished he would kiss me now.

He turned around, proceeding to the vanity that I was sure he’d bought just for me. Opening it, he took out what appeared to be a small box with diamonds that covered the surface, making me wonder if it was the most valuable thing that he kept in his mansion.

His estate, this mansion – I was almost beginning to think if I shouldn’t pinch myself now to make sure I wasn’t sleeping and having the best dream of my life.

“This is something that I bought for you. I thought that you were going to like it,” he said, his hands holding the box.

It was big enough to house all kinds of jewelry, making me imagine what it contained. I couldn’t believe that he’d done all of this just to make me feel right at home here. And the best thing about that?

It was working. He was making me hope that our future wedded life could last for all of eternity.

I grabbed the box, his hand grabbing mine for an instant. And even though his movement was sudden, I didn’t feel afraid. His touch was caring and so smooth, making my lips plead to touch his right away.

I kept that temptation in check as he said, “This is a fingerprint reader. I could never have bought this if you couldn’t think that this is something that belongs to you only.”

“Nazar-” I was saying when he shot his hand up, sealing my lips.

“Don’t speak. Just open the box. I’m sure that you’re going to love it.”

He guided me through the steps, showing me that the box would never open to his fingerprint or anyone else’s. It was only going to work with my fingers, which made me wonder again how much this thing must have cost him.

Nazar didn’t have any limits when it was about making sure that his future wife felt like the happiest woman in the world, did he?

With the box’s mechanism containing my fingerprint’s data only, I pulled the lid open, my eyes finding it almost impossible to conceive that this was real, that I wasn’t dreaming this, and that he was indeed so obsessed with making me feel like his princess.

The jewelry inside the box – Wow. I didn’t think that I’d ever seen something similar, and I watched all kinds of romance movies, from the worst to the good ones.

And I also regularly checked online stores for collections like this one, though they didn’t hold a candle to what my eyes were seeing. It was like I was living in a different reality. I didn’t want to let this moment end, even though the days to come promised so many good things, too.

My hand inched to the piece that most caught my attention, it being a ring that made me gasp. I couldn’t believe that this was already happening, that he was this willing to have me as his wife no matter what came to pass.

The ring was made of gold, with a big diamond piece at the top of it, shining off the light of the sun. I couldn’t think straight by this point, though that didn’t mean that I didn’t know what was happening here.

I did.

I was going to marry Nazar, and there was nothing and no one in the world that could change that.

“Allow me,” he commanded, grabbing the ring and putting it on my finger, my eyes soon noticing that it wasn’t the only diamond ring made of gold in the box. There was another that was just like this one.

I looked at the ring for what felt like hours, wondering how I could have ever thought that this moment would never come, that I could never find the man of my life.

I was a fool back then, and it showed.

“So, what do you think?” He asked, his eyes not filled with worry but with curiosity. Nazar didn’t have to think too hard to figure out what I was thinking at the moment. He could see, clear as day, that I was in love with the ring.

It looked like the most beautiful thing ever made by man.

“It’s almost too much for me. I don’t know if I can-”

“Shhhh,” he said, making me put the box on top of his nightstand, his index finger closing my lips again. “Don’t think that way about it. That’s not what I want you to think about me and this.”

I didn’t say anything else as he put his hand on the small of my back, pulling me to him and then sealing his plump lips with mine, making me melt before his might.

I wanted all of this man, and nothing else would do.

He smiled after he retreated his head, studying me with his eyes. He didn’t need to do it for too long to figure out what I was thinking. He knew what I thought of the kiss, and that I couldn’t go for another minute without touching them again.

And he was far too willing to make it happen one more time.

I grabbed the other ring in the box and put it on his finger, looking at him with a soft smile on my face. It looked perfect on him, as if he was the one that had forged it. He’d thought about all this and how he wanted to make it happen. I was going to marry someone that cared about the little but important details.

His lips touched mine, melting me in his arms again. I couldn’t think. I couldn’t breathe, and I couldn’t think about anything that didn’t involve making the kiss last for all of eternity, our wedded life being about it only.

His tongue went into my mouth, looking for mine. I didn’t try to stop it as it battled with mine for a couple of seconds before he seized his dominance one more time. And what was I even thinking about that? It was always clear as day that he was always going to control the kiss.

He stepped to the vanity, making me sit on top of it as his lips kept brushing against mine, the kiss going on and on and making me feel like it was never going to end.

His hand stroked the small of my back, pulling me more and more to him. The longer this went on, the more I thought that my life with him was going to be about this only – kissing him, cherishing his gifts, and walking around in his mansion while feeling like I owned the world.

When Nazar ended the kiss again, I almost begged him not to do it.

I didn’t think I’d fall in love so much with him, and I didn’t think that he kissed so well, either.

“I have some things to do right now, but please feel at home. It’s yours too,” he said, pecking my lips for a fraction of a second before turning around and leaving, my mind thinking about everything that I was going to do in his estate now that he wasn’t here.

We both had our marriage rings, and even though I hadn’t needed to say with words that I wanted to marry him and that in no way he was forcing this on me, I still felt like telling him that as soon as he came back.

As soon as he came back... The thought of him heading out to do what he did for a living still frightened me, but that didn’t mean I didn’t feel safe in his mansion.

Looking outside and seeing the skyline of the city in the distance, I couldn’t help but think that I was right at home and that it wasn’t going to take me much longer to know every nook and cranny of it.

I couldn’t wait for my soon-to-be-husband to come back, too.

We had so many things to cover for the wedding. I wanted to make it the most unique in the city.
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Chapter 5

Nazar
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I might be the one leading the family now and that I was the one my men looked up to, but that didn’t mean that many of the old-timers didn’t look for my father for guidance as well. He was old. Stuck in a wheelchair, having to depend on someone to take him around his mansion, and with his much younger wife still having all of her life ahead of her because she couldn’t stay still and care for him.

That’s why he kept so many maids and butlers and other workers in his mansion, even though he kept saying that their presence made him feel ashamed of himself.

I felt for him. I watched him become one of the most important men of this family when I was just a kid and a teenager. Now he was only a shadow of his former self, even though he still commanded a lot of respect with his men.

That didn’t mean there was one thing about him I didn’t despise, and that coming here might have been a mistake after all.

I stepped out of the limousine and proceeded to his office, one of his men coming over to say, “He’s expecting you.”

Of course he was. I’d called him before to make sure he knew I was going to come to visit him to invite him and mom for the marriage. He didn’t know that I’d chosen one of the three Robinsons girls to wed me, though. That was a secret I was only going to reveal now.

And in fact, I didn’t really know why I felt this way about her, why I felt that she was the only one that truly made me feel differently about her. I guessed that love wasn’t the kind of thing that one could easily explain, right?

I crossed many hallways before reaching the door of his office. He didn’t have to work anymore, and his living here meant that he still had no official dealings with the family, but that didn’t mean that some members didn’t often call him to ask his opinion about their decisions.

My estate had about the same number of rooms his did, and they were equal in many ways. He didn’t have the same tastes I did, though, and I guessed that was true in a lot of ways. He preferred an older style than I did, though that didn’t mean I enjoyed more modern architecture.

It wasn’t for me. I often looked at those overly expensive mansions on some websites and wondered how there could be people that threw away their money on those things.

It was mind-boggling.

The butler opened the door of the room, and the smell of rot and old immediately assaulted my nostrils. It wasn’t that my old man didn’t take showers often enough or something like that. Far from it. He was aware of the dangers that him doing that meant.

It was just that he smoked, all the time. I often asked myself how his lungs were still holding up after so many decades with him smoking packs upon packs of cigars every day, and that was without mentioning his cigars, which he smoked as some sort of luxurious complement or something like that.

He was sitting on his expensive office chair, looking out through the double-door made of glass that led to the balcony. Still smoking, he was looking like the kind of man that didn’t have anything in the world that could worry him, though that couldn’t be any further from the truth.

In our world, there was always danger lurking somewhere, and he knew that better than anyone. It was a miracle more than anything that he managed to keep himself alive through all these years.

He turned his chair around, ushering with his hand for his caretaker to leave the room. He couldn’t walk anymore, and for our meeting, he wasn’t going to have to. He also didn’t fear that I’d come here to murder him, though that didn’t mean he didn’t have a gun tucked in his waist in case he needed it.

His arthritis would probably make that impossible for him, though, I thought without smiling. Smiling was difficult in front of a man whose opinion mattered to me. It didn’t matter as much as the wedding itself, though.

Even if he didn’t approve of it, I would still go forward with it. There was no way I couldn’t marry the woman that I considered the love of my life.

He took a drag off his Cuban cigar, puffing out smoke through his nostrils. Despite his shaking hands, he still tried to look much tougher than he truly was.

“I thought I could remember that you said you were going to come.”

I had never thought that this was going to be easy for me. He’d always pestered me about the candidates that he had for marrying me, and even to this day, he thought that I was some kind of failure that could never bring himself to marry the right woman that could become the queen of the family, replacing his wife.

“Yes, we talked over the phone.”

A layer of silence dawned on us. His eyes were studying me, trying to figure out what I was thinking before I told him. There were many things that I hid from him, and he, just like any father in the world, knew that.

He knew that I’d come here with one objective in mind. I wouldn’t have come to his place without a good reason to be here.

This was something that I could only do face-to-face with him.

“You’ve finally found the woman that you want to marry, isn’t that right?” He asked without actually making a question, puffing out another cloud of smoke. Even though all the windows and the door to the balcony were open, it still reeked of it.

I loved my father, but that didn’t mean I wanted to be here for much longer.

“How did you know?”

“Oh, please,” he said, waving his hand, “You don’t usually come here, which makes me think that you have something more important than the family to talk about with me. And that’s without mentioning that if it was about that, you would have just used this piece of crap that you call a phone.”

His trembling index finger was pointing to his phone on his office table, the gleaming of the plastic making it so obvious that he hadn’t even bothered to peel off the protective layer after I bought it for him as a gift last year.

I did think that he wasn’t going to like it, though I also hadn’t thought he wasn’t even going to try using it. No wonder that the family needed me now more than they needed him. If it were up to him, we’d still be using outdated technology to fight our enemies.

We’d have been crushed by now.

“I guess there’s no point in dancing around the subject, then,” I said, shifting my weight. “Yes, father. I’ve found the right one.”

“She’s not one of the Robinson girls, is she? You know that I don’t like negros like her.”

I knew that it was going to come to this. I knew that he was going to talk about her with so much disdain in his voice. I remembered his tales about how my grandfather taught him that saying those things and thinking that way was okay.

It was the main reason that during my childhood he didn’t allow me to talk to black kids in school, going as far as homeschooling me with teachers that shared his mindset.

And yet he was also the hero to my eyes that turned the family around and made sure that it was the powerhouse it was now, controlling not only most of Washington DC, but also the country.

“I’m not going to allow you to speak like that about them.”

“Why not? You think that I want to see my legacy being destroyed by you? I don’t want to go to that shitty wedding.”

“Then, you’re not invited. Only mom will come.”

“That bitch will go there only for the cake and the party. If you’re thinking that she deserves to be there, then you’re nothing more than a fool. I’m beginning to think that it was a mistake handing the family over to you.”

“I didn’t come here to talk about those things.”

“No, of course not, you idiot. You thought that I was going to kiss your ass and that that was going to be it, right? What the hell do you even have in your head? It sure doesn’t look like a brain to me.”

I did know that this was most likely going to be his reaction, but I didn’t think that it was going to affect me this much. Ever since I was a boy, I’d been trying to make him feel proud of me, only to fail time and time again.

I could never meet his expectations.

It didn’t matter to him that the family was soaring to new heights under my leadership and that we even controlled the president of the country. The wedding was the most important thing to him, and if I didn’t marry the woman that he wanted, he was going to think of me as a failure for the rest of his life.

Although, it didn’t matter if he wanted to take me out of the leadership of the family. He couldn’t. Not anymore. Unless he was beginning to think that he could turn around the life of my good-for-nothing brothers and start the family from zero.

And doing that would mean stoking chaos in the family, which was one of the many things that it didn’t need now.

“Don’t come to the wedding, then. I’m going to leave the invitation card here anyway since it has your name in it,” I said through gritted teeth, putting it on his table and turning around.

“I don’t need this piece of shit,” he shouted, tossing his cigar in my direction and writhing in his seat, looking ready to pounce on me and beat me to death.

To him, this was him losing the battle to make me marry the right woman, the one that he dreamed about all his life.

I just couldn’t take him using the n-word to call her and think less of her because of her skin color.

That was the kind of thing that I could never forgive, and just thinking about it was enough to churn my stomach. My blood was boiling and I was beginning to wonder when he was finally going to die.

This wasn’t our first confrontation and I doubted it was going to be the last. Considering the kind of man he was, I couldn’t help but worry that he was going to plan something to ruin the wedding somehow.

I was going to have to plan for all eventualities. And as for mom, we didn’t have the best of relationships. There was no point in asking her now if she wanted to come or not. I’d left the invitation card for her too in his mansion, just in case. She was most likely out with her friends and trying to look sexy for younger men in their twenties.

This whole thing was such a mess.

Coming here was a mistake I wasn’t going to make again.
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Chapter 6

Kayla
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I felt something or someone climbing up the bed. It took him more time than I’d thought it was going to. It had to be him, the man that was going to marry me and make me feel like the happiest woman in the world.

The comforter covered my body. Pulling it down, he exposed me for his delight. It happened faster than I’d thought, but it was okay. I didn’t think much of it. I was focused on the feelings that he was gifting me with, his hand going up my right thigh and making me wonder if he was going to claim me tonight before we could even discuss what the wedding should be like.

I writhed when his hand halted near my pussy, making me think that he was going to touch it. But he didn’t, instead opting to kiss me more fervently than I thought he was going to.

If this was only our first night together, then I couldn’t help but wonder what tomorrow night was going to be like, and the day after that, and all the following days.

I couldn’t even dare to open my eyes when he put his hand on my mouth, ordering, “You’re not to speak right now. I don’t want to hear your voice.”

I could only nod slightly, thinking that was odd but not externalizing my emotions. I’d never been with someone that was this possessive and demanding with me.

He wanted to control every aspect of my being, and that scared me as much as it turned me on.

His right hand caressed my belly, making me moan when his other hand squeezed my mouth tightly.

“I don’t want you to make any sound, okay? Be still. Don’t speak. Don’t make any noise. Let’s enjoy the silence.”

What the hell? I couldn’t follow his reasoning, though I also couldn’t think too much about it. His hand was so dominating, rubbing my clit through my pair of panties. He was good, but with the way he was controlling me now, I couldn’t do anything.

I couldn’t fully appreciate how good he was in bed.

That didn’t seem to bother him as he kept brushing his finger against my clit, making me convulse when a wave of pure orgasm hit me.

Oh fuck, how I wanted to moan and groan, but he wasn’t letting me. His right hand was still covering my mouth and making it impossible for me to emit as much as a sound with it.

Nazar was frightening me, and he was also ruining this moment, though that didn’t mean I wasn’t enjoying it. Far from it. I was loving almost every aspect of this.

I just wished he didn’t have this weird obsession with me that involved making me feel paralyzed like a doll.

He was kissing my tummy now, pushing up my nightie until he had full access to me. When his fingers brushed across my breasts, I tried to moan one more time only to feel his hand squeezing the lower part of my face more tightly.

Even if I tried to scream now, shouting how utterly terrifying he was making me feel about him, I didn’t think he would stop. Could it be that his niceness and gentleness from before had been nothing more than a veil that hid his true being?

And yet I was cherishing this moment with him too much to think about that, focusing only on his hand as he penetrated my pussy with one of his fingers, ripping off my panties as if they were nothing.

Oh fuck, this was frightening and so good at the same time. I almost didn’t know which was going to come out on top in the end.

“I’m the only one allowed to speak in here and right now, okay?” He affirmed, making me nod slightly even though I was beginning to wonder if doing that was going to make him mad as well.

I couldn’t see his eyes in detail thanks to the darkness that filled the room, but I could tell that he was someone different right now. He wasn’t the same gentleman from before. If anything, if I did one more thing he didn’t approve of, he wouldn’t hesitate to slap my face.

But I also couldn’t worry about that when he was grinding his body against mine like this, making me melt more and more before him.

The light that came into the room through the balcony door and the windows was already pretty lacking as it was, and his massive torso kept blocking even more of it from reaching my eyes.

His fingers were now blocking some of my nostrils, but I still didn’t think about trying to shout or bite his fingers. He was turning me on so much, my pussy feeling so wet I couldn’t think about trying to stop this for anything.

There was no denying that he was rough and controlling, but there was also no way that I could think that he was doing this only because he thought I wanted him to be rough. No – this was also about him mastering my reactions and making sure that I was only going to behave in a certain way for him.

The hand that was still gripping the bottom part of my face hurt me, and I didn’t know if he was aware of that or not. After all, Nazar was the kind of man used to dealing with much worse.

Maybe he just lacked the finesse that he needed.

Without as much as giving me a warning, he took off my nightie, his eyes locked with mine to make sure that when he took his hand off my mouth, I wasn’t going to make any noise.

And I didn’t even try.

When he retreated his hand, I kept my lips sealed shut, just taking in the sight of him before me, his muscles flexing under the moonlight. He’d taken off his clothes before climbing up the bed, allowing me to see glimpses of his cock.

It looked so massive I wondered if it could fit inside me, and if he would make me feel more pain than I was already estimating.

He curled up the corners of his lips when he realized that I was going to keep obeying him. And indeed, taking into account his mafia background, I couldn’t even consider doing anything he wouldn’t approve of.

Nazar frightened me.

He sealed his hand around my neck, making me think that he was going to strangle me. But that he didn’t do, his fingers touching my skin but not sinking into them.

“You’re going to remain quiet from now on as well,” he ordered, his other hand pulling up my legs until they were resting on his shoulders, allowing me to feel his hard muscles once more.

I was already wondering when he was going to bind me to the bed with leather straps and shove a ball gag into my mouth, though him not having done that could only mean that he was a more rustic type of man.

I was fully exposed to him and despite how much he frightened me, I didn’t worry about what my married life with him was going to be like.

I couldn’t.

I knew that he cared about me far too much to make me think that he would do anything to ruin it.

“Soon we are going to get tested so that I don’t need this shit again,” he said, reaching out to the nightstand, pulling out the drawer, and then ripping open a package with a condom in it.

I watched him slide it down on his massive prick through the gap of my thighs, his face more serious than I’d thought it was going to be in a moment like this.

He prodded my pussy with his fingers before sliding his cock into me, making me feel that familiar pressure sensation. His hand was still gripping my neck as if it was his way of threatening to hurt me if I disobeyed him.

His eyes locked with mine when he started to thrust in, the sound of his friction soon filling the atmosphere of the room, despite the silence embedded in it.

He picked up the pace, moaning more loudly than I thought he was going to when he climaxed. His climax was accompanied by my own, which I couldn’t quite enjoy as much as I’d thought I was going to, thanks to all the restrictions that he’d established.

I couldn’t speak now, but as soon as he allowed me to, we were going to have a long conversation about this. I couldn’t have sex with him again if he kept controlling me this much.

Not even my mom kept my life this strict.

Pain shot through my body when he filled me all the way with his cock, making me widen my eyes at the realization that I could fit all of him inside me.

I’d thought that he was going to be much more caring than this. I had never thought that he was going to make me feel so much pain and pleasure at the same time.

I didn’t think that was possible.

He slid out of me, plopping down beside the bed and then pulling me until I was cradled under his arm. He didn’t even ask me if I wanted to do that even though I did. If he was a good reader of other people’s intentions then that meant I couldn’t hide much from him.

This was such a unique experience that I couldn’t quite describe it. There was pretty much no one that I could talk about it.

His eyes were admiring me as if he meant to tell me that I did a good job for having obeyed his rules.

“You can talk now,” he said, his hand caressing my cheek.

“Why did you forbid me from making noises?”

“That’s how it’s going to be with me. I like having full control of you, and don’t you think that it’s going to be any different. I am going to control you. I am going to dictate what you can and cannot do.”

I widened my eyes as he finished saying those words, the realization that he was the kind of man willing to control every aspect of my life settling in my mind. I wasn’t the type of woman that looked with good eyes to someone keeping me as his prisoner.

Although, I guessed I was being a little unfair with him. Divorce was always an option, even if I didn’t want to think about that when he was looking at me with those eyes, promising without using his words that he was going to buy me everything I could ever need and that mom was finally going to have the life she’d been seeking since dad’s passing.

“You’re more than my wife – you’re my princess,” he added, and those words seemed to cement how this relationship was going to be like from now on.

He was going to keep controlling me as if I was his puppet.

I was going to be his princess doll.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 7

Nazar
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This was a different life for Kayla. She was going to be my wife and I was going to make sure that from now on she was only going to have the best, but that didn’t mean that she was going to have a wild life.

If that did happen, she would stop being her current self, just like it happened with my girlfriends. They stopped being who they were, who I’d fallen in love with, and I had this mental image that she should be a particular type of person and behave according to my rules.

Part of me still wished I didn’t have to be doing this, though.

Before falling asleep in my bed, I made sure to tell her what tomorrow morning – or today’s morning was going to be like. To live with me, to become my wife, she was going to have to let go of some of her freedom.

I pushed myself off the bed after pecking her forehead, watching for a moment as she fluttered her eyes open. Sitting up and stretching her arms over her head, she made me wonder if I couldn’t freeze this moment for the rest of my life.

“Good morning, sunshine,” I said, going to the closet and opening it.

I’d thought about this from the moment I’d chosen her to become my wife. Looking at the dresses in the closet, I picked up the one that I’d chosen for her. Every morning, every day from now on she was going to have to wear only what I wanted her to wear.

She was a pretty woman. I couldn’t have her walking around the mansion with skimpy clothes, which was the first thing she would do as soon as she properly started feeling at home in here.

And that was already starting, with how easily she’d fallen asleep while hugging me.

She didn’t say ‘morning’ back to me as I turned around, holding the dress that I’d picked for her. Her eyes blinked as she wondered what was happening now and why I was doing this.

“Is there a specific reason why you’re holding that dress?”

“From now on, you’re only going to wear what I want you to wear.”

“What?” She asked, sounding more alarmed than anything, her hands gripping the bedsheets. “Controlling what I could do last night was one thing, but this – this I cannot accept.”

“It’s how your life is going to be from now on,” I insisted, carefully putting the dress on a table to make my point clearer. If she didn’t like the direction this was taking, she could just storm through the doorway without as much as saying one more thing to me.

But the look in her eyes was telling. She wasn’t going to do that.

Kayla was far too dependent on me now.

She cleared her throat, standing up and looking so pretty and angelical, even without her clothes on. Her eyes were burning with rage. I knew that she was going to pose some resistance, but if she kept being stubborn, I was going to have to do something regrettable with her.

“I think that we can both agree that I’m not a kid anymore and that I can choose whatever I want to wear for the day.”

“That’s not how it’s going to be with me. You either accept the conditions or you go back to your home to live your boring, former life.”

She opened her mouth, finding my words impossible to process. I didn’t take any pleasure in saying them to her. I only wanted to make her understand that living with me involved following certain rules.

Was that too much for her to understand?

“Look,” she said, pacing around in front of me. “I’m not going to put on that dress. It’s beautiful, but I’m not going to wear something just because you want me to.”

I almost slapped her face then and there, finding it mind-boggling that she was doing this to me now when I’d made sure to tell her mom what her life with me was going to be like.

Could it be that Tiara kept that part hidden from them, maybe thinking that I was only kidding and was soon going to come to my senses? Well, if she did, then she’d been an utter fool.

And as for my pretty Kayla here – was she presuming that I was going to be like all of her previous boyfriends or something like that?

“So, leave then and don’t come back. Go back to your mom. I’m going to pull out the money that I sent to her bank account. I can do that, and she and your sisters will have to return to their normal, old lives. Is that what you want?”

She opened her mouth, closing it shut soon after. She couldn’t pretend that those things didn’t matter to her. They did, and she was going to have to keep obeying me from now on if she wanted her family to have a normal life.

Did I feel good about threatening her like this? No, I didn’t, but the thought of allowing her to wear whatever she pleased triggered something in my heart that I could almost not control.

I’d always been a controlling man and I didn’t think that could ever change. It was ingrained in my mind, in my heart, and it was part of the collection of things that made me who I was.

“Fine,” she said, snatching the dress from the top of the small table and pacing away from me. “I’m going to put it on, but it’s the only time I’m going to do this.”

“It’s not going to be the only time,” I promised her, approving the fact that she was becoming more malleable. I never once thought that dictating what her life should be like would be easy. She was making this a little more challenging than I’d thought it was going to be, and I quite liked it.

“You can turn around now so that I can put it on,” she said, making me wonder what was going on in her mind right now. Did she really think that she was going to manage to change my mind about this and that she was going to live her life without consequences?

If she’d ever thought that, then she’d been a fool.

I turned around, waiting for her to put on the dress. Before that, Kayla had also put on a pair of panties, a bra, and everything else that I’d chosen for her.

She didn’t say I could turn back around and admire her beauty this time, her face making it too obvious that she didn’t like how she was being treated. I didn’t even consider changing my mind about this, so if she was thinking-

Without warning, she stormed through the doorway, tipping up her chin as if to tell me that things were going to be a little different from now on.

Rage bubbled up in my blood. The audacity of that woman. She was really thinking that her little outburst was going to make me change my mind about this, wasn’t she?

I followed her from behind, snatching her right wrist and making her stop.

She whirled around, her eyes locking with mine.

“What the hell is the meaning of this now?” She asked, huffing. “I am already wearing the dress that you want.”

“It’s not enough. As my future wife, you’re supposed to walk alongside me with your arm linked with mine.”

“And what if I don’t want to do that?” She questioned, raising her voice.

If Kayla was thinking that her doing this was going to make me feel bad about it, then she had something coming. I was loving how she was behaving. There was nothing quite like a woman standing up to me, though I was soon going to have to put her in her place again.

It was quite curious how I was dealing with this situation. It wasn’t the first time a woman was being a little more challenging than I thought she was going to be. I’d faced this type of challenge before. They all thought that they could do something to change my decisions, when in fact doing so only made me want to do it more and more.

It wasn’t going to take too long to break her.

“C’mon. You’re going there with me,” I growled, forcing her to link her arm with mine as I asserted my dominance.

I walked down the hallway and then the stairs with her, Kayla huffing all the way. Some of the workers in the mansion stopped for a fraction of a second to watch what was happening, but then they quickly resumed their duties.

None of them wanted me to direct my wrath to them, and right now it was more than evident that all of this was making me feel a little mad.

We stopped in front of the doorway of the dining room, her eyes shooting wide when she noticed the continental breakfast that awaited her. There were all kinds of foods for her to devour, and I was pretty sure that she was going to love this way more than she was hating her current dress and her lack of freedom.

But then she realized that nothing had really changed, that she was still living right here with me and that the days that were going to come were going to be filled with more of the same.

I was going to keep controlling her every action and choice.

She trudged to one of the chairs, but I stopped her before she could get there. I sealed my fingers around her wrist and looked deeply into her eyes.

There was only one thing that needed to be said at this moment and I wasn’t going to delay it.

She whirled around, nostrils still flaring. “Is it not enough that you are humiliating me like this?” She asked, though not exactly making a question. It was more like a statement as she begged me to stop this, which in turn only made me feel more tempted to keep going.

“No, of course not,” I stated, stepping to her as I made her feel small and insignificant. “Now, as my princess, you’re supposed to sit down in this chair and put a smile on your face.”

“And what if I don’t do that?”

“I’m not going to hit you if that’s what you’re worried about,” I replied, breathing in the smell of my victory. “Let’s just say that you’d regret that.”

She kept staring at me for a couple more seconds, most likely wondering what her next decision should be and if it was the right one. She inhaled and exhaled, closing her eyes as she made the right choice.

She sat down on my chair of choice, still looking displeased.

“Eat,” I commanded, sitting on the chair in front of hers.

It was a round, not too small table. It was perfect for a couple like us, especially with the light of the morning sun coming through the windows, bathing the room in a serene ambiance that calmed down my racing heart.

She inched her hand to the platter with bacon strips, soon stopping it when she realized that even that I was going to control.

“You’re not allowed to eat bacon. Get the salad. I think it’s pretty good, and your body is going to benefit from it.”

She scrunched up her nose, putting some salad on her plate and eating it without showing much enjoyment in her face. I didn’t let that ruin the moment as I kept admiring the beautifulness of her cheeks, even though everything ended up being so stormy this morning that she didn’t put on any makeup.

I quite liked her without makeup, though. She looked prettier than usual.

I didn’t say anything as we kept devouring the breakfast, mentioning, “You can have the orange juice as well.”

She bit her bottom lip, but sucked it up. Hunger was one of the strongest forces that could control a person’s actions, and she was pretty hungry now after waking up.

I smiled.

I loved the direction this was taking.
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Chapter 8

Kayla
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I couldn’t believe that he was doing this to me. When he met me, when he brought me here, Nazar looked like the kindest person in the world, but now he was making me think that he was just a jerk with some kind of control obsession.

Did he really think that he was going to control my life like this from now on, that there was nothing about it I could do?

Thank goodness that breakfast didn’t last for very long, or else I would have gotten crazy in his dining room. I hadn’t yet had a chance to talk to some of the people that worked in his mansion, but I was already hoping that one of them could tell me that what he was doing was nothing more than a joke and that soon he was going to return to his normal self.

Regardless of his pretensions, I didn’t feel like speaking with him anymore about the details of the wedding. I didn’t care about it anymore. I loved mom and I still loved my sisters too. I was going to do this for them.

And that’s without mentioning that Nazar was much older than me and that he dealt with pretty dangerous men every day. Chances were he was going to die soon enough, before he broke me and made me feel like I was his little puppy.

I stretched my arms over my head when I stopped by his swimming pool, bathing my body in the warmth that came from the sun’s light. It was almost lunchtime now and I didn’t feel like going back into the mansion to dine with him.

I’d gotten lucky when his phone rang and he had to talk to someone I didn’t know and didn’t care about. That allowed me some precious time to enjoy myself and make the most of my stay here.

I was hoping it wasn’t going to be a very long one, though.

I put on a white bikini that showed off the best of my curves, making me remember that I was much more than his pretty little doll. That’s what he was thinking I was to him now – nothing more than his doll for him to control.

I tipped up my sunglasses with my right index finger, admiring the prettiness of his estate. There was no denying that he lived like a King here. I just thought that he was going to make me his Queen and not his little princess that couldn’t even leave his room.

I couldn’t hear anything from over here, my heart already calming down.

I took off my sunglasses, put them on a small table by a lounge chair, and then jumped, diving into the water. It splashed in all directions and when I finally resubmerged, I could still see the waves that I created, the water sloshing back and forth.

I slowly swam to the other side of the pool, my hand going for the phone I’d left on the tiles. I picked it up and took a selfie of me, uploading it on Instagram while faking that everything was alright in here.

I could never post something negative about my life on that platform. It just didn’t feel right. The more negative things I shared only with the people that truly knew me, and with my trusted best friend.

I didn’t feel like talking to her about my new life and the impending marriage, though. Part of me was still hoping that he was going to change his mind and go back to his previous self.

I should never have accepted marrying him.

I turned my head around when I heard a pair of footsteps approaching me. The estate wasn’t that isolated from the noisiest parts of town, but everything here was still silent enough to make it possible for my ears to pick out even such low sounds.

My heart skipped a beat when I found Nazar watching me from the other side of the pool, his eyes looking so serious he worried me that he was going to drag me out of the pool.

If he did that, then that would be it. I’d storm out of his estate and never come back here, and he would have to make do with one of my sisters.

“You’re not allowed to use the phone again, and get out of the pool. You’re also not allowed to swim without my permission.”

“I’m sorry?”

“You didn’t hear me the first time? You’re not permitted to do those things. I also don’t like it when my future wife posts pictures of herself online so that everyone can see what she looks like. How many enemies do you think I have?”

I was still shily swinging my legs in the water, feeling droplets trickling down over my skin when he said those words, making me wish I could strangle him.

He was crazy if he was thinking I was going to stop using my social media accounts because of him. That was too much, even for a control freak.

“I’m not going to do that,” I stated, turning off the screen of my phone and settling it back down on the tiles that surrounded the pool.

He put his hands in his pockets, eyes looking at me through his sunglasses. The light of the sun made it possible for me to see some of his eyes and even though I couldn’t see them in full detail, it was still enough to make me feel shivers running down my spine.

Just what the hell was I thinking I was going to do here? Did I think that standing up to him was going to make him feel afraid of me?

“Kayla, we all know that you’re doing something wrong, and please, don’t make me involve your family in this. I don’t want to have to ruin their lives because of you. Your mom should be getting the money in her bank account pretty soon. She’s going to love buying a new house, some furniture, and the like.”

Time froze to my eyes for a fraction of a second, my mind thinking about everything that could happen if I made the wrong choice now. Nazar was so controlling, so obsessive that he was making me wonder if I shouldn’t just pull out a knife tonight and slit his throat while he slept.

“So, what is it going to be? Are you going to stop fucking around with me and realize that there’s nothing you can do but obey me?”

Still feeling the warmth of the sun’s light, I pulled myself out of the water. I picked up my phone and was proceeding back into the mansion, my mind going through a million things, when he spoke one more time, making me halt.

“No. You’re not allowed into the mansion as well without me. There’s one more thing I need to say to you.”

I turned around, my eyes meeting his through his sunglasses. Just what the fuck did he think that he was doing? Did he think that he was going to have an amazing life with me while being such an asshole?

“Not from over here, and not while so many people can hear us,” he affirmed, clearing his throat. “Come toward me.”

“If you want to say something to me, then you can come to me yourself.”

He sighed.

“I’m not going to do that. Come toward me. Walk to me, and then put your ear right next to mine so that I can murmur something that only you can hear.”

I balled my hands, my fingers digging deep into the skin of my palms. I wanted to strangle him right at this moment, and it didn’t matter if deep down in his heart he was thinking he was doing this for my own good or some nonsense like that.

I didn’t want to hear what his reasons were.

I exhaled, turning around and stepping to him. The estate was still so silent it was making me think that all of his workers were somewhere else, laughing at me for not having kicked him out of my life yet.

I should do that right away before he managed to make me think that there was some kind of logical and justifiable reason behind what he was doing.

I stopped by his side, my eyes refusing to look at his face. I didn’t want to look at it because I could feel that he was smiling. Smiling and thinking that he’d already won, that from now on I was going to keep obeying him.

He leaned in, making me feel a surge of repulsion in my stomach as he breathed on me. Rage was bubbling up so strongly in my veins that I was doing everything possible not to snap his neck right at this moment, even though I knew that doing that was much easier said than done.

Nazar didn’t look like the kind of man that ever let his guard down.

“You’re going to be mine for the rest of your life.”

That wasn’t him telling me what he thought was going to happen, but him daring me into walking away from the wedding. I looked into his eyes without knowing what to think, his sunglasses still filtering his glare.

“Now, there are some things we need to discuss,” he said, grabbing my wrist and leading me away from there while some of his employees finally gathered around us.

Their wide eyes didn’t mean anything to the man willing to go through with all of this just to humiliate me in front of them. And it didn’t matter how much I tried to fight him as well. He kept his eyes locked ahead, and if anything, he was going to keep making sure that my life from now on was going to be filled with more of this.

I’d be lucky to walk away from this without him violating me in his bed.

I needed to do something about this as soon as possible.

“I thought I’d said to you there were going to be consequences if you started to pull off this kind of shit on me,” he grumbled, dragging me through all these people that were stopping for only a fraction of a second to watch what was happening, their eyes telling me that they wished they could help me even though there was nothing they could do about it.

Nazar was the king of his palace and if they thought they could stand up to him, they’d die or that something just as bad would happen to them.

“I’m not your doll for you to be doing this,” I shouted, causing a scene in front of so many people that were going to keep their lips sealed-shut about this. They couldn’t even text their friends about what was happening here. They were going to keep pretending that this didn’t have anything to do with them.

He crossed the main hallway, leading me into his room and closing the door shut behind him with a loud bang. I hurried over to the wall on the other side of the room, wishing that the door of his bathroom was open so that I could hide in there.

But it was closed as I’d thought it was going to be.

He smiled when he said, “We need to talk about the wedding. I’d like your input on some things, if you don’t mind.”

I didn’t know what to think at this moment. He wanted to talk about that now, of all times?

“I don’t even want to remember that it’s going to happen.”

He smiled, showing me his impossibly white-teeth again.

“Ahhhhh, but that is not how things are going to work here, are they? Do you think that I’m going to allow someone like you to keep thinking that you have any say on this?”

I still had no idea what to say. I guessed that there was nothing to be said.

All I could do now was to keep pretending that nothing of this was happening.
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Chapter 9

Nazar
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I admired the wedding venue, thinking that there could be nothing better happening in my life on a day like this. I looked around, watching the people seated on the benches, their eyes showing how happy they were that the wedding was finally happening and that we looked this perfect as a couple.

The priest, who was reciting words from a thick and old book, gave the wedding a sense of legitimacy that I didn’t think there was going to be.

I was standing by the side of my princess. Or rather, I was standing in front of her, thinking that she looked like the most beautiful woman in the whole world.

She wasn’t smiling like I’d thought she was going to be. Kayla didn’t even look like she was enjoying being here. I’d thought that enough time had already passed to make her realize that this was how her life with me was going to be like.

Well, now she was making me think that I should do something about that before she ruined the wedding somehow. Her eyes, trembling as they were, worried me as well. I didn’t want to hurt her. I only wanted to convince her that living with me meant following certain rules.

She didn’t say anything to me after meeting me here on the altar, making me wonder what was going on in her mind. Though I guessed that there was not much to think about. She hated me now for being myself.

I was fidgeting a little, tempted to put the ring on her finger and then call her my wife from now on. There were so many people attending the wedding, with so many of them looking at me with smiles on their faces.

Mom wasn’t here, though, just like dad. I didn’t think they were going to be anyway. Mom was probably somewhere dating a man much younger than her, waiting for my father to pass away. And father was most likely drinking himself to death, trying to conjure plans to kill me.

I’d bought the nicest possible ring for her - of the kind that she was going to look at with wide eyes and then reassess her thoughts about this wedding.

I smiled when my eyes met the eyes of my second-in-command, my brigadier, who was also my best friend. He and I had been through so many kinds of things, so many moments where I could have died, and it was so refreshing to look at someone that didn’t hide his thoughts from me.

If anything, he kind of shared too much with me.

I was looking at my princess once again when the priest finally said something that wasn’t in his stenchy book.

It was time to put the ring on her finger.

A man wearing a dark tuxedo came over, his hands holding the small box with the rings. He stood beside me and Kayla, his eyes looking professional. For him, this was just about getting this done as fast as possible.

As for me, this was about turning a dream of mine into reality.

Men surrounded the small church that I’d built inside the state for occasions like this one. I’d been scrutinizing every little detail of this wedding, hired only the best, and it was paying off. This was the kind of marriage that local newspapers were going to be talking about for weeks.

After all, to them I was just an entrepreneur getting married.

He opened the small box, the velvet finish remembering how long it had taken for me to choose this ring. It wasn’t the same one I’d given to her the day I’d first brought her into my mansion.

Oh no, I could never have done that. This was a different ring, and it was much more expensive than the first one.

Something flashed in her eyes, making me think that she loved the ring even though she didn’t want to admit that. Kayla was never going to say that she thought the wedding was perfect and that it was everything she thought it was going to be, right?

I put the ring on her finger, her hand trembling a bit. I wished I could kiss it, but I was also not going to do something that didn’t follow wedding traditions.

I felt the touch of her hand, the smoothness of it beyond anything that I’d thought possible before. I’d felt it so many times prior to this moment too, but there was nothing quite like feeling it again, always reminding myself that I was marrying the most beautiful woman in the world, even if she was of the kind that fought back more than I’d thought she could.

The aide was still holding the box in his hand, his eyes looking at her with an inquisitorial look. Was she not going to take the ring and put it on my finger? Had she changed her mind and was thinking about ending the wedding before it was too late?

Her trembling eyes didn’t lie. There was no way that she was going to do either of those things.

Kayla lifted her hand, grabbing the ring and then putting it on my finger, sealing her life from now on with mine. It didn’t matter what she thought was going to happen from this moment onwards, if she thought that this was nothing more than a dream and that tomorrow morning she was going to open her eyes, finding herself in her old life again.

From now on, she was my wife and she was always going to be so.

I felt the soft touch of her hand one more time when, all of a sudden, she kicked off her sandals and took off through the aisle of the church, determination in her legs.

My eyes widened when I realized the weight of this, of what she was doing. People were going to think that I was a fool, that she was humiliating me in my own wedding.

Kayla needed to be stopped right away!

Without thinking, I dashed to her, latching my hand around her wrist while growling, “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

“I’m not going to marry you!”

“What? Do you think that this is some sort of game, that you can run away from it all?”

“I’m not going to live the rest of my life with someone that controls even what I can eat,” she shouted, yanking her arm free, though not because she was strong enough to do that, but because I had never thought that she could ever say something like what she just did in front of so many people, all of which were famous and important enough to ruin my life.

I couldn’t say anything as my mind thought of ways I could remediate the situation. There had to be something that could be done, and yet I couldn’t come up with any.

I’d never thought that she was going to say no to me during the marriage itself, when I was going to seal my life with her.

Her mother showed up all of a sudden, looking at me with wide eyes.

“What happened?”

“She can’t leave the estate. I’m going to talk to her.”

“No, I asked why she’s doing this. She was crying.”

The mention of her crying froze me, making me realize that I could have gone a bit overboard with controlling her. And yet, I couldn’t quite stop it. I felt this compulsion to control other people, and it was much stronger than everything that defined my life.

And without warning, she brought her hand up and slapped me in the face, right in front of everyone, and even though she did that to someone that could ruin her life, I didn’t consider doing that.

I couldn’t do it.

I’d fucked up, and now I needed to talk to my former wife somehow.

“Call off the wedding,” I shouted, my men soon hurrying people out of the church, Kayla’s mother rushing out to try to find her. She couldn’t leave the estate but that didn’t mean that finding her was going to be easy, too.

If anything, considering the kind of woman she was, finding her was going to be hard.

I remained inside the church while people headed out, the last of them closing the double door made of wood. I kept my head lowered, looking at the floor while trying to come up with a solution.

There had to be at least one thing that I could do to show her just how much she meant to me, and buying her more gifts wasn’t going to suffice, either.

I sighed, running my hand down my face.

I needed to do something about this right away, and finding her was only the first step to fixing this huge mistake I made.

I threw open the double door, heading in the direction some of my men were going to. Stopping in front of them, one of them lifted his hand, pointing me to where I could see a small shadow kneeling by some bushes.

Looking at Kayla doing that stung my heart. I wasn’t going to do it again. Not ever again. I was going to treat her like the princess she was but without trying to control her.

It was just going to be hard to do that.

I stopped by her, her cries and whimpers making me feel like killing myself right at this moment. I had a gun but I wasn’t going to do that. Not without first trying to fix the mistake that I’d made.

A put a hand on her shoulder, Kayla flinching as she showed me how frightened she was. I took it all mostly as a game. I never intended to make her feel this scared of me.

“I’m sorry.”

She didn’t say anything, her hands hiding her face from me. Her marriage dress had several cuts, showing me that she’d been trying to climb over the wall that surrounded the mansion. Looking to the side of us, I could even see a ladder that she’d been using for that.

I didn’t try putting my hand on her shoulder again. It was going to take much more time than I thought to make up for her.

“I’m sorry that I made you cry. I didn’t realize that I was hurting you so much.”

I ran my hand over my face, feeling sweat drop trickling down my skin. The sun was quite hot this afternoon. There were white clouds in the sky that moved shyly, and the tone of cyan that painted it made it look so pretty.

I’d thought that it was the perfect day and moment for our wedding, but now I could see that I’d ruined it all.

I let her cry for as long as she needed, taking her hands off her face when she felt ready to speak with me.

“I’m never going to become your wife!”

“You don’t need to become my spouse. Let’s just stand up and drink something. When you’re feeling better, you can talk to me.”

She examined my eyes, wondering if she could give me another chance. And in truth, I didn’t think that she had any reason to do that.

A man could hope, though, I thought while standing up and holding out my hand for her.
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Kayla
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I couldn’t talk much to him after everything that happened, but at least now he was behaving less like a jerk and more like the man I’d thought he was going to be. I still didn’t like how he’d been treating me, though.

He’d made me feel like trash.

I was sitting on the bed of a guest’s room in his mansion, mom sitting on a chair as she held a small cigarette in her right hand. I didn’t know that she smoked now. I guessed that all of this, the wedding, and me running out of the church in his estate must have taken quite the toll on her.

I wanted to tell her that I wasn’t going to go through with the wedding, but I also...

Didn’t know what to think at this point. I was past thinking that he had any kind of redeeming qualities, but something happened after I refused to take his hand and walked back on my own into the mansion, mom hugging me as she told me that she was going to fix everything.

Something that I’d thought would never happen.

I could hear his voice booming from the living room, reminding me of how terrible my existence here was. I kept my hands covering my face, hiding it from mom’s examining eyes. There were so many things I didn’t want to tell her about what was going on in my mind.

“You need to open up to me, and it doesn’t matter what you still think about him. You need to end the marriage before he has the right excuse to kill you.”

I still kept my hands covering my face when I replied.

“I’m not going to do that when his brother now has all the rights to his money.”

She sighed, also finding that hard to believe. His brother had come out of nowhere, holding a bunch of papers in his hand that stated that he was the rightful heir to all of his money, that he was the one supposed to control the family from now on, and that he was going to take Nazar’s money back from mom’s bank account.

Of course, whether that was going to happen like that was still up for debate. I wasn’t going to pretend I could understand the ins and outs of his mafia family, only that it was making me feel even more anxious, as if there was a vine gripping my heart.

“I’m sorry I ended up putting you through all of this. I thought that Nazar was more like his father. I didn’t think that he was doing those things!”

“He was even controlling what I could and couldn’t eat. It was horrible.”

She sighed once more.

“Whatever he thinks that he’s going to say to you, you need to pretend that it has nothing to do with you. We don’t need their money - not when it means hurting you.”

I was happy that mom was saying that, but I wasn’t going to pretend that she knew what she was saying. She wasn’t going to convince me that we didn’t need their money. I didn’t want to return to that moldy apartment in that crime-rampant neighborhood.

I’d lived a poor woman’s life for far too long to think otherwise.

Taking another puff of her cigarette, she said, “I’m going to talk to him and tell him that you’re not to be his wife anymore.”

She stood up in a wink, proceeding to the door after tossing out the cigarette into the trash bin in the guest room. I sprinted to her, grabbing her right hand before she could open the door.

Mom widened her eyes, looking at me like she couldn’t believe I was doing this.

“What do you think you are doing? I’m not going to let my daughter suffer at the hands of a psychopath.”

Mom was a different woman tonight, and she looked like a heroine in the church. She’d slapped him in his face as if to tell him it was the last time he was going to abuse me, and it was due to luck more than anything that it didn’t escalate to something more serious, where he would shoot her at point-blank range right in front of everyone.

I could feel the rage bubbling in her eyes, reminding me that there was at least one person in here that I could trust. I didn’t feel like involving my best friend in any of this, so I kept everything hidden from her.

After Nazar showed me some glimpses of his true being, I ended up not even inviting her for the wedding, out of fear more than anything that she would get mixed up in this. I didn’t want her to meet people that could make her life a living hell.

“Mom, please. Let me think about this for a bit longer.”

The truth was that part of me was hoping that he was going to change and see the error of his ways, even if I knew that couldn’t happen at all, that it was nothing more than me coming up with excuses to see his money in mom’s bank account.

I just wanted to look at all this and think that it was nothing more than a bad dream.

Mom exhaled, opening the door.

“Alright, if you think that you can help him somehow, then I’m going to allow you to live with him for some longer, but in case he tries something else again-”

“I know. I’ll call you if that happens.”

“Good,” she said, caressing my right cheek with her hand. “I’m worried about you. I’m going to pray to God so that nothing bad happens to you.”

“Thank you, mom,” I said, stepping through the door with her and heading into the living room to tell them what my decision was.

Nazar’s father was here, too. I could smell his cigar from all the way here on the second floor, making my heart churn. Few things in life smelled quite as bad as a Cuban cigar.

Stepping into the hallway, they stopped their incessant talking, looking right at me. Nazar’s father was the kind of man that churned my stomach, and the fact that he was stuck in his old wheelchair didn’t make me feel any pity for him at all.

Nazar was there too, his face livid with the kind of discussion they were having. His eyes turned to me, and I thought I could see something different in them, something that maybe was telling me that he did care for me.

I pushed that thought away as I remembered that I wasn’t still here in his mansion for him, but for his money.

I couldn’t let my family live without it.

The other man standing among them was his brother, the one that was trying to claim ownership of the family and all of his money.

His hands were still holding those documents that apparently proved they didn’t even have to sort this through a judiciary process. And I didn’t think that them doing that would be smart anyway.

The less the government knew about their operations and what they did, the better for them.

His brother sported a white suit that reflected the kind of man he was. I’d never thought there was someone that could look more elegant and better fit for ruling their family than Nazar, but Ravil had proved me otherwise.

His eyes bore a coldness that I’d never seen in a man before, though I didn’t find him as handsome as Nazar. He was someone else, the kind of man willing to go through everything to keep me claimed as his woman.

They soon returned their attention to themselves, with Ravil being the one speaking first.

“I thought that there was going to be something funny about this.”

“How the hell could you just have come here thinking that you own any of this? Father disowned you a long time ago for killing his best friend.”

His father took a drag off his cigar, blowing out smoke through his nostrils.

“I know, and I still hate him for that. However, I’m not going to let you marry a negro. Do you think I’m going to let her ruin the family like this?”

“But I am not going to divorce him!” I stated, stepping forward and raising my voice until they were all staring wide-eyed at me.

Both Nazar’s father and his brother had thought that I’d changed my mind about it. But no, they’d only made me surer that’s what I needed to do. I wasn’t going to let either of them ruin my life like this.

“Staying married to Nazar is the only way you’re going to keep his money,” Ahmed affirmed, locking his eyes with me. “Just like everyone of your kind, you think you can keep doing everything you want and that there aren’t going to be any consequences.”

I scoffed, throwing my hair over my shoulders.

“You don’t know anything about me.”

I wasn’t about to go telling them that they were right, that they were only doing this for the money.

“You’re nothing more than a bitch,” Ahmed barked, his eyes growing darker.

Nazar stepped forward, putting himself in between me and him. “I’m not going to allow you to talk to my wife like that.”

His father locked his eyes with him for a moment, taking another drag off his cigar and thinking about what his next words should be. It didn’t matter how much he hated his own son right now. He wasn’t going to fight him in his own mansion, with so many people watching them, when they could still figure out a more peaceful way out of this mess.

I couldn’t help but admit that Nazar going through all of this just to keep me as his wife was kind of... heartwarming. I never once thought there was anyone in the world willing to do something like that for me.

He could just find someone else to marry.

I guessed that vows mattered quite a bit for him, especially when they involved his best friends.

There was a moment of silence until Nazar spoke again.

“You should have stayed in Germany, Ravil. Coming here isn’t going to help you with anything in your life. You might be trying to look much better now as a man, but I know what you’re like. You’re still addicted to cocaine, aren’t you?”

His brother bit his bottom lip, making me think that Nazar had hit a nerve, but without being able to dive deep into his head, I couldn’t know that for sure. I couldn’t read his intentions, and all I knew was that he wasn’t going to drop this matter with us until he’d gotten what he came here for.

“I’m not going to talk about that. It doesn’t have anything to do with our discussion.”

“How not, brother, when it was just one more of the many reasons why father didn’t want to choose you to become the next pakhan of the family?”

“Enough!” His father shouted, anger tainting his voice. “I didn’t come here to talk about ghosts of the past. Nazar, you have a decision to make, and I don’t like having to wait long. Spit it out now that you’re not going to keep her as your wife, and then you can keep going on with your life as if nothing had changed.”

“Father, you’re not going-” Ravil was saying, his eyes filled with worry when their father stopped him.

“I said enough, and I’m not going to repeat myself again. I’ve made my decision. I know that I can’t just make you step down from the family, Nazar, but if this keeps going like this, I’m not going to have another choice other than to declare that you’re not a son of mine anymore. That way, you’ll have to hand over control of the family to Ahmed.”

I couldn’t believe that he was willing to go that far just to make sure that I wasn’t going to continue being his son’s wife.

I’d thought that he had at least a shred of dignity in his heart, but now I could see that I’d been wrong about that.

I was never going to make the same mistake again.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 11

Nazar

[image: ]




My blood was boiling. I wanted to punch and kick both of them out of my house right at this instant. They were making me worry that my wife was going to walk through that door and never look me in the eye again.

I hadn’t even had a chance to say to her how sorry I was about the controlling obsession I had before.

She looked nothing short of stunning, even though she wasn’t wearing her white, long wedding dress anymore. No more than a couple of hours had already passed since she bolted out of the church, crying and looking for somewhere to hide.

Her pink tank top and her knee-length pair of shorts showed the best of her body, including her chocolate skin I loved so much.

I knew that marrying her was going to cause a lot of confusion in our family, but I’d never once thought that father would be willing to go this far – bringing someone like Ravil back just to foil my plans to make our family soar to heights never once breached.

He was looking at me now with disgust in his eyes, most likely trying to cook up as many plans to destroy me as he could.

Ravil wore a white suit, his hair combed back, and he looked readier for a business meeting than to be here with his family, but if he was thinking that those things were going to fool me, then he had something wrong.

It didn’t matter with how many layers he hid his true self – it was always going to be evident to my eyes.

He sighed, saying, “Father, I don’t think I want to be wasting time with this any longer.”

“I agree. We should find a way to settle this for good – a way that will make the other families think twice before assuming that we are losing our way.”

That meant he couldn’t kill me, and now that Kayla was married to me, he couldn’t touch her, too. He couldn’t change the unofficial rules that commanded every family in the bratva underworld as well.

For him to do that, he would have to reunite with every pakhan here in America, and I didn’t think that was something he was willing to do in his old age. He was old and he couldn’t travel around for long periods without feeling tired.

No, he was going to come up with his own solution, and just thinking about it made my stomach churn.

I just wanted to keep the woman of my life close to me. Was that too much to ask?

I didn’t like this one bit. What the hell were they thinking they were going to do now? How were they going to force me into dropping my married life with Kayla?

Father took another drag off his cigar, running his hand over his face as sweat broke out on his face. I could see that this was taking quite the toll on him, and yet it didn’t make me feel worried about his health or wellbeing.

I was beginning to hope he was going to die.

“There’s something we can do,” he said, his eyes studying us, including Kayla. “Though I guess neither of you will like it.”

“Father, don’t make me wait any longer. I want to make this family better and turn it into something else. Nazar has been nothing more than a fool running it.”

“You might be right,” he said, reclining in his wheelchair and closing his eyes, most likely attempting to hide his anxiety.

There was a moment of silence until he finally spoke again.

“You and Nazar will have a fencing fight.”

“What?” Ravil asked, shouting more than anything, finding the whole concept of fighting me unbelievable. But as for me, my heart was thumping hard in my chest.

I’d been keeping the temptation of fighting him in check this whole time, especially after he killed our father’s best friend.

Father narrowed his eyes, looking at him like he couldn’t believe his sudden reaction. He was really betting everything into making sure that Ravil could prove to him that he could run the family, wasn’t he?

“You’re not going to raise your voice to me again,” he affirmed, his shaking hand still holding his cigar. “And you’re going to better respect me from now on. Otherwise, I’ll declare that both of you are not my sons anymore.”

Kayla and her mother were still listening to this with their ears perked, paying attention to every word that was being said.

Ravil could only gulp, his mind thinking that from now on he couldn’t make another mistake. It would shatter his chances of dethroning me.

I tried not to smile, waiting for my father to pronounce his next words.

“There will be a fight. I’m going to make the arrangements for it and it will take some time until it’s done, but until then, you two will live together, right here in Nazar’s place.”

I widened my eyes, opening my mouth to oppose the ridiculousness of his proposal when he raised his finger one more time, shutting me. He was enjoying this. He hadn’t been on top like this in a pretty long time.

“You’re going to arrange a room for him to live here, and I’m going to come to live here too. This is my home as much as it’s yours,” he stated, turning his head to me.

I sighed.

There was no point in keeping the confrontation going. Alright, they could live here for the time being, until the fight. I was a couple of months older than Ravil, which was why my father couldn’t have just given the throne of the family to him.

I turned my head to the skinny man standing by one of the doors, his hands shaking when he realized that I was going to involve him in this matter.

“You, prepare two rooms, and be quick about it.”

He nodded once, bolting out of the main hall without straight-up running. He was nothing more than a kid in his twenties. I could see why he was afraid.

This was one of the most important family battles of decades, and it was going to define my wedding.

I looked at Kayla, who was looking back at me with wide eyes. I guessed that she couldn’t quite believe that my father and his brother were going to live here with us, making our mansion feel much busier than it usually was.

And I was hoping that me doing this was proving to her just how much I thought that my wedding meant to me.

“Take me to the garden. I need to think,” father ordered the man that he kept as his pet, who was the one gripping the handles of his wheelchair.

He gulped, turning the chair with my father and heading out through the double door, the light of the moon flooding into the room.

Ravil chuckled and shook his head, not saying where he was going. And in truth, I couldn’t care less. I needed to get ready for the fight, and I was going to need to find a fencing partner as well.

Layla kept staring at me as if she didn’t know what to think right now, most likely imagining that it wasn’t going to be nice living with me and my brother in the same mansion.

Her mother stepped to me, still looking more like a lioness than anything. She looked so different now from her usual self. She’d thought that I was going to treat her daughter like a Queen and not try to control every aspect of her life.

She halted, speaking for the first time since stepping into the main hall.

“You’re not allowed to get near my daughter again, unless she wants to.”

“That’s alright. She can sleep in her current room, though she will have to keep living here for the time being.”

She exhaled.

“You make me scared of you.”

I wasn’t going to say anything about that. She should indeed be afraid of me.

Another moment of silence fell into the main hall, crickets chirping outside.

“I can’t live here with you as well. There are so many things to resolve,” she affirmed, looking into my eyes and showing me that what she was going to say next was the most important message she had for me. “And if you hurt my daughter one more time, I swear I’m going to kill you.”

I didn’t say anything as she turned around and proceeded to her daughter, grabbing her right hand and holding it.

“If you need anything, you know what to do.”

Kayla nodded, her mom whirling around and heading out of the mansion without as much as glancing at me. And she was doing that when she knew that she still needed my goodwill to keep the money.

Her daughter was that much more important to her, and that was one of many things about her I could admire.

Alone with Kayla again, I thought about talking to her when she turned around and rushed up the stairs, soon power walking into the left wing of the mansion.

I looked down, trying to imagine how I could further prove to her that I wasn’t going to try to control her again.

She looked so stunning, and yet I couldn’t show up in her bedroom to kiss and worship her.

I sighed and headed to my bedroom. Closing the door behind me, the first thing I did was to open the mini-fridge. Cracking open one of the beer bottles, I poured some of it in a glass and downed it.

One gulp wasn’t enough, so I downed some more until the bottle was empty.

I was looking at it while my mind remembered the softness of her touch, the need to keep loving her despite everything that happened, and how my controlling obsession only meant that I loved her too much.

For a moment, during our meeting, I could see something gleaming in Ravil’s eyes. He fancied her too, didn’t he? The thought of him thinking something of the sort about her made me feel like punching him in his face.

But doing that would mean that father would have all the reason to take me out of the command of the family, and all my men and all the other families would agree with him. It would be so easy, and I’d also lose the most precious thing of my life – Kayla.

I unclenched my hand and tried to calm down my racing heart, looking out the balcony and seeing father strolling with his aide in the mansion’s garden, the soft moonlight almost making him look innocent.

I wished I’d had a father that cared about me when I was little.

I finished another bottle of beer and before I realized it, I was downing the ninth or the tenth one. A moment of lucidity surged through my mind, making me close the door with the key and then toss it under my bed.

I couldn’t leave the room – not in this condition. My brother would surely take advantage of how drunk I was and use that to make me look like a fool in front of everybody.

I took off my clothes and plopped down in my bed without even considering taking a shower. There was just no point. No shower was going to make me feel better. And I was already anticipating that tomorrow I was going to wake up with the worst hangover of my life.

And I’d thought that today was going to be the best day of my life.
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Chapter 12

Kayla
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I turned on the lamplight, grabbing a book from the top of the nightstand and opening it. It was a clean romance masterpiece, which was just the kind of thing I needed right now to make tonight more bearable.

Looking at the table clock sitting on top of the nightstand too, my stomach churned at the realization that it already was three in the morning and I hadn’t fallen asleep yet. Sleep wasn’t going to come easy tonight, and I was already getting used to that.

I sighed, soon getting to the part where the heroine of the story was going to meet the hero for the first time. I wished that my life was more like theirs and less like... mine, but I also realized that was impossible to make happen.

The life of a woman married to a bratva boss was always going to be hard.

And that’s without mentioning that he thought I was going to be living here with him for the rest of his life. At least he’d put me in a different room tonight, allowing me enough privacy to do whatever I needed.

Although that didn’t mean I wasn’t going to have to see him tomorrow, or the day after, or the day that was going to come after that.

No, it wasn’t going to be that easy. His father knew what he was doing when he came up with the fencing battle bullshit. They were going to keep us all together in the same place, all for the purpose of turning my life into a living hell.

I was going to have to do my best to keep ignoring them, I thought, flipping the page and exhaling when the hero kissed the heroine for the first time.

Other than the table lamp, the room was embedded in a thick layer of darkness. Outside, I couldn’t hear anything other than the occasional chirping of crickets and footsteps of the guards when they walked in front of the window.

My ears then picked up the sound of someone knocking on the door. Curious about who it was, I didn’t just straight up decide to open it to find that out. I wasn’t that stupid. There could be so many people wishing to visit me tonight, and one of them was the worst husband in the world.

Just because my mom slapped him in his face during the wedding, it didn’t mean that he wasn’t going to come here eventually to claim what he thought was his.

I didn’t dare to open my mouth, though that didn’t mean they didn’t know I was here. Whoever was on the other side of the door, they very well knew it.

“Oh, my beautiful Kayla...” The voice sounded, that being of a man, calling me to him, making me wonder if I wasn’t making a mistake by not straight up going there to end his farce.

And that voice... I knew who it belonged to. I wasn’t going to fall for his game, though.

If he was going to pester me tonight, then he ought to know that I was willing to stand with my chin tipped up in front of him.

And yet, I guessed that my heart was a bit too curious about it.

I put the book back down on the nightstand and then walked to the door, aware that I was wearing nothing more than my nightie. The door was locked, so either way he couldn’t get in here, unless he turned into his brother all of sudden.

It didn’t matter that Ravil was here. This wasn’t going to stop being Nazar’s home.

I stopped behind the door, lifting myself using my toes and looking through the peephole. But there was... no one on the other side. What the fuck? Did he think that I was going to fall for something like that?

And that was when, all of a sudden, something heavy came flying through the window. I’d kept it open to keep the room from getting too hot.

I whirled around, meeting none other than Ravil, who was looking at me with a pair of devilish eyes.

“And here I thought that you were smarter than this,” he commented, deciding not to approach me for now, though I could only guess for how long that was going to last.

His sudden presence, without his suit’s coat, and his open office shirt, made me feel exposed.

I didn’t want to look at his chest, so I kept my eyes trained to his face. I knew this kind of man, the one that loved making great entries, and if he was thinking that him swinging through the window was going to make me feel impressed, then he had something coming.

His smile faded when I realized that I wasn’t unprepared. I didn’t have my phone with me. That I’d left inside the nightstand, turned off so that it wouldn’t bother me, but I could still scream and open the door.

He wouldn’t like that, right? He didn’t want everyone in the mansion to find out that he’s nothing more than a fool that was trying to rape a woman.

“Drop that key,” he ordered, pacing to me, and when I opened my mouth to scream, he dashed forward, sealing his hand around my wrist, pressing it so tightly he was indeed making it difficult for me not to drop it.

Then, his other hand covered my mouth. If I’d thought that just screaming and running in any random direction was enough to keep me safe from him, then I’d been an utter fool.

He smiled again, showing me the devilish of his teeth.

“Ahhhh, I knew you had some fighting in you. That’s why my brother chose you to become his wife, wasn’t it?” He questioned, his eyes locking with mine and making me wonder if I could stand up to him, or if I was only making a fool of myself.

He leaned in closer, sniffing me. “Bet my brother took good care of you while I was away.”

I tried jerking my arm and slapping his face, but he tightened his grip, making it impossible for me to do that.

He sniffed me again, making me feel so much repulsion I didn’t think that two showers in a row would be enough to clean it off me.

“Let me tell you something. I’m also a control freak, like my brother. In this life, there’s only one way to be successful in it, and that means controlling everyone you love.”

His eyes locked with mine, his face so close to mine I could smell his cologne. I wanted to snap his neck, but he was keeping me immobilized with his bear embrace, keeping me pinned to the wall like I was nothing.

Ravil then added, “But I’m a bit different than he is. I’m not as gentle... some would say. I like controlling through force, which means that someone as brave as you only makes it all the better for me.”

I struggled, trying to push him off me, but I could feel that doing that was impossible. He kept me pinned to the wall like I weighed nothing, like he could lift an elephant now without much effort.

“Such a pretty lady,” he purred, putting his fingers in my hair and then sliding them down through it, showing me that all of this was nothing more than a game to him.

His other hand was still covering my mouth, and I didn’t think that he was going to retreat it any time soon. One mistake he made, and it would be enough to wake up the whole mansion. He might have some of his men here, but that didn’t mean that he controlled the place.

Nazar’s men were still far too loyal to him. They’d kill him if they found him doing this. There was no middle ground for the bratva.

His grip was so tight that he made me drop the key, with it making a soft noise when it hit the carpet.

“My hand is free now to do whatever I want to do with you,” he pronounced, his hand going to the lower part of my nightie, and then under it, settling on my belly. “That’s a lovely skin you’ve got there. Such a pity that my brother couldn’t break you.”

The chance to end this popped up when I thought it wasn’t going to, his fingers sliding into my mouth. I bit hard into the skin of them, making him scream in pain when he realized the mistake he made.

But his scream didn’t last more than a second, his hand flying in the air and then cutting through it with enough force to make me stumble. He slapped me with all of his strength, and looking at his eyes, I could see that he didn’t feel at all bad about that.

He’d hit women before, and to him, this was just a part of his devilish game.

“Should have known that someone like you were going to do that,” he growled, his hand sinking into the right pocket of his pants, pulling out of it a roll of duct tape. Pulling some of it, he marched to me, his hand covering my mouth one more time, and this time doing so with enough force to make it impossible for me to even consider biting his fingers again.

He wasn’t going to make the same mistake twice.

“I don’t take any pleasure from doing this,” he affirmed, smiling once more as he glued the duct tape over my mouth, and then used it to tie my wrists and ankles as well, hoisting me up over his shoulder and then dropping me on the bed.

He jumped forward, falling heavily on it. I thought that the bed wasn’t going to withstand that, but it did, making me feel so helpless that my skin was crawling.

I’d never faced this kind of situation before. I was worried that he was going to kill me if I didn’t keep doing everything that he wanted.

He put his fingers underneath my nightie again, pulling it up and revealing my exposed belly and groin region, with the panties on.

Ravil leaned down, sniffing my panties again. Was it just me, or did this guy also have a smelling obsession on top of his control one?

“You smell so nice. Now, dad wouldn’t like seeing me doing this. He just doesn’t like your kind very much, which was one of the reasons why I ended up killing that son of a bitch he called his mate,” he growled, his fingers settling under my pair of panties, and then ripping it off like it meant nothing to him.

“But nothing of that is going to stop me,” he commented while his hands now caressed the skin of my thighs.

I struggled. I wanted to kick him right in his face, but the duct tape made it impossible for me to move my body. He’d thought this through. He knew he was going to have to use the duct tape to keep me frozen, immobilized.

And the longer I struggled, the more I fell into his trap.

“Jesus fuck, you’re so wet,” he said when he looked down at my groin, his eyes feasting on my pussy. He would do anything to have his way with me now, and it didn’t matter for how long I kept struggling and trying to scream through the duct tape.

I was nothing more than his prey at this moment, and he terrified me so much that I wished I could beg for Nazar’s help.

After all, he never pulled this kind of thing on me before our infamous wedding.
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Chapter 13

Nazar
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I woke to the sound of someone screaming. I was sitting up on my bed, looking around while trying to pick up any noise that might indicate that something off was happening. But all I could hear was the sound of crickets chirping, and of my men walking around the mansion.

I stayed still for some seconds, everything in my room so silent I could hear my own breathing.

I’d finally fallen asleep. Picking up my phone and turning on the screen, I could see what time it was. Past three in the morning. I was going to have a shitty day tomorrow, which was just the kind of thing I didn’t need.

I was going to have to be at my best when training fencing, and feeling even better when fighting Ravil. I didn’t know if he’d been training this whole time he was in Germany, but if he did, I was soon going to find out.

Still, I could go back to being one of the best at fencing in no time, I thought before pushing away the comforter and then standing up from the bed.

I padded to the closet, opened it, put on a pair of shorts, and then walked back to the nightstand. From there, I pressed some of the buttons of the locking mechanism, inserting my password.

There was a click after I pressed the last one. This security device was incredible, and it made the nightstand feel like something that came straight out of a futuristic movie. I didn’t have to fear that anyone would ever manage to steal my trusted handgun from it.

I flipped the safety switch and pulled down the ammo container, making sure that it had all the bullets inside it I could end up needing.

Was I sure there was something off going on in the mansion that I needed to tend to?

I couldn’t be sure about that, but the sensation of something gripping my heart, squeezing it, made it impossible for me to as much as consider going back to my bed.

I couldn’t, and I needed to walk around in the mansion to make sure that everything was in order.

My second-in-command was supposed to be in the office monitoring things, but there were at least one person and one room he couldn’t see – Kayla’s.

I’d promised her I was going to keep her safe and have all the privacy she needed. My brother’s and father’s room also didn’t have cameras in them. They wouldn’t be staying here if they did, though there were cameras and other monitoring devices in the hallways, the public rooms, and the outside of the mansion.

Karp was the kind of man I could trust with my life. If there was something off going on right now, he would have already called me on my phone, and bolted off to where his help was needed without waiting for me.

I sighed, thinking that I was doing this not only to feel a bit safer, but also to have something to do before trying to fall asleep again.

I kept my handgun in my hand before heading out of the room, entering the hallway and hearing nothing out of the ordinary. I could contact Karp to ask him if he’d noticed something strange, but I didn’t see the point.

I was curious, and most of all, I needed to see my beautiful Kayla, if she allowed me into her bedroom, that was.

The workers of my estate didn’t have anything to worry about. My men would never try to hurt them, though that didn’t mean that they and my father’s and brother’s men couldn’t end up igniting a conflict.

Within the bratva and even within our own Isayev family, there was always going to be the potential for a nation-wide conflict that could change how the Russian mafia operated. That’s why the other families were keeping their eyes peeled, watching the development of our current struggle.

The ruler of the Isayev family could define everything or make everything crumble.

They preferred that I remained in control of the family, though they were also aware of the risks that came with my old man not being supportive of me anymore. They kept that opinion to themselves, but to me it was more than evident that’s what they thought.

I padded down the hallway, approaching Kayla’s door. I’d chosen a room for her that was far enough from mine to allow her to feel safe from me but without compromising my help if she ended up needing it.

I stopped, leaning into the door and then touching my ear to the wood, trying to hear if something was coming from inside it.

Her room, other than the interior of it, was one of the most heavily monitored of the whole mansion. If something weird happened near it, Karp would know.

My heart was beating a little faster than it should be in my chest, with my mind still thinking about her all the time.

I missed feeling her with my hands, and I couldn’t wait until she could allow me another opportunity to talk to her.

But that’s when I heard something strange coming from within her bedroom, the sound of someone struggling.

Faster than I thought I could, I kicked the door. It didn’t break off the hinges and tumble over right away, which made me thrust against it using my shoulders and all the weight of my body.

This time, the wood broke off the hinges and the door fell over. It didn’t bother me that this was basically me destroying my own house and possibly doing something that she would detest me for the rest of her life.

My heart had skipped a beat when I thought that Kayla was in peril. If she needed my help, then I couldn’t waste a second thinking that waiting for some confirmation was the right choice to make.

As soon as I stepped into the room, I saw the most bizarre of things. Kayla was lying down on her bed, her ankles and wrists taped over with duct tape, her eyes looking at me with a terrified expression.

And right on top of her was the man I most hated, the person that I couldn’t stand one bit.

Ravil.

His hand was pulling down the zipper of his pants when I kicked open the door of her room, his head soon turning to me as his smile faded.

I guessed that I didn’t quite want to admit it when it happened. I had this gut feeling that he was going to come to her room one way or another, even though he knew that it was one of the most well-guarded rooms in the mansion.

He pulled himself off her, standing up near the bed. Pulling up the zipper of his pants, he looked at me with a solemn and calm expression, as if he thought that my showing all of sudden, catching him red-handed, didn’t mean anything.

Rage bubbled up in my heart, the thought alone that he would have violated her had I not woken up and broken through her door enough to make me feel like punching him until he wasn’t breathing anymore.

Buttoning up his shirt, he said, “Didn’t think you were going to notice this.”

His words only served to make me rage even more, my lips twisting in ways I never thought possible. It was taking everything I had not to shoot him right away.

I couldn’t do that because that would mean that all the bratva wouldn’t have any more excuses. They would disown me, consider me a traitor, and I wouldn’t have any more respect. They’d run this family to the ground, and all the effort I put into making sure we were the most-feared mafia would mean nothing.

And Kayla, most of all, would be hunted. She wouldn’t survive a day in the world without the bratva going after her. They would kill her wherever they found her.

I exhaled, controlling my breathing some more, though it was still not enough to make me feel calm.

I couldn’t be calm when he was going to rape her.

“Of all the things I thought you were capable of, this wasn’t one,” I growled, my hand moving away from the grip of the gun, which I’d now tucked in my waist.

“That’s quite the accusation you’ve got there. Do you have any proof, or do you think that father is only going to trust your word, and hers?”

I bit my bottom lip. Father wasn’t the only judge of our dispute. The rest of the bratva and also the political world were, but he was the first that was going to get involved in this mess.

I swooped in to my spouse, yanking off the duct tape that kept her immobilized. Tears were running down her cheeks, making me detest my brother even more, even though I’d thought that wasn’t possible.

As soon as I’d finished removing the last duct tape, she launched herself to me, hugging me, shivering. She’d really thought that no one was going to come here to save her.

I remained still for a little while longer, Ravil walking to stand on the other side of the room. His smaller and skinnier frame was no match to my bodybuilder build, and he knew that.

I wanted to beat the crap out of him, but it was also true that I had to sink all of my attention into the only person that needed it right now.

Kayla Robinson, who kept shivering like she was in a snow desert.

I narrowed my eyes, growling, “I’m never going to forgive you for this, ever!”

He widened his smile, maintaining his cool as he kept losing all the layers that he’d surrounded himself with to make father think that he was finally a more elegant man.

The things that he did in the past before he was sent away to Germany, I was never going to forgive them, and neither could our father.

“We all know that I’m going to win that fight. You’re not cut out for it.”

“I’m not going to discuss that with you right now.”

He chuckled.

“You’re making me waste my time here. As soon as that battle is over, I’m going to marry her and then discard her like she’s nothing, and then I’m going to piss on your grave.”

His death threat didn’t mean anything, and him managing to rule my men was still up for debate. They were hard-working and loyal men. If anything, they were going to stand by my side and dump him as soon as he proved that he was nothing more than a fool incapable of leading our mafia.

I caressed the back of her head, keeping it resting on my chest as I felt it impossible to let go of her. After what happened here tonight, I didn’t think I could keep myself far from her for too long.

I was going to keep her safe from people like him, no matter what.

“As soon as I defeat you, I’m going to make sure you’re never allowed back into the country.”

He narrowed his eyes, approaching me and halting in front of me, giving me the chance I needed – the right one – to punch his greasy face, sending him tumbling over against the closet.

He bumped against it, falling over in the other direction, his nose almost hitting the floor.

He didn’t break it, but the bruise on his cheek – that was going to remain with him for a pretty long time. And as much as he was trying to look more like a composed man now, a punch was still a punch, and he couldn’t take being on the receiving end of that without rewarding me with the same.

And I was more than ready for anything he might have to throw at me.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 14

Kayla
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I was still shivering, my whole body trembling. I didn’t think anyone in here was capable of doing that. Trying to violate me when I couldn’t sleep, when insomnia had hit me one more time.

Despite the tough-girl act that I tried to fake, there was no denying that I feared these men, and that just standing near them was enough to make me feel like running away from here and forgetting the bit about becoming rich.

His hug comforted me like I never thought that someone could, making me feel tempted to remain like this, embracing him for the rest of my life.

Nazar didn’t seem to want to let go of me for anything as well, his hug so tight he was almost bathing me with his warmth. I’d cherished his body before he showed me his true self, but now it was like something else, and not much time had passed since then.

He couldn’t stop staring at the man that was lying down on the carpet, the eyes of the latter looking like something that came straight out of a horror movie.

When he showed up during the wedding, he’d looked like the kind of man that had everything under control, but now the opposite plagued his face.

He looked ready not only to kill both of us, but also torture us until there was nothing left.

Nazar turned around a little with me still hugging him, his muscles flexed and so hard that deep inside my heart, even though I didn’t want to admit it, he was turning me on.

I wore nothing more than my nightie, his sweat showing me just how much all of this meant to him. His brother was more than that – he was his nemesis too, and he’d do anything to defeat him, and it didn’t matter what kind of battle they were having.

Nazar just never once thought that he was capable of trying to violate me, too.

He was putting himself in front of me and him now, eyes determined to keep his brother as far away from me as possible. He wasn’t looking down at me now, though his blue eyes were still the kind of thing that I could never forget.

I still abhorred him for how he’d kept trying to control every aspect of my life, but him showing up all of sudden, slamming down the door with his shoulder, and barged into the room was something that I could never forget.

Though I wasn’t in the right state of mind to be thinking about this, I could appreciate how much it seemed that he cared.

Still, I wasn’t going to begin thinking that he was going to change all of sudden and make me feel a little better about all the sorts of things that he forced me through.

Ravil lurched forward, balling his hand and attempting to punch his own brother when a deep and commanding voice sounded from the hall, echoing through the doorway.

“Stop this madness right at this instant.”

I snapped my head to the right, finding none other than their father seated in his wheelchair, his eyes trembling as he looked at us.

I guessed that no explanation was needed. He could figure it out by himself. His son had done something beyond anything that he thought imaginable, and it was one of the many factors that kept Ravil from realizing his dream of commanding this mafia family.

Ahmed rolled into the room, his aide pushing his wheelchair forward.

“I always knew that you’re nothing more than a pathetic little piece of shit, but I never thought that you could stoop down this low,” he growled, a line of saliva running down across his face.

His aide halted, Ahmed standing no more than a couple of feet from us. Nazar tightened his hug and looked readier than ever to never let go of me again, even though he should know that by doing that, he was only proving once more to me that he couldn’t keep his control obsession in check.

“I don’t need to explain what happened here, right, father?” He said, growling more than anything.

“No, you don’t, but you’re also hugging her, and that’s almost as bad as what he tried to do.”

I just couldn’t comprehend what was going on in his mind anymore. I couldn’t believe there was a person that harbored so much hatred, that thought I was nothing more than utter trash because of my skin color.

I despised him so much that I felt like snapping his neck right at this instant, the rage that I felt for him more than enough to compensate for the fear that his own son had struck in me.

I’d once thought that between the two of them, I couldn’t decide which was worse, but now the answer to that dilemma was clear in my mind.

I couldn’t even stand here near Ravil anymore, the thought alone that this kind of man existed and that nothing was going to happen to him making me feel like puking.

His aide rolled the wheelchair closer to Ravil, Ahmed’s eyes burning with a hatred I’d never seen before and that was saying something, considering how much he despised me.

“I should kill you right now,” he growled, balling his right hand.

Ravil didn’t say anything, merely looking at his father before walking out of the room without making much sound. He avoided looking at us. His reaction made me think that his father disapproving of what he did shattered his heart.

“I should kill him right now,” Nazar growled, his voice thick with hatred.

“You’re not going to do anything,” Ahmed stated, looking into his eyes like this was going to define their relationship from now on. “There’s only one way to end this without destroying everything, and it’s with the fencing duel. You’re going to train and that will be the end of that. I don’t want to talk about this anymore.”

His aide turned the wheelchair around, proceeding to the door.

“After everything he did, you’d still choose him over me?”

His father didn’t reply. Not initially anyway, his shoulders drooping.

“I should have known you were going to disappoint me,” he grumbled, his aide turning the wheelchair to the left and leaving us to our thoughts, my heart still racing as if Ravil was standing on top of me, ready to deflower me.

Nazar was still hugging me after they left, leaving us alone.

Noticing that, he pushed me gently off him, his muscles flexing under the moonlight.

Stopping in front of the balcony door, he said, “I should have done better. I’m sorry that you’re having to put up with someone like him.”

I blinked. I didn’t know what to say to him. He had his back turned to me, his tattoos drawing me to him like a moth to a roaring flame. It didn’t matter how much I hated him, I couldn’t stop finding him hot as balls.

I exhaled.

“You did everything you could.”

“I still failed you. You’re my wife. I’m supposed to keep you safe.”

A moment of silence ensued, my mind finding it impossible to come up with the right words. I hated him, but I couldn’t deny that his showing up all of a sudden to save me meant a lot to me.

I wasn’t going to forget that.

He exhaled once more, his body language making me think that he didn’t want to leave the bedroom. There were so many more things that he wanted to talk about with me, though coming up with the right words was another matter entirely.

“I’m going to increase security around your room, and I’m going to keep more men guarding it,” he promised, turning around and looking ready to leave my bedroom, even though part of me now wanted him to stay, just to make sure that he was going to keep me safe from his brother.

He stopped at the doorway, making me wonder if he was thinking I was still going to say something else to him or not.

I opened my mouth, my lips hesitating.

I wanted to thank him better for how he cared, and yet I couldn’t come up with the right words. It wasn’t that Nazar seemed unapproachable, but that saying something else just... felt impossible.

Without saying anything else, he took off, turning to the left and leaving me all alone in the room, though only for a short while.

Some of his men came to the room, excusing themselves and the trouble they were causing when putting the door back where it was. It didn’t take them too much time to do that, closing it and then leaving like nothing of what happened did.

Tomorrow morning I was going to have to talk to Nazar. I couldn’t sleep in this room again. I was never going to feel safe in his mansion, and I could feel that he understood that. He was going to find somewhere else for me to stay.

I pulled up the comforter and grabbed my phone, turning it on and thumbing the screen until I could call my mom. Putting the phone near my ear, I pulled up the comforter a little more, as if doing that could make me feel safer.

But it was nothing more than a lie. After that... monster tried to violate me, I was worried that I was going to feel paranoid all the time about everything that was going to happen here.

I exhaled when she picked up the call, her voice already sounding worried. It didn’t matter that she was on the other side of the city now. She still knew that something horrible was happening to me. And that only fueled her wish to come to live here.

“Kayla, what happened? Why are you calling me in the middle of the night?”

“It’s... that monster!”

“What monster? Do you mean Nazar? Because, if it’s him, I’m going to kill him, and I don’t care he’s the boss of a mafia family.”

I sniffed, still feeling as if Ravil was right here in the bedroom, his hands touching mine.

“No, it wasn’t him. He actually saved me.”

“What? Explain to me everything that happened, or else I’m going over there right away and I’m going to end this madness. No money is worth the happiness of my daughter.”

Fearing for her well-being, there was only one thing that I could say.

“No, please don’t come, mom. I’m going to get through this somehow. I always knew it was going to be tough.”

And then I explained to her everything that happened, omitting the parts that didn’t need to be included. She could fill in the blanks and imagine how horrible it had been for me.

“Jesus... I don’t know what to say,” she said, her voice tainted with anger and worry. “I’m going to have a talk with him, and I’m going to tell him that if he does something like that again, I’m going to kill him.”

I chuckled, the combination of her humor and the vileness of that moment almost too much for me to process. Mom was the kind of person that I could rely on, with her being pretty much my only best friend for these depressing hours.

“No, mom. I’m asking you to stay in our apartment and to not worry about this. I’m going to be safe. I think that... Nazar actually cares about me now.”

He scoffed.

“I don’t think you’re in the right state of mind. If you’re not going to allow me to do something about him, then allow me to ask someone in the mansion to keep an eye on you.”

“Huh? What person?”

I couldn’t quite believe her words. She was telling me that she had a friend in the mansion that fed her information about what happened here?

“It’s miss Yegorova, and she’s really nice. I guess that she didn’t quite have time yet to talk to me about this. I would have never left you all alone in there with them, Kayla. Those men are willing to kill for some money, and that’s putting it mildly.”

I knew that she spoke the truth. I’d talked with miss Yegorova a couple of times, though I never once suspected that she knew my mom.

Knowing that there was someone in here keeping an eye out for me calmed down my racing heart a little. When it came to it, there was no one other than Nazar capable of standing up to his brother.

A moment of silence ensued, my mom exhaling before she spoke again.

“Are you going to be alright? If you think that they are going to try to hurt you again, I’m not going to allow you to remain in there for another second.”

Her determination kind of amused me, making me chuckle.

“You’re not finding all of this funny now, are you? You could be dead if that asshole hadn’t shown up and done the minimum that was expected of him, as your husband.”

“No, I’m not, and thank you for telling me about your spy. I’m certainly going to talk to her. They still haven’t said anything about when the duel will happen, so I’m thinking that it’s going to be a while before this whole situation is resolved.”

“I know, and don’t worry. No matter what happens, you’re my top priority. The money is nice and all, but it isn’t everything. And I can’t even spend it right now, out of fear that they might ask for it back.”

“Smart move, mom. Keep it in the bank account for now, and only use some of it if you really need to.”

There was another pause. I didn’t feel like sleeping and I didn’t want to stare at the ceiling for hours until the sun rose on the horizon.

And yet, I couldn’t come up with anything else to talk about with her.

After a long moment of silence, I said, “Love you, mom.”

She inhaled and exhaled, “Love you too, Kayla. Don’t forget to call me if something happens.”
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Chapter 15

Nazar
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After that incident in her bedroom, I knew that Kayla didn’t want to spend another day in my mansion. And truly, as soon as this whole thing with my brother was over, I’d probably move out with her, if she thought she could have me again as her husband.

We never had our wedding night, and that by itself was something that was always going to hurt me.

I fucked things up, and still, I couldn’t stop thinking about my control obsession. It was still happening, in a way.

I kept more men than it was needed watching over her bedroom, and if one of them as much as failed me or thought about doing something similar to what Ravil did, then hell would break loose.

I wouldn’t hesitate before pulling out my gun and killing them.

I was seated on this restaurant’s chair, waiting to see if she was going to come or not. Kayla had been looking for reasons to not be in the mansion. Ravil didn’t leave the grounds much, after all.

I guessed that his obsession with her was kind of getting the best of him. I wouldn’t let him lay another finger on her, and that was the end of that. I’d kill him if he even showed me that he was still thinking he wanted her, too.

By now, I knew her well. Or as much as I could, at least.

Kayla was my princess, my beloved, and I’d do anything to keep her safe. I was far too stupid when I kept trying to control her like she was nothing more than a doll.

I was seated on the outside of the restaurant, at a table for two, two candles lighting it. There was an umbrella of sorts over my head in case rain came.

But looking around and checking out the clouds, it didn’t appear it was going to happen.

Thank goodness.

I wanted to spend some quality time with my princess, if she came here, that was. I didn’t invite her directly, and the thought alone of her not coming here was enough to make me feel some tightening in my chest.

I kept tapping the heel of my right foot on the floor too, looking around and seeing all those couples having the times of their lives. I never thought that my mind was going to have such a turnaround.

It was all thanks to how she just took off during the wedding, making me realize that I was going overboard and hurting her.

One of the waiters came over and stopped by me, his eyes looking at me for a moment before he whirled around and took off.

I guess it was far too evident that I wasn’t going to eat anything here until she came and that I also didn’t want to be bothered until she showed up.

I looked down at my wristwatch, worried. It was past the time of our meeting and she still hadn’t come. Since the botched wedding, I hadn’t done anything she didn’t want. I only approached her when she allowed me to, and I still bought her everything she wanted.

I knew that only made father despise me even more, but love wasn’t the kind of thing I could control.

It was the other way around. It controlled me.

And that’s without mentioning the vow that I’d made with her father. I was going to make her happy, and his spirit, wherever he was, was going to be proud of me.

I drew in a short breath when my eyes landed on a beautiful, curvy, and slightly dark figure stepping out of a black sedan.

I’d have recognized her from miles away.

It was Kayla. She’d come. My change of attitude and my showing that I regretted how I initially treated her were paying off.

Did that mean that now she liked me? I wouldn’t go that far, but to her eyes, the spark of our initial moments was still there. I guessed that she wondered if she could make it happen again.

She glanced in my direction, already spotting where I was. I was in the most VIP section of the restaurant, and there were no other tables near me. I was all alone here. I just thought that she would appreciate some privacy here too, after living for months in a mansion with more than 100 men and women living in it.

Kayla was looking down at the floor, her dress flowing with the wind. She’d put on a big, golden necklace around her neck, and her ears had a pair of small diamonds that shone off the light of the moon.

I didn’t think that she was going to groom herself before coming here. I guessed that she was the type of woman that was always going to care about how she looked, no matter where she was.

I pulled up a corner of my lips.

The more time passed, the surer I grew that she was the right woman for me.

Her dress was long enough to hide most of her body from other men, and it still showed me enough of her tempting, chocolate skin. I couldn’t stop looking at her legs, how she walked with them, how with each step she made me think she should be ruling over the world.

Seeing her like that, watching her coming to me, it made me feel more hopeful that I hadn’t destroyed all the good things she still thought about me.

My eyes darted to her golden bracelet that reflected the light of the restaurant, one of the waiters swooping right over and saying something to her I couldn’t make out. Whatever he was saying to her, I wanted him far away from her as fast as possible.

I inhaled and exhaled. I wasn’t going to cause a scene when this moment should be all about showing her that I was a different man now.

She brushed him off, with the guy standing out his hand and leading her to me. I was doing everything in my power not to snap and scream for him to leave us alone.

Again, I reminded myself that doing that would mean ruining all of my efforts to fix our married life.

It was a miracle more than anything that Kayla had decided to come here.

I thought that her hatred of me was going to keep her from doing that.

Her red lips caught my attention more than I thought they would, her makeup complementing her face to perfection. Her hair bounced as she walked to me with determination, keeping her eyes locked on me as if she was worried I was going to begin to give her orders again.

But if that was what she thought was going to happen, then she didn’t need to worry.

Even though she was walking with a pair of pretty high-heeled sandals, never once did it feel like she would falter.

She stopped by the table, her eyes still looking at me when she asked, “Can I sit down, or are you going to try telling me again what I can do?”

I gulped.

There was only one person in the whole world capable of making me feel like this, and it was Kayla. I didn’t even have to think about it too much to figure out that she knew that. She was even using that to keep me in check.

And if she thought that was only going to make me hate her, then she was wrong.

Since meeting her, one thing hadn’t changed - I still loved how brave she could be.

I straightened up my spine, moving down my open hand.

“No, please sit. I’m not going to try ordering you around again.”

She looked at me for a moment like she couldn’t believe that, and I didn’t blame her for thinking that way. As far as she was concerned, the things that happened before and during the wedding were going to be forever ingrained in her mind.

She pulled up a little the bottom part of her dress, making me stand up in a wink. She stopped, her eyes questioning me what I was going to do now.

“Please, allow me,” I offered, rounding the table quickly and elegantly, halting behind her chair and pulling it back.

Kayla looked at me as if she couldn’t believe I was being this chivalrous with her. She’d assumed that was beyond me.

Still, she accepted the offer and sat down, pulling the chair forward with her hands until she could easily reach for the cutlery and the plate.

I rounded the table quickly again, my heart hammering in my chest. I almost fucked up the start. Nothing could go wrong here. Nothing at all.

I sat down quickly and more heavily than I’d like, waving my hand over my head to call one of the waiters. His eyes dashed to Kayla, making me regret that I hadn’t managed to call over a waitress instead.

I didn’t like having eyes staring at my Kayla, and if one of those men as much as tried to talk to her... I didn’t know if then I’d still be able to control my thoughts and actions.

He came right over, his hands handing out the menus. Kayla grabbed one, opening the first page so elegantly I thought she could never do anything any differently.

She didn’t look at me while she read the first page of the menu, making my heart hammer in my chest. I’d promised her that she could order anything in here and as much as she wanted.

I was going to pay for everything.

Kayla cleared her throat, her hand soon waving over her head as she asked for one of the waiters to come on over. There were far more waiters in this restaurant than there were waitresses, so it wasn’t surprising that of all the times we needed them, it was a man that tended to us.

I’d already chosen something to eat. It wasn’t anything too fancy or out of the ordinary. Just tasty enough to begin the night, and I was hoping it was going to be a long one. Kayla kept showing me that she was more than willing to give me another chance, and I wasn’t going to squander it.

The waiter stopped, taking our orders and then stepping away.

I admired my princess, her dress making her look so pretty it was almost like she’d never looked more beautiful in her life.

I wasn’t going to bring this up to her, but her wedding dress made her look so much prettier than she was now.

Her dress showed me enough of her cleavage to make me envious that other men were staring at her, wondering if they could snatch her from me.

I tried not to look at it for too long, until she chuckled, putting her fisted hand in front of her mouth to stifle it.

It didn’t work.

If her intention was to make me feel even more like a fool, then it was working.

Kayla finally said, “This place is nice.”

I almost didn’t know what to say to her. I felt like there was nothing that measured up to what she deserved to hear from me.

I straightened up my spine, remembering that Kayla wasn’t suddenly going to feel any pity for me. She’d married me for who I was, even if she didn’t know about my control obsession.

Even now, it was calling to me and pestering me.

It was trying everything in its power to ruin this date with her.

I cleared my throat, “I’m glad you like it. I could take you here many more times.”

“We’ll see about that,” she admitted, averting her gaze and looking nowhere in particular, making me wonder again what my next words should be.

When I thought about asking her what she was going to do if I lost the fencing duel, she spoke.

“Thank you for saving me from that asshole. I knew he wasn’t the kind of man I could ever be friends with, but I didn’t think he would try to do that, too.”

I leaned in, putting my arm on the table confidently. This was a promise that I wasn’t only going to make to her, but also to myself.

“Believe me when I tell you this – as soon as the fencing duel is over, I’m going to kill him. When he loses to me, he will lose everything he has. Not even father will be able to help him.”

She blinked her eyes, finding it worrisome how I could talk about murdering my own brother so easily, without as much as trying to hold back any of those words.

She cleared her throat, with some time passing until the waiter – again, it couldn’t be a waitress – poured us some wine. I paid a lot of attention to his eyes, and never once did he try to look at her as if he was going to rip off her panties as soon as his shift was over.

He turned around and left, my princess looping her fingers around the glass and lifting it, sipping some of the red wine. I couldn’t stop admiring the beautifulness of her skin, the gentleness of how she held that wine glass, and how she did that without making a sound.

I grabbed my glass and sipped some of the wine too, fighting as much as I could to control my boner. I didn’t want to have a hard-on right now. It would ruin the kind of tone that I’d set for this date.

Putting down the glass, she asked, “Do you think you’re going to win it?”

“The duel?”

She nodded.

“Yeah, I will. I’ve been training every day, for more hours each day than I can count. Don’t worry – chances are Ravil will show up in the training room drunk. He’s a failure. My father has always known that. I find it baffling how he would rather have him in command of the family instead of me.”

There was a moment of silence until she spoke again.

“Of the two of them, I don’t know which I hate the most.”

At other times I would have reprimanded her for making that kind of comment, but now I couldn’t help but agree.

“I despise both of them, too, especially my father and his obsession with marrying me to Barbara.”

“Who is she?”

“It doesn’t matter. I don’t want to talk about her right now,” I said, lifting my glass again and sipping more wine from it, the taste enough to make me forget my memory of her. “This is about you only, Kayla. I’m trying to show you that I’m a different man now.”

She sipped from her glass too, putting it down while letting this moment of tension making me feel like it was never going to end.

Finally, she spoke again.

“I’m thinking about the future of our wedding.”

Her words made my heart flutter. I could force her to continue being married to me, but doing that would only make everything feel bland and fake. Without winning her heart over, there was no point in going forward with this.

And until after the duel, I was running against time.

“I wouldn’t blame you if you thought that it isn’t worth it anymore.”

The waiter came back, depositing the food we’d ordered on the table.

“Bon Appetit,” he said, turning around and leaving us alone, his showing up enough to shatter a little of the ice that existed between us.

I guessed that this was the moment of truth.
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Kayla
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Thinking that he might turn things around and change how I looked at him seemed out-of-this-world. Inconceivable, I thought after putting down my glass again, taking a bite of the food. It smelled and looked so good, but it wasn’t the main attraction of this date.

He was, and how willing he was to change who he was to make me forgive him.

Was that working? Kind of. I liked him better now, but that didn’t mean I was going to allow him into my life again as if nothing had happened.

“So, how are you finding the food?” He asked, his voice betraying his anxiety. He didn’t cook it, but it still mattered to him if I was enjoying it or not.

Well, I wasn’t about to begin lying to him.

“It’s pretty good,” I replied, looking around and taking in the calm atmosphere of the restaurant and the neighborhood, the lack of chatter, some people laughing and giggling here and there, and waiters and waitresses going from table to table.

The two lit candles on top of our table also helped to make things feel more special. I couldn’t be sure of this and I didn’t think that asking him about it was okay, but I could kind of tell that he’d asked the restaurant to prepare this table just for us, and to take out all the others to make sure that we were going to have all the privacy we could need.

Looking to the right, I could see that there was one waiter that wasn’t doing anything. He was just looking at us, making me wonder if my husband here also hadn’t demanded that the restaurant kept one employee charged with tending only to our table.

Looking at Nazar and his plate, I could see that he was far from finishing it. That gave us more than enough time to keep talking about our lives.

“It’s good that you like it. And if you want to come back here again, then don’t hesitate to tell me.”

“I won’t,” I promised, cutting off another piece of the delicious pork chop.

A moment of silence ensued, broken only by my words.

“You’ve been doing much better than I’d thought you were going to. I thought that you were already going to be telling me what I can and can’t do.”

He chuckled, wiping off a stain of sauce on the side of his face.

“You don’t need to worry. I’ll never do that again.”

I made no further comments on his assertion. While he looked more than determined to fix that side of his and that he also looked like he regretted what he’d done, I still needed to be careful.

“We’ll see about that,” I said, making his right eyelid twitch.

Nazar was really hoping that he was going to turn things around with just this date, wasn’t he?

We finished eating our food and just like he’d promised, he paid for everything, including the generous slice of chocolate pie that I’d ordered for myself.

The food in his mansion was great. Almost better than this one, even, but there was still nothing quite like eating somewhere different, where I didn’t have to fear meeting his brother’s or father’s eyes.

We stood up and he positioned himself beside me in a heartbeat and then put his left arm over the small of my back. Nazar walked with me out of there with just one intent in his mind – that of showing all the people in the restaurant, especially the men, that I was his only.

We walked to the front of the restaurant, where the valet quickly pulled over with his car. He handed the keys to Nazar, and before opening the driver’s door, he pulled open the one for me.

His eyes spoke everything that he was thinking about right now.

He was so obsessed with me that he wanted to show yet again, to all the men looking at me now, that he was my man.

I didn’t have his marriage ring on, though. We were married on paper, but I also didn’t feel like I was his wife.

Time was passing and he was quickly proving me otherwise, that he was worthy of my love. I’d fallen in love with him before, but right now I didn’t know if I was capable of doing that again.

Holding out his hand, he wanted to be the gentleman that he couldn’t be before. I couldn’t help but notice how much of a toll all of this was taking on him, though.

Nazar was definitely pushing through his limits and stepping out of his comfort zone by doing all of this, a line of sweat trickling down his cheek.

I couldn’t help but lift myself up using my toes, kissing him on his cheek.

After everything he did, he deserved a little reward from me.

Nazar blinked, not sure what to think right now. There wasn’t much to think about, though. I appreciated all of his effort to make me think that he could be a better man, one that was obsessed with me but wasn’t thinking about controlling me all the time.

He was still frozen in place when I put my hand on top of his, his fingers curling around my much smaller hand. I sat down on the passenger seat, already missing the outside atmosphere and the restaurant.

I wasn’t going to lie – Nazar pulled it off. We had a good time together, and the thought that we could do this again tempted me to do it.

His hand felt so familiar, making me wish he would make love with me again. But that was something for another time and another place.

Nazar turned, rounded his sedan, and then sat down in his seat, his hand soon turning the key. The roaring of the engine of his vehicle calmed down my racing heart.

It was difficult if not outright impossible to feel calm in a situation like this, when I was allowing more and more of him into my life.

His obsession with trying to turn things around and making me see that despite everything that happened there was a good heart in his chest was... enough for me to give him another chance.

Before stepping on the accelerator pedal, he asked, “You wouldn’t happen to want to go somewhere else right now with me, right? The night is still young and Washington DC has so many pretty places to visit.”

I’d been living here my whole life and there were so many places I’d never visited. One of them was the White House. I just didn’t like politics and visiting it reminded me of them far too much.

Also, I never had much time to go there.

“The White House,” I said, his eyes going wide as I pronounced those two words.

“The White House, really?” He said, turning his head to me in a wink. “I can actually get you in there, if you want.”

My heart skipped a beat. I could get that close to the president, one of the most influential and powerful men in the world? I knew that Nazar’s network was extensive and that he commanded a lot of power, but I’d never thought it was that far-reaching.

Noticing my reaction, he quirked up a corner of his lips.

“Then, it’s settled. I’m going to take you there, though meeting the president himself is impossible. He’s not here in America right now. He’s out somewhere in Hawaii on vacations with his family.”

Before he mentioned that, I wouldn’t have guessed that he was somewhere else. That meant that most of the media’s attention was turned to Hawaii and not to the White House, which allowed me some freedom.

Some freedom and relief. I didn’t want to have news outlets tomorrow morning making pieces on me, on how some random girl from nowhere had managed to get into the White House.

As he drove toward downtown Washington DC, I asked, “You’re not actually serious about this, right? I don’t think they will allow us in, and it doesn’t matter how important you are.”

He turned his head to me, narrowing his eyes.

“You really think I can’t pull that off? I’m going to look at that as a challenge.”

His words shocked me. Did he think I was going to fall for something like that?

“Yeah, of course. It’s the house of the president of the United States. You can’t just waltz in there, even if you’re the head of the Isayev family.”

That only served to widen his smile, his fingers gripping the steering wheel more tightly. It was already surprising on its own that he was driving the car himself. I didn’t think he would ever be doing that. He always had someone else to drive for him, and it was always a black limousine instead of a more common sedan like this one.

“Just wait and see,” he said, driving on with determination, overtaking cars as if to show me that he was set on proving me wrong, that he could just waltz right into the White House.

Nazar pulled over, one of the guards of the house of the president coming to us. Nazar rolled down the window and said who he was, making sure to clearly mention his name.

The guard’s eyes bulged in an instant, his hand going to his earpiece and pressing a button on it. In no time at all he was talking with someone I couldn’t hear, though the content of their discussion was more than evident.

He was going to say that we were allowed into the White House, even though Nazar didn’t call them before showing up.

Nazar was now making me wonder if conspiracy theorizers wouldn’t begin claiming that he was the head of the ‘deep state’, as they called it.

The guard talked to another guard, who then talked with someone else using his earpiece, making Nazar drum his fingers on his steering wheel.

The terror in the eyes of the guards was evident. They didn’t want to piss off the head of one of the most powerful mafia families in the world.

Finally, the first guard came back, leaning in on the window of the sedan and saying, “I’m sorry it took us this long, but it’s okay. You can come in.”

As he said that, the gate rolled open to the left side. He opened his mouth to say one more thing, but Nazar was already driving to one of the parking spaces they had by the White House, parking the sedan.

He’d left that poor guard talking to himself, and he didn’t even seem to care.

“Wow,” I confessed, surprise in my voice. “I didn’t think you could actually pull it off.”

“Took them more time than I thought it was going to. Don’t worry, though. I’m going to remember their names, and I’ll fire them later.”

“You can actually... fire someone that works in here? I thought that was something that only the president can do.”

“Sure I can, and it shouldn’t take me more than a phone call. Who do you think the president owns his victory to? Another phone call to a reputable news outlet and the shitstorm that would ensue would be unprecedented. They’d have to impeach him.”

His affirmation left me breathless, making me wonder again just how far-reaching his power was. If he lost command of his family, he’d become a target and he’d have to hide from everything and everyone, but still... He’d still have a lot of influence.
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Nazar
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There were many more ways to surprise her, though I couldn’t help but admit that this was a pretty good one. She’d challenged me into proving her wrong. I could come in and out of the White House whenever I pleased, even if that did mean annoying the president a little.

Though, as far as I was concerned, he couldn’t do much to change that. He couldn’t control me. I was the one keeping him on a tight leash, in fact.

I breathed in the air that kissed my cheeks, the buildings and the roads that surrounded us reminding me that this city could still look pretty, even during such a turbulent moment of my life.

Were there going to be some papers tomorrow talking about how a couple that apparently didn’t matter and had no ties to the government just walked into the building?

There might be, but it was something I could take care of without too much hassle. I could send them some letters threatening them to cancel their news pieces, and if they pissed me off too much, I could even kidnap some family members of theirs.

I was selfish and the only thing that mattered to me now was making sure that she was happy. Smiling and happy, like she was now.

She couldn’t hide her smile for too long, and not from me. She was smiling, admiring the buildings with her pretty eyes, thinking that never once in her life she would be in the White House.

Kayla was looking out a window, and I was keeping my arm over the small of her back, feeling how docile she seemed right now.

“Wow, it really has an amazing view.”

“And I’m doing all of this just for you.”

There was a moment of silence. I realized that Kayla suddenly telling me that she accepted me again was unlikely to happen, but my mind was hoping that’s what she was about to do now.

However, all she did was exhale again.

“I really hope you’re going to win that duel. I don’t want to find out what he’d do to me if you lose.”

Without telling me so directly, Kayla was saying that she thought she was going to have a much better life with me than with my brother. The thought of marrying her again was more than enough to keep me focused on getting everything here right.

I couldn’t accept the wedding that we had. It wasn’t fit for a queen like her, and she knew that. Though she wasn’t going to tell me so right away, she was soon going to do something that was going to impress me.

That didn’t mean that she was suddenly going to tell me that she wanted me as her spouse, though.

“I’m going to win it, Kayla. That’s my promise to you.”

“I know. It’s just that the thought of him getting one over on you is enough to make me feel shivers running down my spine.”

I turned her around, putting my hand on her chin.

“Hey, don’t worry about it. I’ve beaten him once, and I can beat him again.”

She nodded, her eyes gleaming with something I couldn’t quite put my finger on but which my heart was fluttering for.

I wished I could kiss her right at this moment, and even though I didn’t know if she was thinking the same thing, I couldn’t ignore my heart.

It knew what she was thinking and what she needed from me.

She took a step forward, putting herself so near me I could feel her perfume more strongly now. I could still remember the softness of her skin, and the thought of claiming her in my bed one more time was enough to make me feel like ripping off her pretty dress right at this moment.

And I wouldn’t care if someone here in the White House wouldn’t like it. Hell, the president himself could call me and all I’d do would be to say that he needed to fuck off if he didn’t want to find his daughter’s body floating down a river.

She smiled without showing me her teeth.

“This is so much more than I’d thought it was going to be,” she said, lifting her right hand and caressing my cheek.

There was a moment of pause until she added, “I know I shouldn’t be feeling this way.”

My heart fluttered at the thought of what that meant, of what her mind was trying to keep hidden from me.

Could it be that I was finally changing her opinion of me?

“You don’t need to hide anything from me anymore,” I affirmed, her hand opening her shoulder bag and sneaking out of it the marriage ring that I’d given to her. Not the first one, but the second one from the wedding.

I’d thought that she’d thrown it into a trash bin, never to look at it again.

I had never thought that she’d been keeping it with her this whole time.

“I didn’t think that I was ever going to want to look at it again,” Kayla confessed, holding the small but beautiful ring with her fingers, “but since the wedding, you’ve been showing to me that you can be a different man, and that’s much more than I thought you were capable of.”

Her eyes looked at mine, her lips pursing a little before she put the ring back on her finger.

“You’ve proven me wrong, Nazar, and I think it’s time to admit that I love you as a husband and that I want to stay married to you.”

Just like that, she washed away all of my doubts, making my heart calmer in a matter of seconds. And hearing those words, I couldn’t help but pull her to me, hugging her as if this was the last thing I was going to be doing with my life.

And kissing her.

Gosh, how I’d missed these lips, the touch of her fingers on my back, her breasts pressing against my chest.

How could I have thought that it was possible to live without her?

I continued kissing her for what felt like an eternity, thinking of never letting go of her again, of crossing every possible lane in our love to make it eternal.

Kayla broke the kiss eventually, looking at my eyes with a gleam of hope in them, her thoughts all too clear to me. I’d thought that tonight wasn’t going to lead to anything. I’d even presumed that she wasn’t even going to want to meet me in that restaurant.

But she did, and I could tell she was glad she’d given me another chance.

“I shouldn’t be doing this,” she revealed, her hand sliding down my chest.

We were in one of the many rooms of the White House. There were no guards inside it, though there were probably a few outside, with a couple of them listening in on what we were doing and saying.

If they thought about using that information to hurt her somehow, though, I’d make sure to make them regret that.

I put a finger on her lips, sealing them.

“There’s no point in talking right now. Let your heart tell me everything you’re thinking.”

Like the fiery lady she was, she challenged me as she said, “But I need to. I need to say that you’ve changed my mind about you, and that I want to keep living with you. I want to be your wife for the rest of my life.”

I smiled gently.

“This is everything I needed to hear tonight,” I said, pulling her to me once more, one of my hands going down her backside while I wished to take tonight to the next level.

I wanted to make love with her right here, right in this room, even if it wasn’t appropriate for that and that the president would surely bark over his phone with me tomorrow.

I smiled, pressing my lips to hers once more while I felt her voluptuous breasts pressing to my chest again, a whimper coming out of her mouth when I pushed her to the wall, kissing her neck and then putting my fingers underneath the cleavage of her dress.

Her eyes shot wide.

“Nazar, you couldn’t be thinking-”

“I very much am,” I confessed, ripping off her dress with a downward thrust of my hand, making her scream for a short moment before I put my hand on her mouth, covering it.

In other circumstances I’d have demanded that she remained quiet, looking into her eyes as if to make the threat even more real. But tonight was different and I was a different man as well. This was about showing her that she was a queen to me.

I took my hand off her mouth, stepping closer to her, pressing my body to hers, and then reaching behind her back with my hands. I unsnapped her bra and let it fall down to the floor.

The room was dimly lit, but even that didn’t stop me from fully appreciating how beautiful her naked body looked, with Kayla putting one leg over the other as if to say she was afraid of me.

I put my fingers on her lips again, and then took it off them before leaning over and whispering into her ear, “Don’t be afraid. I’m not going to hurt you. I’m not the same man from before.”

She could only nod, her eyes showing to me what she felt incapable of saying. She trusted me now. She wasn’t afraid of me again.

I peppered her lips with kisses that made her moan, kissing down her neck, and then proceeding to her breasts. I held them in my hand, playing with them, and then pinched gently one of her nipples.

Under my dominance, my queen could only squirm and try to defend herself.

But she soon realized there was no defending against me when I was this hungry for her, and this willing to make her the happiest woman in the world.

She squirmed once more when I slid my fingers underneath her pair of panties, the lacy reminding me of how gentle and angelic she was. Kayla knew how to fight. She wasn’t a novice when it was about showing her strength when she needed to, but right now she was all mine, and I was going to make tonight one of the most unforgettable moments of her life.

“Please,” she begged, her hand grazing my hair before I thrust down with my hand, ripping off her pair of panties too.

She didn’t need to worry about what she was going to have to wear to come back home with me. I could take her to any place she wanted and then, from there, she could buy everything she wished to include in the closet of her bedroom.

She exhaled when I kissed her shaved, wet pussy, my tongue touching her labia.

Kayla squirmed once more, allowing me to trace the curvature of her legs, until I cupped her asscheeks with my hands again. Her skin was impossibly soft and it hadn’t changed one bit since I last made love with her.

“It’s too much,” she admitted, squirming and allowing me to kiss her pair of breasts, not wishing to do anything right now that didn’t involve fully submitting herself to me.

I looked around and cursed the fact that there was no bed here in this room. I’d love to take her there and finish this.

Standing up and kissing her some more, it didn’t take Kayla too long to sneak her fingers underneath my shirt too, thinking about taking it off and feeling my muscles.

Kayla opened a shy smile before moving her hand to the front of my suit’s coat, unbuttoning one of the buttons and smiling.

She was making her intentions clear to me, and the thought of getting inside her again made my heart flutter.

I wanted that and nothing was going to stop me.
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Kayla
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I didn’t think that he was going to make me change my mind about him so quickly. It wasn’t just about tonight, though. Tonight was more like a culmination of everything that he’d been doing right these last weeks or months – time is a funny concept when you’re stuck in the same place for too long.

I unbuttoned another button of his suit’s coat, proceeding to take it off him when he drew in a short breath. His eyes couldn’t stop admiring my nakedness and despite this being a place that I wasn’t familiar with, his presence was more than enough to make up for that.

I could spend hours on end with my husband in this room, and I wouldn’t even miss his estate.

I couldn’t help but admire his bulging muscles through his white, office shirt, with him standing tall and imposing in front of me. I needed all of him right at this instant, and nothing and no one was going to stop me.

Just remembering that before I wished I could kill him... I couldn’t even understand anymore what I’d been feeling.

I put a hand on his chest, feeling his muscles for a couple of seconds before pushing him until his back touched the opposite wall. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him, feeling the strong smell of his cologne.

He was wearing my favorite tonight. He was as meticulous as I’d thought he was going to be. All of this was nothing more than a plan of his prove to me that he wasn’t going to disappoint me again.

I kissed him for seconds that felt more like endless minutes, one of his hands going down to my ass and then squeezing it hard, making shockwaves of pleasure surge through my body.

My hand desperately shot down, finding the front of his belt and then unbuckling it. I pulled it off and tossed it to the other side of the room, my mind forgetting that we were making love in the freaking White House.

He didn’t say anything when I pushed down his pants, needing his cock and to feel his balls with my hands.

I fell to my knees before his might, smelling his bulge through his dark boxer briefs. I’d never thought that I was going to miss it, but I did. I’d missed his cock, the feeling of it inside me, and right now, with my whole body naked, I couldn’t stop begging him to do that.

Nazar flashed a smile when I pulled down his underwear, his cock jumping right out. I guessed that he’d never thought that I’d be gazing at his manhood again, and the thought of wrapping my lips around it once more was... nothing short of drool-inducing.

I licked my lips, wrapping them around his gland and then closing my eyes. Out of instinct more than anything, finding that this moment was making it impossible for me to think, I played and fumbled with his balls.

They were impossibly hot, his hand soon going to the back of my head and controlling the tempo.

I bobbed up and down on him, feeling his pre-come coating my tongue and teasing me to keep going. I felt like I was making a mess of this, but he wasn’t complaining. Nazar was actually moaning, his eyes closed.

I kept bobbing up and down on him for what felt like an eternity, eventually retreating my head and then taking another good look at his thick member, admiring it for everything it was.

It looked slick and coated with my saliva and his pre-cum. His hand went for the base of his prick, fingers looping around it before he stroked it. He was teasing me to keep going, not that he needed to.

I felt like I was in heaven.

I’d do anything to make this moment last all of eternity.

I pouted and inched my head to his cock, pressing my lips to it as I kissed it. Nazar could only moan, stroking his dick once more and then putting his other hand on the back of my head.

He was going to dictate what he wanted me to do now, though that was only happening because I’d said yes to him.

I was saying yes to all of his cravings, which were almost too much for me to control.

But before doing that, he sat down, giving me a better position to suck him off. I pushed my hair over behind my shoulders, taking in the sight of his erect and raging dick one more time before taking the plunge.

His hairy legs were also the kind of temptation that was forever going to remain ingrained in my mind. I caressed them with my hands and wrapped my lips around his manhood. He could only moan and groan again, making me wonder for how much longer he was going to last before shooting his load down my throat.

For a moment I thought someone was walking down the hallway in front of this room. It had some furniture pieces, like a piano, with white bedsheets covering them. I didn’t think that this room was used for anything, and to be frank, I couldn’t care less.

I was with the man of my life, and that was the only thing that mattered to me.

His dick twitched for a moment, making me think that he was going to pump his sperm into my mouth, but that didn’t happen. It was only a false warning.

I swirled my tongue around his hardness as he moved his hand down, fingering my pussy.

Nazar then put it on my forehead, pushing my head backward as his eyes told me everything he was thinking about doing with me.

And I could only nod.

I pouted, needing more of his dick even though he had other intentions on his mind. He settled one of his fingers on my lips, asking me to wait. Then, putting both of his hands on my shoulders, he made me sit down.

Nazar pulled himself a little closer to me and leaned down, sticking his tongue out and pleasing my pussy with it. I wished I had something to grip on, for I thought that I wasn’t going to be able to resist the waves of pleasure he was making me feel.

I thought I was going to pass out.

Just as he stopped lapping up at my pussy, he caressed my legs with his hands, slithering them up until I thought he was going to finger me once more. But if there was something I’d come to learn about him, it was that he wasn’t the kind of man I could predict.

He put his index finger on his lips, asking me to remain quiet as he put his tongue out and kept humiliating me with it, his licks impossible to resist, making me feel like this was going to keep going on and on.

My body convulsed when my orgasm exploded and my toes curled. Nazar, being the gentleman he now was, allowed me some precious moments to breathe and recompose myself.

I looked into his eyes and only saw the look of a man willing to do anything for his wife.

He leaned down once more and instead of using his tongue to torment me, he used his finger. In my asshole. Easing one of them in there, he swirled it, rubbed it, and sometimes also didn’t move it.

With his finger inside me like this, I couldn’t move. I felt like I was under his dominance and mercy. If I ever as much as thought that it was possible to do something he didn’t want, then I’d be a fool.

Fingering me some more, he kissed me as he played with my boobs using his other hand. His touches were hot, making me pant while my next climax built up. It soon exploded in my mind and body, making the latter rock like there was going to be no tomorrow.

Nazar smirked, showing me that this was also working to stroke his already massive ego.

I couldn’t think straight, stars exploding in my vision when he settled his hands on my thighs and pulled me to him. Despite the size of his hands and the weight of his muscles, his touch was impossibly gentle as he did that.

I gave him all the permission he needed, nodding when he looked at me with questioning eyes. He’d asked me if it was okay for him to come in me now.

It was all I needed. All I needed to make tonight something that I was never going to forget.

Nazar had his reasons when he did it, but I was kind of hoping he wasn’t going to do it. He reached for his pair of pants that formed a pile on the floor, snuck his left hand into one of the pockets, and then took out a purple package.

A condom.

I guessed that he thought I wasn’t quite ready to have his babies. I bit my bottom lip when he ripped open the package and then fished out of it a clear, thin rubber. Opening it, he pulled it down along his meaty cock.

I wasn’t in my right state of mind at the moment. He’d made the right decision. I couldn’t change my life so much by having his baby – or many of them – before talking that through with him.

And I didn’t think the rubber was going to take anything away from the immeasurable amount of pleasure and pain he was going to make me feel anyway.

“You’re not going to feel any pain,” he promised, as if he’d just read my mind, forcing his way in and lying to me right to my face.

His lie didn’t come off as a surprise. I already knew that he was going to make me feel so much pain, just like the other times he claimed me.

Thrusting in and out, he gripped my thighs as he sunk his fingers into my skin, making me feel a combination of pain and pleasure that was difficult if not outright impossible to find elsewhere, with someone else.

Nazar stilled for a moment, allowing me some time to breathe, and he was then sliding in and out of me slowly, as if to make his point clearer – that this was about me only and not him.

He closed his eyes as my pussy clenched around his hardness, milking him for all he worth. He couldn’t help but smirk moments before erupting his load inside the condom, making me convulse once more when I hit my climax again.

Time froze for me for a second as I took in the smell of his sweat, the gleam of his eyes, and the sensation of fullness only he could provide.

Nazar pulled out, much to my displeasure, and then kissed me again. He sat down and pulled me to him, hugging me as he showed me this – it didn’t matter what came to happen. He was going to be with me always, and he’d never allow another man to touch me.

Pressing his lips to my forehead, he said, “You’re the love of my life, Kayla, and I’ll do even the impossible to make you happy.”

I turned my head, meeting his determined eyes.

“I’m already happy. I honestly thought that I’d never be saying this, but I’m happy with you now like I’ve never been before. I’m glad that I gave you another chance.”

He pulled up a corner of his lips, smiling.

Nazar didn’t need to say anything else, and we just kept hugging each other as the minutes ticked by. I wished this moment could never end, even though we were both naked inside the White House still and so many things could go wrong here.

And yet, I couldn’t help but ignore them.

I just wished to live the rest of my life with him.
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Chapter 19

Nazar
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It was settled. I was going to win this duel and secure my position within the family. Nothing of it made any sense, but it was my father the one trying to sabotage everything. Did he really think that my men – my own men – would rather follow Ravil instead of me? If that’s what he thought, then he was out of his mind.

I was in the dressing room, putting on a pair of shoes that I was going to wear when dueling against my brother.

My Queen was sitting on the bed, both of her hands sitting in the gap of her thighs. Worry clouded her face like nothing before did, making me feel more worried than I should be.

I used to be the kind of guy that could maintain his calmness even in adverse situations like this one, but seeing the love of my life like that, it made me feel impossibly concerned about her.

I wished to make her feel at peace with the duel, but I also knew that no words could make her feel less worried.

I finished putting on my pair of shoes, standing up, and making a beeline to her. She looked at me with her same worried expression, making me wish to kiss her right at this moment.

My hands snatched hers, making her stand up, and then I pulled her to me. I sealed my lips with hers before she could even say anything. If no words could calm her racing heart, then I was going to let my actions perform the miracle she most needed from me.

She drew in a short breath, her fingers speaking everything that was in her mind as she dug them into the back of my skin. I’d finished putting on all of the protective equipment required for the duel, aside from the mask.

I should be ready to meet Ravil, and yet all I wanted was to remain here with my Queen for the rest of my life.

She ended the kiss, the look in her eyes more than telling. She needed that, and it warmed my heart that I was able to provide it.

I put my hands on either side of her head, saying, “I’m going to win that duel, and then I’ll come out of there holding your hand and proving to everyone that no one can rip me out of my family.”

She smiled, saying, “I know that you’re going to pull it off, but everything still worries me so much.”

“It’s okay to be worried. Just don’t let it consume you, okay?”

“I won’t,” she said when the door was opened all of sudden, my brother stepping through it, also wearing his fencing uniform without his mask. His set was dark, contrasting with my white one.

“Well, well, well. Who would have thought that you’d be lying to her again, brother?”

I put myself in front of my Queen instinctively, even though I knew that him coming here didn’t mean more than this – that all he wanted was to taunt me.

“What are you doing here?” I growled, just wishing to be done with the duel right away so that I didn’t have to look at his greasy, snobby face ever again.

“Nothing more than coming here to see you one last time before you lose everything and everyone, and yes, that does mean her as well.”

Blood rushed to my hands, making me wish to punch him until he couldn’t move his mouth again. But just when that thought crossed my mind, a set of rolling wheels echoed from the hallway. And just as I’d suspected, it was my father who was coming.

His aide turned the wheelchair with him seated in it, rolling it into the room. After the fencing duel, he was also going to be one of the faces that I wasn’t going to see again in my estate. I couldn’t wait until he was gone.

“You two are not supposed to be meeting each other before the duel,” he affirmed, his eyes dashing to me and then to my brother. He ignored Kayla again. I guessed that’s how he could cope with her still living here and still being a part of my life plans. This whole time, he’d been doing everything in his power to force her to leave the mansion. Thank goodness that he wasn’t that good at that.

“Well, you know who decided to come. The same idiot that you hate with your guts.”

“At least I’m not married to the bane of our family,” he joked, smirking.

I wished to punch him so much right now that it was uncontrollable, almost impossible to resist. But I wasn’t going to do that because I didn’t want to give father and the other faction leaders a reason to lose the respect they had for me.

There was a moment of silence until father spoke again, staring at Ravil.

“Get out of here before I change my mind about the duel.”

Ravil looked back at him, pursing his lips. It was more than evident that he didn’t like our father’s reaction. He still presumed that he should be favoring him, despite the future outcome of the duel. Hell, if it were up to him, there would be no duel at all.

He raced out of the room, leaving me all alone with dad, Kayla, and his aide, who couldn’t help but look like he’d rather be in hell than here.

Father glared at me, saying, “You’re not going to cheat in the duel. I want it to be something clean, something that no one will be able to question the validity of. Remember that all the other pakhans will be there, too.”

I nodded.

Father was right, and I never once thought about using any kind of cheating scheme to defeat Ravil. I knew I wasn’t going to need it.

Another moment of pause echoed through the air.

“Take me to the salle,” father ordered to his aide, and the latter kept a professional face even though he didn’t like the tone that was used with him, turning the wheelchair around and then rolling it back into the hallway.

I was left all alone with my Queen again, and before she could even say anything else, I kissed her and rushed over to another door. This one was going to lead me to the salle, where I was going to battle my brother.

But Kayla had other plans in her mind.

She ran up to me, wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me. When she looked into my eyes, she begged, “Please don’t go. Let’s just run away from here and pretend that nothing of this is happening.

I smiled.

“I’d like to do that, but reclaiming what is mine by right is more important than anything, and I’m not going to lose to him. I know that he can’t defeat me.”

She pursed her lips, looking more defeated than anything.

Unlooping her arms from around the back of my neck, she confessed, “I guess that I can’t change your stubborn mind.”

“Not this time,” I said after putting on my mask, opening the door, and rushing into the room. Just as I’d expected, Ravil was already standing on the strip, and without his mask on. He smirked before finally covering his face with it. He wanted me to see him smiling, to show to me that he wasn’t worried, that he was going to come out of this room with the victory that he most desperately was seeking.

For Ravil, this was about humiliating me as much as it was about claiming control of the family. And the more time I was forced to spend with him, the more I despised the guy.

The referee of the duel stood between us, ready to start it. He turned his head to me, looking at me when I got into my fight stance, lifting my sabre. Ravil followed suit and even though I couldn’t see his face with his mask on, I knew that he was still smirking.

I hadn’t been trying to keep up with what he’d been doing since he came back from Germany. Didn’t know if he’d been training enough for this duel, if he’d hired a teacher to fix all of his recurring mistakes that I’d exploited back when he was still living here in Washington.

The referee then moved his hands together to either side, starting the match. I rushed forward, striking at my brother, but he was quicker than I thought he was going to be. He’d certainly been training his ass off for this match.

This was going to be a best out of three. No one here in this not-so-small room wanted to extend the duel for much longer, and usually, fencing battles also didn’t last for very long.

Just touching either part of his torso or his head or arms twice would be enough to secure my victory. And then, after doing that, I’d sweep Kayla up in my arms and we would travel the world, finally having that marriage night that we never had.

I poked and struck with my sabre, aiming for those targets. The duel was already a heated one from the very beginning, and just as I’d suspected, he wasn’t going to make it that easy for me as well.

Striking at him once more, I overwhelmed him, eventually achieving what I wanted. My sabre hit the side of his belly, forcing the referee to stop this round. He turned his left arm to me, granting me this round’s victory.

If I didn’t have my mask on right now, my brother would be seeing me smiling. I couldn’t see his face as well, but I could feel that his blood was boiling in his veins. For him, this fight was so much more than proving to me that he could defeat me at something.

This was about claiming back all of the respect he’d lost as well.

We scooted away from each other, his chest panting even though the duel had barely started. The referee turned his head, looking at me and then at him, figuring out if we were both ready to go on with this or not.

And even though this was the kind of fight where he should never try anyone’s patience, Ravil still lowered his sabre, looking ready to taunt me again.

“That was nice, brother, but still not enough to defeat me.”

I wasn’t going to stoop down to his level, especially with so many bratva leaders watching us. If Ravil was thinking that his taunts were going to benefit him somehow, then soon he was going to find out that he was wrong.

There was a moment of silence. The referee couldn’t read my face and couldn’t know if I was going to retort my brother or not. He wasn’t the kind of man that was a novice to the mob world, though nothing could have fully prepared him for this duel.

He gulped, his hands moving and permitting the continuance of the second round as soon as he realized that I wasn’t going to say anything to my brother.

I ran up to him, screaming in my head. This was about defeating him and stopping my father’s plans. I wasn’t going to let either of them ruin my wife’s life, and even if that happened, I wouldn’t hesitate to leave the bratva altogether.

Kayla’s happiness was a lot more important to me.

Our sabres met each other, each kiss sparkling shockwaves through the metal, his strikes proving to me how determined he was to leave this room with a win.

I kept striking at him, trying to find his weak spots again, but it seemed that all of his training was finally paying off.

Fencing duels never tended to last long, and this one was going to be even shorter. I was going to make sure of that, I thought before swinging my sabre to the right, thinking that I was finally going to make contact again with his torso, only for Ravil to dodge out of the way.

There was another moment of pause, and now I was close enough to see his eyes through the mask. They were slightly wide, like he was smiling even though, before now, I’d been overwhelming him.

“That was good, brother, but still not good enough to defeat me,” he taunted, suddenly striking with his sabre so fast that I almost didn’t have enough time to react.

He achieved what he was seeking. He landed his sabre on my left arm, forcing the referee to swing his arms. He ended the round and turned his right arm to my brother, announcing that Ravil had just equaled the score.

The fact that he’d won it didn’t worry me. What worried me was seeing Kayla’s reaction. Her hands shot to her face, covering her mouth. She was thinking that I was going to lose, that all of my training wasn’t going to mean anything in the end.

And I was going to have to prove to her that she was wrong.

My brother lowered his sabre, smiling like an idiot again while we both walked away from each other, standing in our designated spots.

“I’ve been training this whole time, just to see the look on your face when I finally defeat you.”

Despite his sudden victory of the second round, I was still not going to stoop down to his level. I wasn’t going to say anything to him.

“Still not going to talk back, huh? I’ve always known that you’re nothing more than a snobby asshole. Seems that you’re really never going to change.”

I could say the same about him.

Turning my head to the right, I could only hope that my wife could read my face, even through my mask. Alright, Ravil had won a round, but for the next one I was going to be a lot more careful.

It wasn’t that he’d suddenly gotten better, but that I’d underestimated him. I didn’t think he could actually move that fast. I was going to have to give my best to defeat and humiliate him in front of everyone.

One strike with my lightweight sabre after the other, I got the better of him. He widened his eyes as he realized that he was losing this round as well. I wasn’t fully going out before, merely keeping my head preoccupied with other things.

And finally, it happened.

The last touch, the last hit that was going to send his life spiraling out of control.

The referee moved his arms again, ending the duel. I sheaved my sabre, exhaling while taking off my mask and walking away from there. There was no way that my Queen could reach me from where she was standing, so she was going to have to meet me in the other room. And from there, I was thinking about taking her to a nice ice cream parlor to commemorate our victory.

I knew that they were supposed to hold some kind of party for that too, but to be frank, I couldn’t care much for it. I only cared about them being here because their support and approval meant the continuation of my life as the pakhan of this family.

The referee said something about my winning the duel and also the prize, but the only reward I was looking for was the one in the form of my wife. I couldn’t wait to touch her fingers again and feel them going through my hair.

And it was then that I heard a shout that was more like a scream, forcing me to whirl around and meet the raging eyes of my brother, who was charging at me with only one intention in his mind – that of ending my life.

But just as he closed the distance with lightning speed, a shot echoed through the air, and from that moment onwards, everyone in the salle stood up, holding their guns and pointing them at each other.

They didn’t trust one another and now was no different from all the years they’d been forced to tolerate their presences.

Ravil puked blood out of his mouth, his hand going for his tummy. Falling over, he tried to say something, but he couldn’t pronounce the words. Nothing more than garbled speech came out of his mouth.

A pool of blood spread from the center of his body, my eyes shocked at the turn of events. But his sudden attack and death weren’t surprising in the slightest. He’d always been the kind of man that didn’t like losing, and he’d thought that this duel was going to turn his life around.

I looked at where the shot had come from, not finding it all surprising that it was my father the one that did it. He killed his own son, and he was the only one that could have done it. Anyone else – including me – would have only sparked a terrible war between our families.

“I should have done this a long time ago. That was the last straw,” he grumbled, putting his pistol back in his holder. He waved his hand and his aide turned the wheelchair around, rolling out of the room while everybody else lowered their guns.

Part of me couldn’t help but feel like pulling Ravil’s body out of the room and then take him to one of our hospitals, but after what he did to Kayla... I could never forgive him.

I just turned around and headed into the next room, already imagining the shitshow that was soon going to burst.

But to be with my dear wife again, it was going to be worth it.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Epilogue

Kayla
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Nazar did it. He took me on this trip that was far too exciting, far too good for me not to be talking about with my friends and mom. I was lounging on a lounge bed that stood on a beach, the savanna landscape behind me looking like something straight out of a dream.

I was living the dream of my life, and considering all the things that happened that led to this moment, I could look at my past and come to this one, pleasing conclusion – if given the chance, I’d never make a different choice.

Nazar had said that he was going to give me some time to talk all about what I wanted with my mom and so he headed off to the ocean, throwing himself against the waves, smiling and laughing with some of his friends.

It was kind of funny. Before now, I never thought that he had many friends.

I returned my attention to my mom. I was happy that my husband was giving me all the privacy I needed to talk to her about everything that happened during their duel. For a moment, when he lost the second round, I’d thought that he was going to lose.

“Kayla, I never thought that it would happen like that. I’m sorry that I wasn’t there for you. I should have done something, like poisoning that asshole.”

I exhaled, grabbing my glass of martini and sipping from it, the strong taste being everything I needed at this moment to forget that duel. I wished to be talking about something else with her, but she kept nagging me about it. There was just no escaping her.

I put the glass back on the small table by the lounge bed, adjusting how my head was resting on the pillow. It was comfortable, as was the mattress, but just having to remember the details of that battle made me feel like throwing my phone into the ocean.

“It’s okay, mom. You’ve been doing more than enough, really. I’m so happy I have your support.”

“Hey, in case you need me again, don’t hesitate to call, okay?”

I chuckled. Mom was never going to change. She made me wish that the same could be said about my sisters. They were all going to live a much happier life from now on, with Nazar’s money and everything else they could ask for.

What’s more, some of the other members of the bratva also took some interest in them. Considering the kind of women they were, I was pretty sure that they were going to make the most out of that.

“No problem, mom. I just need to turn off the phone now and focus on enjoying my vacations. You’re going to be alright without me, right?”

She was the one that chuckled this time, saying, “Of course, my love. You’re always going to be my favorite, no matters what happens.”

“Bye, mom,” I said, exhaling when she said her goodbyes and I finally ended the call, feeling like I’d just lifted a huge weight off my shoulders. Mom was never allowed to attend the duel. This whole time, she’d been wondering what had really happened there.

I reached out with my hand again, grabbing the martini, and sipping from it again. This was the kind of life that I’d been waiting for since I married him, and now that it was finally here, I almost didn’t know what to do with it.

I finished drinking my martini, closing my eyes, and tipping up my pair of sunglasses. They were nothing fancy or out of this world. Just something good enough to keep my eyes safe from the burning-hot sunshine.

I was enjoying the peacefulness, the people chatting, and laughing when a pair of hands settled on my shoulder. That skin, those fingers, those palms – I was always going to know them like the back of my hand.

They were an important part of my source of happiness.

Nazar leaned into my ear, whispering, “You’re everything to me. I can’t wait to have you in my bed again.”

I could almost wonder what this moment with him would be like if he hadn’t learned to keep his control obsession in check. Had he not achieved that, he would be telling me what I could and couldn’t do.

Hell, he wouldn’t even have allowed me to come to this beach in South Africa in the first place. This was everything I needed to get out of the cold that was beginning to paint Washington DC.

“I love you too, honey, but you’re kind of ruining this peaceful moment. When was the last time I could just relax and not have to think about anything?”

He inched his head nearer mine, planting a kiss on my cheek. I squirmed. There was no denying that my body needed his, that I craved making love with him right at this moment, but this was also a beautiful beach in South Africa. I didn’t want to be banned from coming here again.

And just when I thought that he was again going to fulfill my wishes, he latched his hand around mine, yanking me from the lounge bed. Short walls made of wood separated our spot from the rest of the beach, and in here we could have all the privacy we could ever need, as long as we didn’t want to have sex, that was.

I just never thought that he would pull me over to him like this, now holding both of my hands with determination.

“Let’s dance,” he announced, making me chuckle.

“I could never imagine you dancing, and I don’t think you’re particularly good at it,” I joked, still following his commands.

He swerved his body, moving with me like he was a gentle breeze. I couldn’t believe that he was actually dancing pretty well, especially for a man that was the boss of a mafia family. I thought that he was beyond it.

But if there was one more thing that Nazar liked doing, it was impressing me every day, and today was no exception.

He smiled, lifting his left hand and then settling his fingers on the frame of my sunglasses.

“I want to look at your eyes and admire them, if you don’t mind,” he murmured, making me wish to kiss him right at this moment. And since that was family-friendly, I didn’t have to hold anything back as he took off my sunglasses and put them down on the same small table where my now empty glass was sitting on.

Gosh, his lips were like sugar as they touched mine.

I pouted when he broke the kiss, looking at me with a gleam of love in his eyes.

“Tell me what you’re thinking about right now,” I pleaded, wondering what that was. I didn’t want him to keep anything hidden from me. Nazar might be a control freak, but I was the need-to-know-everything one.

He put his hand on the small of my back, until my belly was touching his hard, enraged cock. I turned my head to both sides, trying to find out if someone had already noticed his bulging erection. But it seemed that no one in here cared about us.

“I’m thinking that we should, you know, have a baby...”

His words shocked me, making me put my hand on my mouth, covering it. It didn’t occur to me that he was already thinking about that, already wishing to have a baby.

The thought of holding his baby in my arms, feeding it, and playing with it... It was almost too much for me, in a good way.

If it weren’t for his hands holding me, I’d already have fallen over on the wood floor of this small gazebo-like spot we were in. His arms held me with determination and he was looking into my eyes like he wouldn’t accept silence for an answer from me.

And it wasn’t like he needed to force me to reply to his question. I shared his wishes, after all.

“I want your baby too,” I responded, kissing him so many more times, with Nazar hoisting me up and then spinning me around with him.

His kiss was impossibly hot once again, already making me wish to go with him to our hotel and make love with him. Maybe he was right about that one thing. Maybe we should try for a baby.

“I knew you were going to say that,” he taunted, finally putting me down after he stopped spinning his body.

He still held one of my hands, walking with me out of the gazebo-like structure and getting our things. I was so happy that I couldn’t stop smiling from ear to ear, and I could tell that Nazar felt the same way, too.

I jumped ahead and stopped in front of him, leaning in and settling a finger on his impossibly plump lips.

“But before doing that, there’s something I want to do with you.”

“Hmmm, and what kind of thing is that?” He questioned, wrapping one arm around the small of my back, leading me out of the beach even though it was the most scenic part of this whole country.

If there was a prettier place than this one in the world, then I wanted to explore it.

I leaned in, putting my finger on his lips.

“You’re going to find out soon enough.”

“Oh please, don’t keep hanging, honey,” he joked, chasing after me when I decided to run ahead. I was no match to him, though. Wrapping his arms around me, he planted an impossible-to-resist kiss on my neck, making me feel shivers running down my spine.

These were by far the best vacations of my life, and there was nothing that could ruin it.

Keeping his head in the crook of my neck, he made me stay still with him, my eyes closed. I couldn’t think of anything right now. My mind was just a blank bliss. I had all sorts of plans I wanted to fulfill with him and even though they were important to me, nothing mattered more to me now than feeling him, just being with him.

I could still feel the light of the sun bathing my body, the sound of the waves crashing against the shore, cars driving on the road in front of me, and other signs of life here, but they were nothing more than parts of the background to me.

The foreground was me and him, and soon, a baby was going to become a part of that too.

He turned me around until his eyes were meeting mine, holding my hands in his.

“I just want to say that you’re the most beautiful woman in the world, that no one can compare to you.”

I smiled and kissed him.

I was making all of my dreams come true, and it was all thanks to Nazar.
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Not my Vows

Chapter 1

Imani
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I took the stairs, reaching the first floor of the mansion and then turning to the right, proceeding to where the kitchen was. At this time of the night, with the crickets chirping outside, there couldn’t be anyone in the kitchen.

I should have it all for myself, I thought with a gentle smile on my face.

Despite the different hurdles that often popped up in my life, it was a good one. But tonight was a little different. I couldn’t fall asleep at all, thinking about my next exams and if I was ready for them or not.

I needed to study more, but it was so difficult to find good study buddies this term. I had some friends. I liked them and all, but they were more focused on partying, getting drunk, and kissing their crushes.

I swooped down the hallway, finding the mansion a little creepy – as usual – at night. All these rooms with their lights turned off, the absence of laughs and people chatting, and the unbreakable silence didn’t help to make it look more inviting.

There were guards here and there, but it wasn’t like there were murderers trying to kill us or something like that. My father was a senator of the state of Virginia, though he did live here in Washington DC.

His life was quite exciting. He always got to meet all kinds of people.

Staying up late some nights, he always reminded me that all of this was possible thanks to him. If it weren’t for how he marketed himself and his charm, he wouldn’t have gotten elected.

I stopped in front of the doorway to the kitchen, turning my head to the right a little when I spotted one of the guards coming this way.

Most of the time, I liked to think they weren’t here. They sometimes made me think that we were living in a country that was at war. In truth, America was always at war, but it wasn’t like we were getting bombarded daily, also.

I knew that they were here to keep us safe, but with them always nearby, I could never play in the pool with just a bikini on and without having loads of friends over. At least they managed to make me forget that there were always guards watching me... like right now.

They understood how important I was to my father. If something happened to me, he would fire all of them, and so many of these men depended on him to feed their families, too.

I wore just light pink pajamas tonight. Sometimes I liked to put on a nightie, but tonight was an exception.

I walked into the kitchen, ignoring the guard that was coming over and the other behind me that was following me. One issue I’d already talked about with my dad was his obsession with keeping me under protection at all times.

I never felt like I was alone. Even when I was in my bedroom, with the door closed and the curtains drawn, I always had this nagging feeling on the back of my neck, as if it didn’t matter how thick the walls were, there was always going to be someone watching over.

I halted in front of the fridge, opening one of its doors and then looking at all the food that we had in it. This wasn’t the only fridge we had in the mansion, but it was the only one that didn’t look like it came from a military restaurant.

Adding to that, this kitchen was only used by us, the family that owned this mansion. My mom lived here too, though at this time of the night she was probably sleeping. Unlike my father, she wasn’t the kind of person that liked to work much.

But I supposed that she didn’t have to anyway. She was a CEO. She had employees that did the heavy lifting for her.

There were some leftovers in the fridge, a pie, fruits, vegetables, bread slices, cheese, and ham. I licked my lips when I remembered what a properly prepared and seasoned sandwich tasted like.

Thinking about it, it had already been some time since I last had one.

I nodded with my eyes closed and smiled gently, my hands finding the bread slices, the ham, and the cheese. I closed the door of the fridge by throwing my back against it and then proceeded to the kitchen island.

I turned around, opened the cupboards and some drawers until I finally found what I was looking for. A small, sharp knife to help me spread some mayo over the slices of bread.

I picked it up and whirled around when my arm knocked off the counter a bowl with a bunch of tomatoes in it, making them all roll away across the floor.

Oh, fuck me. Not this right now, I thought, already falling to my knees to fix my own mistake.

And that was when a hand popped up in my field of view, making my heart skip a beat as my eyes widened.

I snapped my head up, finding the face of a man that I’d never seen before – and he didn’t look like he was one of the guards, either. I didn’t look at their faces often, but this one carried with him a thick aura of confidence I’d never seen before.

And differently from them, he was still wearing a suit tonight. A dark, luxurious set that I’d never seen before. Custom made. He must have ordered this suit specifically for him. I guessed that he was the type of man that spent quite a bit of time trying to look his best, even if he didn’t need to do so because he was hot as fuck.

His green eyes seem to look at me with an intensity that I’d never seen before. It was like he’d just met the woman of his life, even though that didn’t make the littlest of sense.

His hair, pepper and salt, short and sharp, was a very common style that I’d seen on many men, but he managed to pull it off like no one else could, and with so much more glamour as well.

There were some hints of wrinkles on his face, though his trimmed and perfect beard seemed to hide most of it. I didn’t know his name, but one thing I was sure about – whoever he was, he was much older than me. By a decade, at least.

He looped his fingers around one of the tomatoes, his grip seeming confident and exhaling how he appeared to be the kind of man that could boss any moment of his life.

“You should be more careful,” he said, lifting the tomato with his hand and then dropping it into the bowl made of wood, which had fallen near him.

I couldn’t see what was beyond his neck, his suit hiding most of his body from my curious eyes, and yet I still couldn’t help but imagine that he most likely had a sculpted, perfect body hidden underneath those layers.

And those lips... Oh my God, I felt like kissing them right away.

His hand moved over to another tomato, picking it up and then tossing it into the bowl.

His eyes looked at me again, seeming to penetrate my soul even though it was clear it was not his intention to do so.

Plucking myself out of my reverie, I grabbed one of the tomatoes off the floor and forced my mind to recompose itself. Don’t look like a complete fool in front of the first real man you’ve met in months, Imani!

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to do this,” I said, putting the tomato I was holding into the bowl.

He chuckled.

“It’s nothing. Sometimes, stuff like this happens. What’s your name?” He asked, his eyes still studying me, still making me feel a little uncomfortable while drawing me to him like he was a raging flame and I was just a moth.

“It’s... Imani,” I responded, not sure if I should be telling someone like him my name. He could be a spy that had just penetrated our defenses and was now going to kill-

You’re delusional, Imani. That doesn’t make any sense. How could I even allow such a silly thought to pop up in my mind?

“I’m Yegor. Yegor Gorbunov,” he added, not waiting to see if I was going to ask his name or not, his thick Russian accent accompanying his words.

Gorbunov. Russian. Holy mother of God, I knew his family. Well, I didn’t know them as if they were friends of mine or anything like that, but I’d heard my father talking about them so many times, and more often than not one of the guards in our mansion mentioned how scary they were, too.

They were not a typically rich family here in Washington DC. They had some connection with the Russian mafia, as some rumors suggested.

But that... couldn’t be, right? If that were the case, then surely the FBI and the CIA would have already found out about them and snuffed them out, right?

He was squatting on the floor, and I was on my knees. There were still so many tomatoes to pick up. Who the hell kept all these tomatoes outside the fridge and in a bowl sitting on top of a counter anyway?

Tossing another tomato into the bowl, he asked, “Is your father here?”

I didn’t know how to frame my answer. Yes, my father should be in his office, but why was this man interested in meeting him this late at night?

I shouldn’t do this, but I still felt compelled to.

“He... should be in his office, yeah,” I replied.

He lifted a corner of his lips, smiling without showing his teeth.

“Good. I need to see him. We have something to discuss.”

Oh, that smile. It made me fall for him even more. I could just imagine those strong, confident arms holding me, and then his lips-

Control yourself, Imani! He’s out of your league. Don’t you see how he’s looking at you now? He doesn’t think the same way. He probably already has a girlfriend.

I darted my eyes down, finding that his fingers lacked an engagement ring. They did have a collection of different, expensive-looking rings made of gold and silver, but he didn’t have any on his wedding finger.

I didn’t dare to ask him what he needed to talk about with my father. I didn’t want him to think that I was stepping out of my boundaries. After all, he was still just a stranger to me. A hot as balls stranger, but still one.

There was just one tomato left on the pristine, shiny floor of the kitchen. I moved my hand to it, looping my fingers around it when, all of sudden, he cupped my hand. It was just an accident. He didn’t mean to cup my hand... right?

His eyes locked with mine again, their shade of jade green making me feel like I was under a witch’s spell.

I felt his hand around mine, and how callous and massive it was. He was the kind of man that could dominate me, make me feel like his submissive little pet while he proved his love for me with every action of his.

He didn’t say he was sorry about that when he took his hand off mine, allowing me enough time to drop the tomato into the bowl. He cupped it with his hands and then stood up, putting the bowl back on top of the counter.

“Now you know where it is,” he affirmed, his voice still thick and carrying so much command with it.

“Now I know where w-what is?” I asked, sounding just as dumbfounded as I really was. Now that we were both standing up, something else made me even weaker under his spell, and it was how tall and imposing he looked.

“The bowl,” he said, pointing to it with his index finger while curling a corner of his lips. I chuckled and so did he, and we fell about into laughter, my hands cupping my belly.

But when silence fell into the room again, a pair of feet caught my attention.
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She looked stunning. Oh, I’d grown tired of meeting the same types of women every day. I didn’t know what it was about them, but they all looked the same. Fake eyes, fake smiles, and lies on top of lies.

But Imani... Oh, she looked like something else entirely. Her chocolate skin was the first thing that stole the attention of my eyes, but it was her sunny and innocent personality that hooked me to her like she was a fisherman’s rod and I was just a fish in a shallow pond.

Innocence was something that I wasn’t used to anymore.

She appeared to be pretty young. At least a decade younger than me, and an easy prey. I didn’t know that Efrem had a daughter so beautiful, so naïve that she could steal the heart of any man with ease.

And she could do that without even being aware of it.

Her hair was short, falling to her ears. It was black like a romantic night under the light of candles. Her eyes were painted with a tone of coconut that made it almost impossible for me to look at anywhere that wasn’t them, the mere mention of trying to do something different from that sounding like a sin to my mind.

Imani’s body was a bit more on the skinnier side, but she still had all the curves that a woman like her should have.

A pair of feet that stepped into the room took me out of my trance, making me turn my eyes to the right.

“You’re not one of the guards. Who are you and what are you doing here?” A man with a cap and a guard’s uniform asked, stepping into the room.

“I walked through the front door and asked for permission to come, if that’s what you’re worried about,” I stated, refusing to step any farther from Imani. I still had so much to talk about with her.

He was holding an M4, as if he was ready to go to war.

“We’ll see about that,” he affirmed, narrowing his eyes and making my hand shoot to the grip of my gun that was tucked in my waist. I didn’t loop my fingers around it and I didn’t plan on making a scene in Efrem’s home, but if he couldn’t have better men protecting his estate, then he left me no choice.

A man popped into the kitchen from the dark hallway, his eyes shooting wide when he noticed what was happening here. Differently from the man that was holding the M4 rifle, he only had a small handgun with him, and he didn’t have a cap on his head. Why would anyone be wearing a cap indoors anyway unless he was bald and was insecure about his lack of hair?

The man that rushed into the room wore the same dark uniform, with the last name of Imani’s family engraved on it. He was one of the guards, though it was still a mystery to me why he came here all of sudden.

The guy holding the M4 turned his head to him, asking, “Do you know him?”

“Yeah, he’s a Gorbunov. He came here to talk to the boss.”

His friend, whose name was Noah Watson, widened his eyes in genuine surprise. Even his grip on the rifle eased, with him shifting his weight as he showed me that, of all the things he’d assumed I was, he never thought I was a Gorbunov.

“I see,” he said all of sudden, with his voice sounding more like a murmur.

Turning around, he stepped out of the kitchen with his friend following him, talking to him while he got unceremoniously ignored. Noah understood the weight of that moment where he had a little face-off with me. Had he angered me any more, he knew I wouldn’t hesitate before making his whole family suffer.

Imani’s voice stole my attention again, plucking me out of my thoughts.

“Well, at least that confirms you’re not a spy or a killer trying to murder my whole family,” Imani said, opening a wide and shiny smile.

I smiled too, though without showing my teeth. I just wasn’t used to smiling and laughing, even if she made me feel like doing that all the time with her. We just gelled that well together.

“Yeah, I guess that does. So, you’re Efrem’s daughter?”

“My father? Oh, I am, yeah,” she replied, swiping her hand over the kitchen island and almost making the small knife that she’d put on top of it fall off.

“Careful there,” I advised, grabbing not only the knife, but also the slices of bread, the ham, and the cheese before moving them safely away from her. “I think you need someone looking over you.”

She rubbed the back of her head, closing her eyes as she chuckled, showing me how embarrassed she was.

“I think I do, yeah,” she said, her eyes opening and looking at me as she found it impossible not to show her feelings for me now. If it weren’t for the fact that I needed to go see her father, I’d stay here and properly get to know her.

“Let me make a sandwich for you,” I offered without asking her if she wanted it or not. I didn’t need to since it was obvious that she’d come here for a sandwich and was making a mess of things because she was that clumsy in the kitchen.

“Oh, you don’t need to do that-” she was saying before she closed her mouth, her eyes widening as she watched me spread some mayonnaise over the bread slices. I couldn’t be sure of this, but I guessed that my professionalism was impressing her.

Imani didn’t look like the kind of girl that knew her way around a kitchen, after all, even if all she wanted to make was a simple ham and cheese sandwich like this one.

It took me almost no time to put a slice of ham and another of cheese on one of the slices of bread, closing the sandwich with the other slice. Her eyes were still wide when I finished making the sandwich, though there was one more thing I needed to do before it was truly ready for her.

“Do you have a sandwich maker?” I asked, holding the sandwich in my hand. She could eat it now, but it didn’t have the taste that would light her tongue on fire. I still needed to toast it and make the cheese melt.

“Yes, I think that we should have it somewhere around here,” she said, opening one of the counters and looking through it, but she found nothing. Imani proceeded to open another counter, finding nothing in it as well, and then she opened another and another until I decided to find it on my own.

After all, how difficult could it be to find a sandwich maker in a kitchen that probably had a whole collection of them?

Opening the counter right next to me, it turned out that it wasn’t that difficult at all. Imani chuckled as her cheeks grew rosier, probably reaffirming to herself the supposition that she really was no good in a kitchen.

“Oh, of course. It was there this whole time,” she said, her tone a joking one.

I grabbed the sandwich maker and put it on top of the kitchen island, my hand guiding the plug to the socket. Shoving it into it, I slid the sandwich into the sandwich maker, closed it, and pressed some buttons to set the timer.

It should take some minutes, which meant that I should have some more time to talk to her. I knew that her father was waiting for me in his office, but from what I knew, he was the kind of man that worked his ass off.

He didn’t forget that I was now inside his home, but he wasn’t going to send one of his guards to come and take me to his office. He wasn’t that stupid. He knew how much he depended on the goodwill of my family.

“It’s not that complicated, but if you need someone to come to make you a sandwich, then don’t hesitate to call me.”

“But I don’t have your phone number...” She said, falling right into my trap. I didn’t need an excuse to ask for her phone number, but it did feel a lot more natural if she was the one bringing that up, like she just did.

“Then, get your phone. I’m going to spell it out for you,” I said, watching her as she slid her hand into one of the pockets of her pajamas’ pants, fishing out of it her massive, thick phone.

Jesus fuck. I hadn’t bought a new phone in ages. They really were making them look more and more like tablets, weren’t they?

I spelled out my number for her, and she sent me a message with a grinning emoji so that I had her number as well. Nice. I’d come here to meet her father in the dead of night, but I was going to come out of here with the promise of banging her daughter as well.

Maybe I should come here more often. Where there’s a hot chick like this one hiding, there ought to be more.

I sat down with her, with Imani picking up the now toasted sandwich and taking a bite off it.

“Hmmm, it’s delicious. Thank you for this. I don’t think I could ever have made something like this.”

“It’s nothing,” I said, just hoping to be done with my meeting with her father as soon as possible so that I could talk to her again.

She was falling for me so easily, and I couldn’t pass up the opportunity to bone her some other night. Hell, if she felt like it, I could bone her tonight, in her bedroom.

Imani finished her sandwich, standing up with me and going to the hallway.

“If you want, I could take you to my father’s office. It’s not too far.”

“If you don’t mind,” I teased, getting so close to her I could smell the natural aroma of her body, feeling like yanking her to me and kissing her. But I was going to make it a little more difficult for this chick.

No point in making her think that I was an easy man.

I allowed her to lead the way, Imani swaying her butt under her pajamas’ pants, tempting me to rip them off her and impale her right here in this hallway.

But I didn’t do that as she took me to the second floor of their home and then stopped in front of her father’s office. I’d been here many more times and I didn’t need Imani’s help, but I also couldn’t have resisted hearing her gentle voice some more.

“Here it is,” she said, winking. “Have fun and tell him how much I love him.”

Imani turned around when I nodded and smiled softly, strolling back to her bedroom. I stayed by the door to her father’s office some more, watching her ass as it swayed again, until she finally rounded a corner and disappeared.

Her father wouldn’t like the fact that I’d set my eyes on his prized little princess, but there was nothing about it he could do. She was already a grown woman.

It was with that thought in mind that I exhaled and opened the door of his office without knocking.

I wanted to piss him off.
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I halted when I rounded the corner, throwing my body silently against one of the walls of the highway and exhaling. I never thought that men like him existed in real life. I mean, I’d seen guys like him in movies but never in front of me, in flesh and bone.

I slid down, sitting on the floor and looking up. Though my eyes were staring at the ceiling, my mind was somewhere else.

I was still thinking about him, and now I had his phone number and we could talk and then he could take me to a romantic dinner and-

And I was getting ahead of myself again. He did show me some very promising signs, but they didn’t mean much if he didn’t feel like seeing me again.

I slowly stood up, still feeling the weight of his hand cupping mine when he helped me pick back up those tomatoes.

I turned and put one step forward when a wild thought crossed my mind. It was more like a reaction to my urges and temptations.

I needed to hear his voice again. While the walls of our home were thick, I should still be able to hear his voice through the door of dad’s office if I put my ear on it.

I bit my bottom lip, considering doing that for no more than a couple of seconds before I opened a shy smile and whirled around.

I strolled to dad’s office again, my heart beating like a train whose breaks had stopped working and could only keep speeding up.

I leaned in, putting my ear on the door and hearing who appeared to be dad as he stood up and slid his chair under the table.

“It’s nice to see you again, Mr. Gorbunov...”

There was a moment of silence, with both of them shaking hands, I presumed.

“You know why I’m here,” Yegor said, his voice still sounding so thick and commanding, melting my heart some more.

“Oh, yes...” Father said, and he sounded a little more worried than usual. And now that I was thinking better about it, wasn’t it odd that Yegor was meeting him late at night like this? Why all the secrecy? Why not have come at a more appropriate time?

But if he had done that, then I wouldn’t have met him, I thought to myself with a gentle smile on my face.

I heard the sound of someone shuffling over to the other, and the next words that my ear picked up stole all of my attention to what they were talking about.

“I’m going to pay the loan. Don’t worry,” father promised.

“That’s not good enough,” Yegor growled, sounding so pissed he could make me piss my pants if he were in front of me.

Maybe their meeting didn’t mean anything out of the ordinary. Father took all kinds of loans from all kinds of people. Why did it seem like the one they were talking about was more important than all the others?

There was a moment of unnerving silence, the fingers of my right hand digging through the fabric of my pajamas.

“I’m doing all I can, Mr. Gorbunov, but as you know,” father said with an uncomfortable chuckle, “it’s not easy for someone like me. I’m a politician. I have so many responsibilities.”

“My father doesn’t like people trying to bullshit him, and to me, it looks like that’s what you’re trying to do.”

Another uncomfortable chuckle.

“I’m not trying to bullshit anyone, Mr. Gorbunov. I’m doing all I can, but it really was a lot of money.”

“I don’t think I need to spell out to you how much money we loaned, right? And to remind you of all the people we asked to support you.”

“No, you really don’t need to do that.” My father’s voice sounded weaker than usual, and this meeting of theirs was making me feel a little terrified of Yegor. When I met him, I didn’t think that he had this other side within him. “When I have the money, I’ll transfer it over to your family’s bank account.”

It felt like he could kill my father now and he wouldn’t even feel threatened. It was almost like he thought the police couldn’t touch him.

“I don’t think that’s going to be enough, Efrem. My father will want better reassurance that you’re going to pay him.”

“I’ll come up with something.”

“You’re only making me feel a little more pissed off than usual, Efrem. Do you want me to tell my father that you’re not going to pay him?”

“No, please don’t do that.” It almost sounded like my father was sobbing now, his voice nothing more than a whisper of fear at this point. “I’ll do anything to prove my loyalty.”

“Oh, you’d do anything? You do realize that spouting out that kind of bullshit has its consequences, right?”

I heard my father swallowing down hard. I felt either like barging into the room or running away from here. Either way, hearing this conversation was making my heart beat like a speeding train.

I couldn’t believe a man was humiliating my father like this, degrading him to the point of forcing him to sink to his knees in front of him.

“Yes, I know, Mr. Gorbunov. I don’t say this lightly. I do mean it. Just give me more time and then the money will be deposited into your bank account.”

There was a moment of silence that made me feel worried Yegor was about to pull out his handgun and shoot my father right inside our home.

“I suppose that’s good enough to make me leave your home a little pleased with your promise, Efrem, but I’m not sure my father will think the same way.”

Sounds of some ruffling and knees stomping across the floor followed his statement, making my heart skip a beat.

“Please, Mr. Gorbunov. You’re going to put in a good word for me, right? You’re going to tell him that I’ve been a good boy and that I’m going to approve all of the bills that he wants, and that I’m going to pay the loan soon, right?”

Another moment of unnerving silence filled dad’s office, making me dig my nails so hard into the palms of my right hand that I drew blood.

“I’ll see what I can do,” he said, the sound of his feet as he whirled around plucking me out of my trance and making me dash over to the other end of the hallway. I threw my back against the wall, panting.

The door to dad’s office shot open, but it didn’t immediately close.

“Is there something wrong, Mr. Gorbunov?” Dad asked, most likely standing up at this point and shuffling over to Yegor.

I was deeply wrong about Yegor. I’d thought that he was going to be the perfect match for me, but I didn’t think that involving myself with someone that could humiliate my own father the way he did in his own home was a good idea.

He was still incredibly handsome and everything about his body ticked all the right boxes for me, but I’d only be bringing a storm of trouble into my family if I talked some more with him.

“I thought that I’d felt someone listening in through the door. You wouldn’t happen to know anything about that, right? You know what the punishment is for spying on us.”

Another clumsy chuckle from dad made my heart skip yet another beat.

“I’d never do something like that. I’ve always specifically asked for my guards to stay away from the second floor when you’re talking with me. And I know what would happen if I did something you don’t like.”

I was still panting, still keeping my body glued to the wall. The second floor of our mansion was so silent now that I could hear dad’s heavy breathing, and he was pretty far from me.

“Yeah? I’m not sure I trust you,” Yegor affirmed, stepping into the hallway.

I heard footsteps approaching where I was. He was stepping to my location and he was going to find out I was the one spying on him. And when he found that out... I didn’t know what he would do, but he’d certainly make me feel even more scared of him.

“Are you sure, Mr. Gorbunov? Maybe you were only hearing things.”

There was another moment of silence, his footsteps toward me stopping.

“I never ‘hear things’, Efrem.”

His footsteps resumed, with each sounding like bombs being dropped in our home. I panicked. I shoved myself off of the wall and ran away to where the stairs to the third floor were. I could easily find my bedroom then, as soon as I finished climbing them up and turned to the right. My bedroom was the first door on that side, after all.

But I didn’t know if I was going to get there in time.

The hallway felt longer than usual, and my body was beginning to feel heavier and more sluggish. For sure his eyes were going to spot me running and then he was going to kill me.

That was the way of a powerful mafia family like his. They didn’t waste time playing around.

There was a phone ring all of sudden that startled me, almost making me trip and fall over. I threw my weight against the wall with my hands, preventing that from happening.

The phone ring came from the other hallway, the one where my father and Yegor were in.

He stopped chasing me, silence falling into the mansion again as he most likely pressed a button on the screen of his phone and picked up the call.

“Father, I’m here.”

I couldn’t hear anything that his father was saying. Just his son’s voice.

“Yes, I’m dealing with that. He said that he will do anything for us. Do you think that’s enough or should I pressure him a little bit more?”

Another moment of silence.

“You want me to come back? Like, right now? I thought I was supposed to get something out of this asshole first. We invested so much money in him and, so far, he hasn’t proven his worth.”

“...”

“I see. We’ll talk more later, then. Love you, father.”

He ended the call, proceeding to say, “I don’t have time for this, but if you indeed had someone spying on me, then you can bet that I’m going to find out about it.”

“No, I wasn’t. We were all alone. I swear.”

I imagined Yegor shaking his head. I didn’t know what he was doing now, but the sound of his fading footsteps was unmistakable. He was finally leaving.

Realizing that made me lean against one of the walls of the hallway again, sliding my body until I was sitting on the floor. I looped my arms around my knees and thought about crying before realizing that this still wasn’t over.

I needed to get to my room, lock the door, and pretend that I was sleeping.

Still feeling like my body was made of concrete, I stood up and hurried over to the stairs. I climbed them and opened the door of my bedroom, closing it quickly with the key before someone could figure out what was going on.

Yegor being here on the second floor meant that there were no guards following me around. If there were, then they would know what I was doing.

I heard the sound of a car’s engine turning on. I rushed over to the window but didn’t open it. I only pulled the curtain to the side a little, witnessing a black sedan leaving through the main gate.

Though I couldn’t be sure of this, something in my heart still confirmed my suspicions. That had to be Yegor. He was, indeed, finally leaving.

I didn’t think I was going to be thinking this tonight, but I felt overwhelmingly relieved that he wasn’t here anymore.

Yegor scared me.
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I plopped down in my bed, not feeling like taking off my clothes and boots. I had a full day and, right now, I only wanted to relax. I snuck my hand into one of the pockets of my pants, fishing out of it my phone.

I pressed my finger onto the fingerprint reader. The screen was unlocked and I loaded up the app so that I could text her. I wasn’t sure of this, but I thought that she’d kind of mentioned that she couldn’t sleep well tonight?

And if she couldn’t, then she had to be awake, even at this time of the night. Looking at the time on the screen, I realized that it wouldn’t take more than a few hours until the sun was already rising on the horizon.

Her profile picture made her look even prettier than when I’d met her in the kitchen.

Damn, those boobs and that ass. I wished I could have had my hands all over them when we were chatting in person. I’d never dated a woman with a skin of such perfection, with curves as perfect as hers, and with limps so plump that they begged me to kiss her right away.

It wasn’t love, though.

This was just me finally finding a woman that was worth the effort. Most of the time, when I tried apps like Tinder or OkCupid, I always had a difficult time finding someone that was worth the trouble.

Either they lacked the looks, or had something about their personality that pissed me off.

I admired her profile picture for some more time before finally hitting the text box and pondering the right message that I needed to send to her. It shouldn’t be anything more than something casual. Just to set the tone.

Me: hey, pretty. still awake?

Minutes ticked by, with me still holding the phone and, this time, just browsing random stuff on the internet, like soccer pages and politics. I couldn’t care much about what was happening in Russia, so I stuck to politics here in Washington DC.

Nothing quite like reading up on all the shitshow that happened in this city, right?

I sighed after a few more minutes of nothing happening. The message had been delivered, but she hadn’t read it. Or maybe she did read it and just didn’t feel like answering me now. Maybe something was keeping her occupied.

There were a lot of things that could be going on now, I reminded myself.

But then, as if to prove me wrong, she finally replied.

Imani: hey, yegor..

I narrowed my eyes a little, frowning. That was a little odd, unless she was the kind of person that couldn’t quite translate her real-world personality to the internet. She had looked so much more vibrant when she met me in that kitchen.

Me: how are you feelin? still can’t sleep?

And nothing again, like she didn’t want to be talking to me now. She was making me feel a little impatient and wondering if she really was worth the trouble.

Finally, three dots popped up on the screen, bouncing until her message finally came through.

Imani: no, it’s nothing like that. it’s just that I’m worried about some tests I’ll have.

Me: what tests? You didn’t tell me you were studying.

And yet another instance where she didn’t respond to me right away, even though she'd already shown that she was awake.

The three dots showed up again, faded away, and then popped back up.

Imani: yeah, i’m in college.

Just that? She wasn’t going to tell me which college it was and what degree she was in?

I frowned, still thinking that this might be worth it. I didn’t feel like hitting the local strip club for a quick fuck.

Me: care to tell me what college that is and what degree?

Three dots appeared again, disappeared, and then popped up before she sent me her next message.

Imani: it’s marketing at georgetown university.

And that’s it again? All of her messages were so short and to the point, like she really didn’t feel like talking to me now.

I should just end this conversation right away and pretend that I never meant to have anything significant with her, I thought before finally making that decision.

Me: i’m feeling a bit sleepy now. we’ll talk tomorrow, maybe.

I waited to see if she was going to reply or not, but the screen of my phone was showing that she didn’t even read the message.

I shook my head, turning off the phone and then standing up from the bed. I took off my coat, unbuttoned my shirt and took it off as well, and then finally removed my pants. Sitting back on the bed, I pulled off my shoes and socks.

I yawned and lied down on the bed again, pulling up my phone and loading up Facebook. I scrolled down the newsfeed, checking out what my friends had posted. I didn’t usually try to find out what they were doing, but after that horrible chat with Imani, I just needed to do something to take my mind off of it.

What a bitch. She was almost taking off her clothes for me when we talked in person and now she was acting like she didn’t give a shit about me? Who the hell did she think she was? Even her father was afraid of me.

It was then that I came across the photo of one of my friends showing off his baby. He’d been born yesterday. He was holding him in his hands, with a big smile on his face.

Seeing that photo triggered something in me, something that toyed with my feelings and made me feel like I was doing something wrong. But that couldn’t be. I wasn’t doing anything wrong.

I didn’t have a wife yet because I hadn’t found the right woman, and I wasn’t going to marry any trash that I found. It needed to be someone that showed to me that she cared about my thoughts, about what I felt.

And it certainly couldn’t be a woman like Imani.

Unless that involved her giving birth to my baby. I was 37 already and I was getting to that age where I started to think about my future. My father wouldn’t live for much longer. He wanted some reassurance that I was going to continue the reign of the family, and he also wanted to hold his nephew in his arms before he passed away.

I loved my father and I wanted to make that happen, but this whole time I’d been a lot more preoccupied with matters of our family. I just never thought much about marrying someone, always reminding myself that I first needed to find the right woman.

But time was passing and I supposed I couldn’t delay it much further.

I was the kind of guy that liked to make things perfect, or as perfect as they could be. I didn’t want to marry anyone just so that she could give birth to a baby of mine. And he needed to be a boy too. A woman could never become the pakhan of our family.

I closed my eyes and turned off the screen of the phone, putting it back on top of the nightstand.

There was one more reason why I had to hurry that up. The man that was holding his baby in his arms was one of the many trying to take control of the family, once my father passed away. We didn’t have a voting system or anything like that, but despite my father’s wishes, if he proved to everyone else that he was more capable than me, then he would naturally become the next pakhan.

I was my father’s brigadier, but when it came to it, he had the upper hand now. Constantine had a wife and a son as well now. He looked a lot more fit to lead the family, and considering his Warrior role in it, a lot of our soldiers looked up to him.

I guessed that being the brigadier of the family and the pakhan’s father kind of spoiled me.

I pushed those thoughts away. They were going to be of no help to me now. If anything, they were only going to make me hate myself, which was something that I didn’t do.

I finally turned on the bed and fell asleep.

The days that were going to come were going to take a heavy toll on me.
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Chapter 5

Imani
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“No, you’re supposed to press the key like this,” my father said, sitting down beside me and pressing one of the keys of the piano. He was trying to show me how differently he could press the key, but I didn’t understand what he was doing that was so different.

I put my hand on my forehead, trying to hide some of my face. He sure was making me look like a fool now.

“I think I have more important things to do, like studying,” I said, trying to steer our conversation into something that I was a bit more familiar with. My father had this obsession that I needed to learn how to play the piano, even though I didn’t want to.

He straightened up his back, some line of disappointment passing through his eyes.

“And how is that going so far, by the way? I thought you were saying you were having a hard time with your classes.”

I smiled, trying to hide my shame.

“Something like that. I am studying, though. It’s just so hard to learn Marketing, and it’s a Master’s degree as well.”

“But when I was your age, that didn’t stop me from plowing through those kinds of obstacles. You know I’m a successful politician. If you need my help with something, you can always talk to me.”

It wasn’t that easy, though. I never felt like talking to my dad about anything. And that was one of the many reasons why I still hadn’t brought up his meeting with Yegor. I felt like doing that would only piss him off and make him feel disappointed in me.

“I know, dad, and it’s okay, really. I don’t want to sound rude, but I’m fine. I’ll get straight A’s in my tests and then you’ll be congratulating me.”

He pulled up a corner of his lips.

“I guess we’ll see about that, though I am cheering for you and I do think that you’ll impress me,” he said, taking a moment to breathe. Every day that passed he looked older and tired, and now I couldn’t help but wonder if his dealings with that mafia family had something to do with that. “Now, going back to the piano...”

I sighed.

I guessed there was no escaping his obsession, and if there was something that I could do to take his mind off the stuff he needed to deal with, then I was willing to sacrifice a bit of my time learning something that wasn’t going to help me with anything.

“Alright, then back to the piano lesson,” I joked, smiling.

“Right, you’re supposed to press the key like this. Not too hard, and not too softly either. It has to be pressed just right so that you can make the sound that it’s supposed to make.”

He shifted to the right a little, giving me space. I pressed the key again and it sounded okay to my ears, but then he quickly waved his hands and shook his head.

“No, not like that. You’re pressing it too quickly and with too much force. You’re making it sound worse than fingernails scratching on a blackboard,” he grumbled, making me wonder when something else was going to come up and make him rush back to his office.

There was always something-

And that was when his phone rang all of a sudden. He fished it out of the pocket of his pants, standing up from the piano as he said, “I’m sorry, Imani. I need to pick up this call.”

He slid his finger up on the green button on the screen of his phone, making me wonder who he was going to speak with. And, as usual, he was probably going to forget that he was supposed to finish this piano lesson with me today.

“Yes, who’s this?” He asked, his voice calm despite the tension that was beginning to settle in.

“...”

I couldn’t hear what the person on the other side was saying, and instead of picking up my phone and tending to my duties, I kept my ears perked up. Whatever they were going to talk about, I needed to hear it.

“Oh, Mr. Gorbunov. I didn’t think you were going to call me today.”

“...”

“I’m doing everything I can. Hold on-” He said, turning his head back to me. “Imani, I need to go to my office now, but I’ll be back.”

“Yes, dad,” I said, waving my right hand as he turned back around and hurried over to his office, taking the stairs. He didn’t just go up on them, though. He took two steps at a time, and that wasn’t something that I was used to seeing him do.

I exhaled, taking a moment to ask myself if I should follow him to his office or not. I felt pretty bad when I spied in on his conversation with Yegor and it did reveal more about his life than I wanted to know, but I couldn’t deny that if he was in trouble, then I needed to know all about it.

Even if he didn’t feel like disclosing any of that to me, I needed to intervene somehow.

It was with that thought in mind that I stood up, glancing over the screen of my phone and realizing that one of the last messages I didn’t reply to had come from Yegor. I’d initially thought that he was a cool guy to date, but that was before I learned about what he did for a living.

I looked from side to side, spotting one of the guards – Noah – already positioning himself by the front door of the mansion. The piano was located on one of the sides of the main hall, where extensive windows allowed the light of the sun to bathe the room with it.

I’d need to lose him somehow, and I didn’t think that was going to be easy. Not to mention that he thought that following me around was the most important part of his job.

I stood up and strolled to the kitchen on the first floor, holding my phone as I faked that I was typing to someone. That’s when a plan crossed my mind. There was indeed something I could do to lose him.

I pulled up my contact list and sent a text to a friend of mine. Noah had a huge crush on her and despite his professionalism, he always found some time to court her when she was here.

I was just going to have to keep pretending that this wasn’t about me trying to lose him. And that’s without mentioning that I wasn’t going to have much time. By the time she came here, father’s conversation with Yegor could already be over.

Me: you need to come here, right now.

I was still strolling down a hallway, typing another message when she replied.

Angelica: wait, what do u mean? what is going on?

Me: no time to explain. you’re going to have to trust me again.

Angelica: i trust you and i’m already going there. Shouldn’t take me more than a few minutes, but it would still be great if you didn’t keep me totally in the dark.

I exhaled. I guessed that convincing her was going to take some time.

Me: remember Yegor? he’s talking with my father now.

Angelica: wow, for real? I need to go there right away, then. I don’t want to sound like an old hag gossiping, but I think your father might be in trouble.

Me: no time for that now. Just come here as soon as possible. I need to listen in on his call and I’m not sure how much time I’ve still got left.

Angelica: no problem, babe. I’m already in my car and unless the guards of your home hold me up, I should be there in no time.

Me: hurry.

My heart was hammering in my chest. Each second that passed without me being able to get to the second floor was important information that I was missing on.

I kept pacing around, strolling around in the mansion, pretending that I was only dicking around until I finally heard the gate to the mansion opening. From where I stood, I could see Angelica’s car rolling in.

I walked until I stood behind the front door. Angelica had one of our servants park her sedan, and she stepped out of it. I opened the door for her and hugged her as if this was the last time I was going to see her.

We didn’t talk as often as she would like, but she was still such a good friend.

She broke the hug and took a step backward, the curls of her hair bouncing as she looked her exuberant self. No wonder Noah had such a crush on her. And that crush was going to be his downfall this morning.

“You look great, Imani!” She happily said, putting an arm over my shoulders and leaning until she could whisper into my ear. “What’s happening here? You look worried.”

“Can you talk to Noah for a little bit?” I murmured, happy that sounds of employees chatting and working in and around our mansion were drowning out our voices. “I need to go to my father’s office, and I don’t want Noah to find out.”

She narrowed her eyes a little, frowning. Angelica wasn’t the type of woman that couldn’t take a hint, and she knew that there was something odd going on here. Like the good friend she was, she was going to help me.

Angelica pulled up a corner of her lips, saying, “Leave it to me, though you’re going to owe me one.”

“Hopefully without interest,” I joked, my heart rate already slowing down a little now that I knew she was going to help me.

She winked and hopped on over to Noah. I lowered my head and pretended that I was only typing on my phone. Acting naturally was how I was going to keep myself under his radar. And who would have known? The guy did have a weak point, after all.

I rounded a corner and peeked behind my shoulders, happy that there was no one else following me. There could be and I just couldn’t see him, but this was all the evidence I needed.

Plus, inside my home, dad never kept more than one guard – usually Noah – watching over me anyway.

I jammed my phone into my pocket and hurried over back to one of the stairs that led to the second floor. I climbed them almost as fast as dad did, jumping two steps at a time.

I slowed down when I got close to his office. I didn’t want him to hear me, even if that most likely couldn’t happen. The walls were just too thick for sounds of footsteps to echo through them that easily.

I halted by the door of his office and leaned in, putting my ear near it. My heart jumped when I heard that he hadn’t finished his conversation with Yegor yet and that was saying something, considering how long it had already been since he left the main hall.

“You don’t understand, Mr. Gorbunov. I just can’t use her like that. She would look at me like I was a failure.”

“...”

Dad exhaled, saying, “I guess that I really have no other choice...”

What the hell were they talking about? This was creeping me out. If he didn’t tell me what this was all about after he ended the call, I’d have no choice but to put him up against the wall, and that was one of the many things that I’d thought I’d never have to do.

“Yes, Mr. Gorbunov. I’ll bring her over with me.”

Bring who over with him? He couldn’t be talking about me, right? I didn’t want to have to see Yegor again at all. He creeped me out too much when he humiliated my father in his own home.

I heard footsteps approaching the door. I whirled around and was going to hurry away from there as fast as possible when the door opened all of sudden.

I froze.

I didn’t think this through, and now I was going to have to pay the price.

“Imani, what are you doing here?” Dad asked, with me slowly turning around to meet the glare of his eyes. He was almost making me feel like he was going to kill me.

I rubbed the back of my head, wondering if there was a smooth way to come out of this.

“Nothing. I was just passing through.”

He put both of his hands on his waist, his eyes showing his disappointment. I didn’t lie to him often, and I didn’t think that I was a good liar.

“You weren’t just ‘passing through’, Imani. Don’t lie to me. You were listening in on me again, right?”

I opened my mouth but didn’t know what words to come up with. I didn’t think I could string together a proper sentence that could quench how much he was worried and the questions that he had in his mind.

I was already thinking that there was really no point in trying to lie to him and that I shouldn’t be trying to do what I was doing anyway.

I needed to find out all I could about what he was talking about with Yegor.

I exhaled.

“I listened in on your conversation with Yegor last time he was here-”

“Jesus, Imani. My personal matters shouldn’t have anything to do with you, though now it might be too late for that anyway.”

I blinked twice.

“What do you mean?”

“Mr. Sidor Gorbunov specifically asked for you to come with me this afternoon. He has something that he said he can say in person only, and it has to do with you.”

I gave him an uncomfortable smile.

“Who is he?”

“He’s Yegor’s father and also one of the most important men in all of Washington DC,” he replied, looking down. “I shouldn’t have taken up on his deal.”

“What kind of deal?” I asked, my voice showing how worried this discussion with him was making me feel. “If it’s something that I should know about, then you can’t keep hiding it from me.”

He waved his hand.

“No, I’m not going to involve you in that any more than you already are. He wants to see you and there’s nothing I can do about that.”

“Jesus, dad. You’re scaring me.”

“He didn’t want to tell me why he wants to see you, though.”

“You took money from him, didn’t you?” I finally mustered up the courage to ask, his eyes widening.

“You heard too much from my conversation with his son.”

I put my hands on my waist, determination filling my heart.

“Well, I’m glad I did. I’d be even more shocked by all this had I not done that.”

His eyes darted to the left and right. I knew what he was going to say before he did.

“What happened to Noah?”
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Chapter 6

Yegor
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My father opened a small box, picked up his cigar, and lit it up with a match. He shook it until the flame was no more and then put his cigar in between his lips. Pressing it with them as he sucked smoke in, his wrinkles betrayed how old he looked.

He knew it.

He knew that his time was coming and that it wouldn’t be much longer until something snuffed his life away. And until then, he wanted to make sure that he would pass the torch on to me.

As his son, he’d always dreamed about having me take the reins of the family. And I could say that I shared his dream, too.

He blew some smoke through his nostrils, slowly as he savored this one more moment he was sharing with me. I was leaning against one of the walls of his office, still thinking about Imani.

I didn’t know what it was about me and her but the more time passed, and the longer I didn’t talk to her again, the more obsessed I grew over her.

I closed my eyes and adjusted my tie with my hand as dad finally said something. He’d been keeping me in his office this whole time, and I didn’t know why.

“You will be surprised by what I’ve prepared for you.”

I didn’t know what to say, but my father was a man that I was always going to respect, no matter what came to pass. I couldn’t let him think that I didn’t pay attention to his words.

“I’m always here for whatever you need.”

His eyes studied me, his hand holding his thick Cuban cigar. Wrinkles seemed to spread over his face with each passing day. He still had most of his hair, though their color had faded a long time ago.

He nodded as the room fell into silence again. He didn’t need to ask me if I meant those words or not. My actions proved that I did every day.

“Once I’m gone, I want you to control this family with an iron fist. There will be many people, including men that you consider your friends, trying to take the throne away from you. You will not let that happen.”

“Never, father. I’ll make you proud.”

He sunk his body a little more in his chair, with him pulling up a corner of his lips. His smile of satisfaction, though, didn’t help me quench the uneasiness that kept nagging my mind.

Why the hell did he need me now in his office, when I could be out there brokering new deals and collecting debts?

I closed my eyes again when a man gently knocked on the door.

“Boss, Mr. Jamison and his daughter are here. Do you want me to let them in now?”

Efrem and Imani? My eyelids shot open. Of all the people that I thought I’d see today, those two weren’t on my list. What the hell was going on here?

I darted my eyes to my father, but he wasn’t looking at me.

I supposed that Efrem was coming here about the money that he owed us, but his daughter? She had no business with us. And it was odd that father was holding this meeting without his councilor, bookmaker, and some other men that had his trust.

Why all the privacy?

“Yes, take them here,” father said, still smoking. The window behind him was open. Even though it was a little hot, neither of us felt like turning on the AC to keep the room cool. The smell of his cigar was nice, too. I also smoked but knowing that Imani was coming killed any mood I had for that.

I heard footsteps from his subordinate as he left, walking down the hallway toward the elevator. I took a moment to consider this, and seconds later, I spoke words that I didn’t know if he was going to take well or not.

“Why is his daughter coming along? Is that why you wanted me here?”

His eyes examined me. I could only wonder what was going on in his mind now.

He took another drag off his cigar, gently blowing smoke out of his nostrils. They were just lines in the darkness of his office. Even the light coming from the outside didn’t help to ban the shadows that seemed to linger in here.

“Something like that,” he finally said, tapping his cigar to the rim of his ashtray. “Now, please be quiet until they come. I want to think.”

I had my arms crossed over my chest, and it wasn’t because I was on the defensive regarding the matters that were going to play out. The thought of meeting that woman again stressed me out, and I didn’t want any of that to creep out into the open now.

I closed my eyes again, my tattoos on my arms evident even in the darkness of his office. Dad was still smoking by the time I heard three pairs of footsteps coming down the hallway.

I pursed my lips when they stopped in front of the room. A hand turned the knob and I didn’t turn my face to the left when my father’s subordinate spoke again.

“They are here, boss. I’m going to be outside your office if you need me.”

Dad nodded, still smoking his cigar. He was only going to stop smoking after there was nothing left but the butt of that particular cigar, and even then he might feel like plucking another one out of another box. They all came in separate boxes. There was a whole culture behind those cigars. I liked them, but I would never say that I had an obsession with them like my father did.

I heard her soft footsteps as she stepped into the room. I didn’t feel like looking at either of them, so I kept my eyes closed, as if waiting for something more relevant than this meeting to happen.

I imagined that dad wanted me to participate in the conversation he was going to have with Efrem about the money that he’d borrowed, but Imani’s presence was still a puzzle without a solution to me.

There were no chairs for them to sit on. Father liked to keep his office simple, and his invitees feeling uncomfortable when they were here. That was just how he was.

His subordinate closed the door, and the room fell into a sea of silence again.

“Mr. Gorbunov,” Efrem said, referring to my father this time, “you asked me to come here with my daughter.”

He didn’t need to point out the obvious, but I guessed that he needed to break the ice that had formed within this office somehow.

“Yes, I did. It’s about the debt you owe,” father said, taking another drag off his cigar and blowing lines of smoke through his nose. “Your attempts at paying it have been... lacking, to say the least.”

Efrem swallowed down hard. I still didn’t know why my father was holding this meeting with all of us. Was he suspecting that I didn’t obey him when he ordered me to go to Efrem’s home that night?

It happened maybe a couple of weeks ago? Time is a funny thing when you don’t keep track of it.

“I’m doing everything that you asked of me, Mr. Gorbunov,” Efrem explained, “but you know how busy I am. As a senator, I have to meet so many people. Sometimes even the president asks me to see him.”

“That’s why I funded your political campaign, Efrem. You have the charm and the influence that I need in the Congress, but you’ve been so ineffective. You haven’t managed to approve any of my bills yet, and I’m beginning to wonder if that’s just the Isayev’s doing.”

“They’ve been a nuisance so far, yes. They even control the president. It’s not easy to get anything approved without his support. If he helps us in any way, he would look weak in the eyes of Mr. Isayev.”

Did Imani know about any of this before coming here? I dared to open my eyes and look at her. Her eyes were wider than usual, and both of her cheeks had lost their usual rose tone.

Imani looked as stunning as when I’d met her that night, though. She wore a pair of jeans and a black blouse. Her hair still framed her face to perfection. And she didn’t put on a lot of makeup before coming here.

Most of her beauty was natural, and that was a lot more than most women I knew could say about themselves. If she hadn’t disregarded me like she did before, I’d certainly enjoy bending her over and fucking her as if she was a mindless whore.

And was that a glance I noticed? I thought I’d noticed something, but it happened too fast. Imani wasn’t usually the kind of woman that tended to give many signs, was she?

“That’s no excuse, Efrem,” father said, the mouth of his cigar lighting up as he took another drag. “If I’d known you were going to have such a tough time doing the minimum that we needed from you, then I wouldn’t have funded your campaign.”

I wondered what was going on in Imani’s mind. It wasn’t every day that one had to witness their own father getting humiliated. I didn’t feel sorry for her, though. I never felt sorry every time that I was in a situation like this. Hell, I was supporting my father now.

Efrem opened his mouth but he could only stammer. There was nothing he could do now. I could kind of feel where this was heading to. Father was going to give him some more time to pay his debt and approve some of the bills that were of our interest, and then this meeting would end.

And I’d finally be free to do what needed to be done.

Father shook his head. The disappointment that he felt was clear. He never thought that Efrem was such a pussy. He should have seen this coming a mile away. I never talked to Efrem much before, so I had no idea what kind of man he was.

“There’s something that we can do to alleviate some of the debt you owe,” father offered, widening his eyes a little as he looked at Efrem like he was nothing more than a cockroach.

I was just glad that this meeting with them was finally reaching its end.

“What kind of thing?” Efrem asked, using his hands to express how lost he was feeling now. I couldn’t help but echo his question, though. What kind of offer did he have for this useless asshole?

Father stood up, making me widen my eyes in surprise. He often didn’t stand up when meeting someone below him in his office. Unless it was someone from a powerful family like the Isayev, he never cared.

He was still holding his thick Cuban cigar as he rounded his desk and walked until... he stood in front of Imani? What in the world did he want with her?

He took a drag off his cigar, blowing some smoke over her face.

“She’s a pretty thing, isn’t she? I bet you’re proud of her. I’d be, if I were her father,” dad said, his eyes remaining fixed on hers even though she was looking down, both of her arms in front of her body, showing how uncomfortable she was feeling.

Efrem didn’t know what to do. On one hand, he knew that my father had taken some interest in her. On the other hand, he never thought that he would be singling her out like this.

“I-Imani? I love her, Mr. Gorbunov. She’s everything to me.”

Father puffed out a cloud of smoke through his mouth, though directing it toward Efrem this time.

“I want her to marry my son.”

I shoved myself off the wall, his words making all sorts of confusing thoughts spin in my mind. What the hell did he just say?

Imani took a step backward, putting one hand on her chest. But she didn’t say anything, like I thought she was going to. Her chin dropped, lips parting.

Of all the things she thought he wanted to talk to her about, that wasn’t one.

Efrem’s eyes showed even more of his confusion, his mouth opening and closing like he was a goldfish.

“I-I’m sorry. I don’t think I quite understood that,” he said, his tone one of bewilderment.

“I’m not going to repeat myself, Efrem. I’ve waited long enough for your payment and I know it’s not coming.”

And I wondered if Imani had something to say about that.

“G-give me some more time. It’s a lot of money but I know I can pay you.”

My father whirled around faster than I assumed he could. I thought he was finally beginning to suffer the effects of arthritis, but that didn’t appear to be the case. He was now looking like he was in his 20’s again.

“My decision is final, Efrem,” he stated, his back turned to us.

And if Efrem whined some more, he wouldn’t hesitate to pull out his gun and shoot him.

“But... why?” Imani croaked.

Finally, she spoke, and her voice was just as gentle as when I met her in her home.

“Yes, why?” I concurred, stepping toward my father. “I’m not going to marry someone like her.”

“Yes you are, Yegor. You should be married already. I don’t know what you’re thinking you’re doing. Do you think that life will just suddenly give you the woman of your dreams?”

“But-” I insisted, stepping further toward him and then freezing when I realized that this was my dad I was talking to. It wasn’t just because he was the pakhan of one of the most important mafia families in the country that I was feeling this way.

I felt too much respect for him, even if I couldn’t understand his reasoning. What did think he would get by marrying me to someone like her? Her family wasn’t very respected and they weren’t rich, either.

Even her old man couldn’t pay his debt. Father’s choice was puzzling, and he needed to explain his reasoning behind it.

“It’s about time you married,” he said, his voice lower this time. “I don’t want the rest of the family thinking that you have no backbone.”

Jesus. I never thought he would say something like that. Not in front of people that meant nothing to me. His intent wasn’t to humiliate me, but it still made me feel less than the man I was supposed to be.

Imani could only stammer. She was trying to come up with words that would change his mind or at least find out that all of this was just a dream, but she couldn’t do either of those things.

This was real, and it was happening.

I was going to have to marry her.

Father plopped down on his chair, tapping the mouth of his cigar to the rim of the ashtray. “Now, is there something else one of you want to say?” He questioned, his eyes going from me, to Efrem, and then to Imani.

But we were too shocked by his sudden decision to say anything. I didn’t blame them for the reaction they were having.

I turned around and exhaled. Dad wasn’t really looking for Efrem’s permission or anything of the sort. He didn’t need it. His decision was final.

I was going to marry Imani.
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Chapter 7

Imani
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I walked out of that office feeling like I’d been struck by a train. I couldn’t walk properly. Dad had to kind of hold me all the way to his car. He had someone to drive for him, as usual, and we were seated in the backseat. He had one arm draped around my shoulders, his eyes looking petrified.

He was trying his best to support me through this moment, but there wasn’t much he could do. I couldn’t believe the kind of things he’d been involving himself with. I never thought that he’d broken a deal with a mafia family to win his campaign election.

I thought that he’d won it thanks to his proposals and how he could connect with people.

He finally exhaled, saying, “He’s nuts. I’m not going to let him marry you to Yegor. I’m going to find a way out of this. I can r-rat him out to the FBI or something.”

His words startled me, making me turn my head to him as my heart skipped a beat.

“No, you can’t do that! What do you think will happen then? They’d just find a way out and kill you.”

And the thought of him dying was enough to make shards shoot through my heart. I couldn’t take it. I didn’t want him to die, and I knew that Yegor and the rest of his family would make mine a living hell.

“This is all my fault, Imani. He wouldn’t even have remembered that you exist if I hadn’t taken up on his deal.”

Dad was right, but there was no point in thinking about what could have happened if he had done it differently.

“No, I can’t. I can’t allow you to do that. They’d kill you and then they would come for mom and all of us.”

He turned his head to the right, looking at the road. Dad was many things, but he wasn’t stupid. He knew that my words reverberated the truth.

He exhaled as the car took a sharp turn. I disliked Washington DC and this moment was only making that worse.

“I wanted you to have a happy life without ever meeting those people. I broke a pact with the devil and now I’m paying the price.”

I didn’t comment on his assertion. There was no point. Dad wasn’t going to rat him out to the FBI, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t going to try to do something. He feared the Gorbunov, but most of all, he loved me, and he couldn’t have those predators trying to reel me into their lives.

Minutes later, his driver was finally parking the sedan in his estate. One of his employees walked up to the car and opened the door for us. Dad stepped out, almost falling over as he tripped on a small hole in the sidewalk.

I slipped out of the car too and bolted away into the mansion. Dad tried to stop me with his hand, but there was nothing he could do. While Sidor’s decision pissed him off, I was scared. And there was nothing I could do to change that.

Nobody else tried to stop me. There was only one person I felt like talking to about this, and I didn’t know how she was going to take it. She was probably going to tell me that father was crazy.

Had he really thought that striking a deal with those criminals was a good thing, that there would be no consequences?

I ran up the stairs and shut down the door of my bedroom with force, the thumping noise that it made echoing through the walls. I breathed in and out, trying to calm myself down, but it was no use.

There was nothing I could do to make me feel like my normal self. I needed someone that could truly understand me.

My hand struggled against my pocket as I tried to fish my phone out. Sidor didn’t say what the next steps of the wedding were going to be, but for sure he was going to say that I needed to choose the dress for the marriage.

I didn’t want any dress, and I didn’t want to think about what I’d look like when marrying him. Oh, and I also didn’t want to think what I’d feel when Yegor put the ring on my finger.

That would be when the worst would happen, when I’d know that I would never be able to walk away from the life they’d chosen for me.

The college, the degree, and working in a nice company that valued me?  I could feel those things sleeping away from my grasp.

I dropped my body when I sat on my bed, my hand pulling up the contact list and calling Angelica.

I needed her to know about what was going on, and I needed to hear her comforting words.

I pressed the button to call her number, and it kept trying to call her for what felt like an eternity, but she wasn’t picking it up! Goddamnit, of all the times she had to be busy, she had to pick this one? Just how unlucky was I?

“C’mon, what the fuck is keeping you?” I mumbled through barred teeth. I was so pissed off that I felt like bashing someone’s head against a wall.

I was almost going to throw my phone against the wall when Angelica finally spoke.

“Imani, you didn’t answer any of my messages the whole day. Did something happen?”

I opened my mouth but for a moment I didn’t know what to say. Should I tell her everything? And that’s when I noticed how stupid that thought was. How else would she be able to help me if she didn’t know all the details?
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