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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?



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2

Nazar

[image: ]




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.
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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.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
G1vento thei‘
Mafioso

Jolie Damman





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





