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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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Chapter 2

Yegor
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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.
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