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    Thanks to you. Yes you, my lovely reader for choosing this novel and also check out my other books. 

*Long Live The Queen

*A week With His Mate

      

    


A Glimpse 

Aria was, without a doubt, a privileged child. Some might envy her for having everything handed to her on a silver platter, but it came at a cost. She longed for the simple joys of having parents to talk to, siblings to fight with, a warm and loving home, and someone to lean on when life got tough.

However, she lived a life of solitude amidst a sea of strangers who looked upon her with envy. Little did they know that behind closed doors, Aria often spent nights in tears, haunted by the cruel teasing she endured at school and overwhelmed by the empty loneliness that accompanied her longing for companionship?

She never experienced the warmth of a close-knit family. Instead, her days were filled with dance lessons, art classes, extravagant dress-up parties, and vacations to exotic destinations chosen solely by Charles, her trustee. Even her parent-teacher meetings were attended by unfamiliar faces.

Aria's wealthy status branded her as a social outcast—a misunderstood figure residing in a grand mansion with countless servants whose names she struggled to remember. Amidst this chaotic existence, her nanny remained the sole constant presence in her life. Now, however, she needed to fight for her freedom if she ever hoped to live a life outside the suffocating grasp of Charles. Failure to do so would result in her dreams being crushed before they had a chance to blossom.

At nineteen years old, she began noticing an unsettling shift in her nanny's behavior. She acted strangely, disappearing without a word to anyone about her whereabouts. When she finally returned, she secluded herself in her room, claiming exhaustion. What puzzled Aria, even more, was Charles' sudden change in behavior towards the nanny. He would frequently call to check up on her and extend invitations for dinner dates, movie nights, and shopping sprees—an oddity considering their significant age difference. These encounters left Aria feeling uncomfortable, as Charles would often cast lingering glances at her when they found themselves alone—an occurrence that seemed to happen more frequently of late.

Setting aside these troubling thoughts, Aria could be described as a fun-loving girl who enjoyed letting loose once in a while, though she never made a habit of it. Fortunately, her nanny, always mindful of her responsibilities, ensured that Aria remained grounded and stayed within the strict boundaries set for her, akin to those imposed on a military child.

Tonight, however, was different. It happened to be her best friend's birthday, and Aria planned to break free from her usual routine and have some genuine fun. She was eager to introduce her friends to a new club she had stumbled upon—a place exclusively meant for high-profile personalities and billionaires who desired to keep their affairs discreet, shielded from the prying eyes of the public.

With the club in mind, Aria hoped to meet someone who would sweep her off her feet and provide her with the exciting experiences her girlfriends couldn't stop raving about. With her plans set, she ventured out to find the perfect dress for the occasion, ready to embrace the night's possibilities.

Turn 

Loud music filled the club as people danced erotically to the beat, while I stood at the bar with a drink in hand, lazily sipping my brandy. I couldn't help but feel unappealing as no gentleman had approached me all evening. I wondered if I was cursed when it came to relationships. Jenny, one of my best friends I had mentioned something about spiritual cleansing, and I planned to ask her about it later.

"Come on, Aria," Jenny exclaimed, "let loose! I thought tonight might be the night for you to have some fun."

Her favorite song played, and I blushed as she shouted her comment, wondering how many people had heard it. She dragged me to the dance floor, leaving me all by myself to dance as she went to her financé Ricky's side t his dance and made out shamelessly. I returned to my drink, but my phone vibrated in my purse, interrupting my thoughts. It was my nanny calling, so I excused myself and stepped outside the noisy club to answer it.

I answered with excitement, as my nanny was like a mother to me.

"Child, where are you tonight? I just left your room," she said, and I detected a hint of whispering in the background. I made a mental note to ask her about it later.

"I'm at the club. It's Phoebe's birthday, remember? I mentioned it earlier. I reminded her as she asked for forgiveness, claiming she might have forgotten. However, Nanny mentioned there was something of great importance we needed to discuss."

"We need to talk," she insisted, and I checked the caller ID again. It was unusual for her to call from her cell phone; she rarely used it. I wondered why she was using it now.

"I won't be back until midnight. Can't we have that discussion tomorrow morning? I promise to come to see you first thing tomorrow," I pleaded, hoping she would understand.

"I know, Aria. Unfortunately, I can't wait," she responded, her voice filled with anxiety. "Please be back before eleven tonight. We must talk." The line went dead, leaving me concerned about what could be so urgent.

Confused and worried, I held my phone as Jenny approached, asking if everything was alright. I indicated that I had no clue about the situation, silently asking her not to tell Phoebe. I didn't want her to be upset, considering she had been trying to introduce me to Ricky's friends for months.

"Of course, let's go back in before she suspects your plans to leave early," Jenny suggested, and we both laughed, pretending as if nothing had happened. However, our act was interrupted when we encountered Phoebe, the queen bee of drama, staring at us.

"Where have you two been?" she asked, causing us to stumble in our response. Jenny quickly came up with a convincing lie, blurting out that she had received a call from someone named Sam.

Confused by the mention of Sam, I stared back at Jenny, but she continued her story, explaining that Sam had called to ask if I would be at the party. Phoebe seemed satisfied, and I silently thanked Jenny, knowing I owed her one.

As the party at the club continued for the next four hours, I felt increasingly uneasy and unfocused. I couldn't hold a conversation for more than a few minutes without getting lost in thoughts about my nanny and what could be wrong. I found myself engaged in a conversation with a third gentleman, nodding without really understanding what he was saying. Realizing I was becoming a bore to be around, I politely excused myself, slipped unnoticed from the club, and drove silently home in my silver BMW.

Finally, home, I exclaimed at the sight of my massive house, which belonged to my family
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Escape Plot
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"You need to leave" her words rang in my ears as I stood wondering if I heard correctly while she continued packing in haste saying,

“I don't know where right now but all I know is you need to get out of this house and the country for that matter fast as possible I've booked a cruise for you under a different name handing over the documents while I checked its content of passports and cruise tickets, I stared down at it wondering how my life got this complicated.

"But where do I go, you know I don't have any relatives for that matter you're all I've got nanny, tears welled in my eyes threatening to spill as I asked what the hell is going on, demanding an answer while yelling which seemed to catch her attention as she stopped packing and took a seat beside me on my bed in silence. I wondered if she was going to at least give reasons for her sudden actions to get me out of the country.

I've been in contact with my informant and his source of information has always been right, immediately I lifted my gaze in a questionable stare at her.

Ok, I waited for her to say more because I know there was a story that she was contemplating telling.

Your trustee Charles wants to swindle you into a marriage without your consent with this he gets control of the 90% share that your father left you and every inheritance that bears your name to it, she concluded as I felt cold and drenched all at once while I froze knowing there was a story but what she said got me scared, Charles' was my trustee until I turned twenty which is in five days making me matured and of age according to dad's last will but was he that desperate for my fortune, I know am not matured in the business sense yet but am not stupid either I've known how much he's being paid for taking that responsibility, all alone which could easily make him a millionaire if he's not greedy willing my mind as I remembered back to all the kind gestures and the awkward behavior he's been showing was all just to swindle me into marriage I thought furiously.

"But I am just nineteen, old enough to be his younger sister's nanny. She looked sadly at me asking if I'd wondered why he never got married in the first place as the truth stared right back.

It’s all because of you Aria, and what he stands to get, she explained the total control Charles stands to get once he marries me as stated in the will, causing a sick feeling to settle within, how did you know about this as I tried to get my voice steady?

I've been gathering Intel for a while now. Whatever he does against you my informant alerts me of it honey. I'm afraid now he has grown more wings and he's much more powerful, associating himself with influential people in these higher places and I don't think will have much to say in the matter.

"But there has to be a way, I can't just disappear, what happens to my life here, I have a life here, I have friends, I have people I love I can't just go away because Charles wants to marry me without my consent there has to be a way I broke down in tears crying my heart out until I heard her say faintly,

"There is a way but you're not going to like it. It's the reason why I have been sneaking out of the house lately and I don't think this is what you would want right now. She looked worried about that piece of information.

Whipping my tears I asked what idea it was as she opened up

"You need to find someone with more power and influence than him to marry, well that wouldn't be hard. I thought to myself, find a guy richer than Charles and convince him to marry me. That wouldn't be that bad compared to leaving the country and everything and everyone I hold dear to me.

“Yes, it wouldn't be a problem if I need to get married that young I might as well choose among the elite and eligible bachelors, but the bigger question is who would want to marry a stranger as a wife, and since money was not the object at the table for discussion I wonder what they will be willing to trade for that favor.

As my mind raced with possibilities, I knew I had to weigh the options and find a solution that would protect me from Charles's schemes while allowing me to maintain some semblance of the life I cherished.
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