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    When I was little, I was always fascinated by the mystical, majestic creatures that were known as dragons. I did not have any folklore to start this, but if I could, I would like to do so based on my Malay Folklore background.

Nevertheless, for now, you will have to be satisfied with this rendition of one of the infamous mystical creatures from Western Folklore.

      

    


​DRAGON’S DEBT

In the dazzling cityscape of Nicosia, diverse shifters blend seamlessly with the vibrant lights, elusive to those who might seek them. Exercise caution if you happen to uncover their secrets, as they might have been concealing their true nature from you all along.

Talent agent Sasha Kazakova is tasked with representing the renowned model Anika Regio, who recently married during a vacation in Cyprus. Sasha failed to inform their supervisor, Pierre Zmeyev, about Anika’s need for a break—something Pierre had initially supported. This oversight left Sasha feeling responsible for the situation.

The highly successful businessman Pierre Zmeyev was stunned when his talent agent, responsible for guiding the promising new star, forced Anika to resign. Despite ensuring Sasha’s commitment to him, Pierre was displeased and held no grudges. However, he faces another pressing issue: the need for an heir to manage his enterprises.

In a surprising twist, Pierre proposes marriage to Sasha. Will she acquiesce to this unexpected offer, or will she continue to navigate the complex web of deception behind his back?
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Prologue
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Sasha Kazakova was looking at the glittering lights of Amalfi Coast when the chimes of her phone snapped out of her trance. She sipped on her white wine and moved away from the window.

The night breeze was soothing her skin as she was sitting in the lounge facing the window. The phone chimed again. Sasha rolled her eyes and took the phone that was placed on the end table.

“Now, who would be calling after me tonight?” she mused as she opened her phone. She typed in her passcode and clicked on the email that had been sent to her by someone anonymous.

Sasha furrowed her eyebrows, for she didn’t recognize the sender of the email that had been sent to her. However, her eyes focused on the images of Anika and a male who was being lovey-dovey in the photoshoot that had been sent to her.

She stood up. Sasha took a deep breath. Her wine was forgotten when she managed to pace back and forth. Her brain was haywire when Sasha needed to think about the safety of her models.

Sasha had been the one who allowed Anika to go across the Aegean Sea when she begged Sasha to allow her a break. Being the good-hearted agent that she was, Sasha allowed Anika to fly over to the country known as the land of Greeks and Turks—Cyprus.

Anika had been delighted when Sasha allowed her and gave her the plane ticket that would carry her away from the hustling and bustling of Milan, Italy.

Having the nerve to go against the order, Sasha took her time off when she didn’t have the time to go on breaks. All because of one figure that had been breathing down her neck ever since she landed her job as a talent manager.

Goosebumps went over her as the hair on her nape stood up. Sasha looked around the dim-lit room where she stayed in one of the famous hotels alongside the Amalfi Coast.

“He’s not here, Kazakova. He cannot hunt you down here,” Sasha chanted to herself as she looked at the moonlight. The clouds were dark that night as if foreshadowing the pending doom that would be coming after her.

Sasha breathed out. She knew that she would have to face the music when she took the chance to break the rules. Sasha knew that her actions would have significant consequences—especially for Anika, who was looking happy in the photo that was sent to her.

However, the email got her thinking. The only people who would be sending photos of Anika through her work email would be those who worked at the same agency as her.

Thus, there was only one conclusion that could be drawn from this suspicion.

“I’m running out of time. It’s time to get back to work, I supposed. I’m sorry, Anika. I tried, but fate is a cunning mistress after all,” Sasha whispered against the dark as she went over to the wardrobe.

She took out her luggage that she brought with her to escape to the Amalfi Coast a few days before. Sasha opened the luggage and dumped her clothes into the luggage. She took out her clothes for tomorrow’s pit stop, which she had to make before making her way towards the dragon’s den.

If only the dragon were really the mystical, majestic creature that appeared on Games of Thrones, Sasha would have the courage to fight back. Alas, the dragon’s den she meant here was her boss’ office at the agency’s headquarters back in Milan.

Sasha had learned something invaluable since her time at the agency. If there were one thing that pissed Pierre Zmeyev off, it would be lying to his fucking face when Sasha told Anika that she could take a break and didn’t file for the vacation that her model asked for.

*****
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A PAIR OF EYES WERE looking through the binoculars as he was looking at his prey. A growl was heard when he saw that Sasha Kazakova was swaying her ass around the hotel room that anyone from every angle could overlook.

Plus, the bloody woman had the fucking nerve to be wearing a satin robe that accentuated her body that was coming out of a man’s dream.

“You are going to pay for that, moya lyubov, for I would be the one that is going to punish you for being a very naughty, naughty girl,” the man stated, his glacial eyes sparkling against the moonlight.

Something prowled inside him, making him restless, and made him come running across the city to be near this woman. He knew it was an obsession, a disease that he needed a cure for. 

It was a thorn pain in his ass whenever Sasha Kazakova fought with him on every single step when it came to protecting her models’ rights against the agency’s harsh rules.

No one had ever had the nerve to stand up and fight for their rights when they came face to face with him. It stirred something dark inside him, something that had been dormant for the last decades as he went by through the timeline on this existing plane.

“Well, I have finally come to get my prize, moya lyubov, and I’m sure you would not like what I have in mind for you,” the mysterious man whispered against the dark as the dormant creature inside him awakened to the proximity of his female.

Mine, it stated as the man soothed it.

Soon enough, Kyrion, she will be ours. Just give me a little more time to trap her inside our deceit, the man declared as Kyrion acknowledged his promise.

You better be this time, little boy, or I will have to take over, and you wouldn’t like that, Kyrion said as his last words when he went dormant again inside the man.

The man took a deep breath when Sasha was moving away from the window. He could sense that she was moving around the hotel room to get her stuff prepped and ready to leave in the morning.

A smirk was plastered to his lips as the man leaned against the soft sofa. The binoculars were hanging down his neck. He whistled, carrying the tune against the night breeze and hoping that his female would learn to obey the rules the next time they came face-to-face with each other.

“Time to face the music, Lady Kazakova,” the man whispered against the tune. He carried it away across the streets where Sasha was lying on her bed, getting her beauty sleep before the dreadful event that she needed to face these upcoming days.
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Chapter 1​
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“Time to face the music, Lady Kazakova,”

Sasha was looking around the wedding, smiling and nodding her head at the people who attended Anika and her husband Damien's wedding. She rubbed her neck as her mind was still haunted by the phrase that caught her off guard last night.

Not to mention, the photo of Anika and Damien had been leaked through social and mass media when Sasha arrived at the wedding that Anika held in her lovely home in Cyprus.

Anika made eye contact with Sasha. She waved her hand at her, encouraging Anika to come after her.

You need to be tough, Kazakova. That’s how you survive in this fucking harsh world, she reminded herself as Sasha smiled at Anika.

Anika hugged her and kissed her cheeks. Sasha was still getting used to the affection that Anika loved to give to those who she considered her loved ones. It’s a wonder that she wasn’t repulsed by it when Sasha never had human affection during her childhood.

Even if she had, it had an ulterior motive when she was younger.

Sasha kissed Anika’s cheeks as well, for she knew Anika was a gentle soul. Unlike her, who had been living in a harsh, cruel world and had paid her dues before she could get on her two feet, now she was way past her gruesome childhood when she registered herself as a talent manager at the agency.

Sasha smiled, twirling Anika around, who was wearing her wedding reception gown. She could see that Anika was so happy and radiant compared to when she had begged Sasha that she wanted to get away from Milan before. Sasha sighed in relief when Anika had her hands in marriage to a man who could protect her from any harm.

“Oh my God, Sasha! I didn’t know that you were coming. If I had known, I would be much obliged to get you the best hotels and services out here in Paphos,” Anika said, hugging Sasha like she had been gone a long time ago.

Even though, in truth, Anika was gone for a few days or a few weeks at the most.

Sasha chuckled softly, hugging Anika back. If she was being honest, Sasha had always thought of Anika as her younger sister—considering that her family had broken up a long time ago when she was a naïve young child who was forced to choose between life and death. She was fiercely protective of Anika, a commitment that ran deep in her veins.

“And missed the wedding of the century, which I debuted as your wedding? Over my dead body, honey, considering I am your manager, and I need to know everything about you—including being alive or dead when you went on vacation here,” Sasha replied, smiling brightly at Anika.

Anika smiled back as she shared her stories about how she met her husband, Damien, and how love just took off for both of them.

Sasha nodded at her yapping, for she was trying so hard not to give off alarms to Anika that she was trying to hide the anxiety that was pricking at her every moment.

Sasha knew that she had made a big detour when she decided to come to Paphos, Cyprus when she should be back in Milan, Italy. Fortunately, her phone services were not applicable when she was out of the country. Thus, it would be safe to say that she had an excuse if Pierre decided to go entirely dragon on her later on.

However, considering that Anika looked much healthier and happier than she did before, Sasha didn’t give a flying fuck about the disaster that was pending upon her head.

It was all worth it to sacrifice her happiness for Anika’s sake.

“Look, Sasha, I have something to tell you,” Anika said as her violet eyes were shining. Sasha smiled, arching her eyebrow as she waited for Anika to drop the bomb on her.

“After some thoughtful, deep thinking I made with myself, I have decided that I would be continuing the modeling business. Damien consented for me to be working since he loves that I have my career,” she said happily as Sasha relaxed a bit. Anika's determination to continue her career despite the challenges was a testament to her strength and resilience.

One, she was in high demand for the fashion industry to get their hands on her.

Two, the news of her marriage would be widespread, thus increasing her capital to get more jobs as support from the industry.

And three, her husband was a handsome man. Who didn’t like an attractive man like Damien on a runway, right?

Sasha could see that Pierre’s wrath would be sizzling to a minimum heat. However, everything changed when Anika continued, and Sasha could see the horror of their future.

“However, there is a change that I would like to make. I know it would be hard for you to ask our boss about this, but I know I can count on you, Sasha.” Anika stated as Sasha narrowed her eyes.

“Go on,” she encouraged as Anika took a deep breath. Her violet eyes were staring at Sasha’s face when she told her request.

“Sasha, I want you to tell Pierre that I will be operating as a model from Cyprus after this. I knew he would have something to say about this, but I could not leave my husband alone here. He needs me, and if Pierre refuses to give me this freedom, then I guess I am no longer required at the agency,” Anika said, shrugging her shoulder nonchalantly.

Sasha shook her head. She gripped Anika’s shoulders as she looked into Anika’s violet eyes.

“You know I would not allow that. I will tell Pierre, and if he refuses, I will fight tooth and nail for your rights, Anika. Don’t you worry about it,” Sasha said confidently, her words a source of comfort and encouragement for Anika.

Anika smiled, patting Sasha’s hands on her shoulders. The silence between them was tense. However, Anika immediately diffused the situation when she linked her arm around Sasha’s. She made her way through the crowd as Anika was pulling Sasha toward somewhere—or rather someone.

“Come now. Enough with this work talk. I need to introduce you to my husband, Damien. He’s the most handsome person that I ever met and perhaps one of the reasons why I agreed when he asked me to marry him,” Anika stated as they were moving toward the banquet table that served for the groom and the bride.

Sasha was staring at Damien, who was laughing out loud with his buddies, when she realized why Anika had been enamored by the male in front of her.

“Honey, I would like you to meet my agent, Sasha. Sasha, my husband, Damien,” Anika introduced them. Sasha held out her hand as Damien shook it.

“It’s nice to finally meet the woman who brought my love to my lap,” Damien said as he snaked his hand around Anika’s waistline. Anika caressed his broad chest as Sasha smiled.

“And I am happy to see that you will be taking care of Anika for the rest of her life. I am blessed that you married her, Damien,” Sasha said honestly. She nodded at the couple when she told Anika that her next flight would be in 2 hours. Anika pouted when Sasha was about to leave the wedding reception.

“Are you sure you cannot wait until tomorrow? I know you don’t have a lot of work right now when the fashion season has gone by,” Anika said, arching her eyebrow. Sasha chuckled softly as she opened the door to the backseat of the taxi that she hired.

“You know I never stop working, even if you are. I see you around, Anika. Da svidaniya, Anika,” Sasha said as she stepped inside the taxi. She waved her hand at Anika and Damien when the driver took her to the airport.

Sasha paid for her transportation. She gripped the handle of her luggage as she looked at the flight that would be taking her back to Milan. Sasha breathed out and stepped forward.

“Time to face the music, Lady Kazakova,” the phrase flew into her mind. She held her chin high as Sasha replied to it.

“And this time, I will make sure to end it,” she replied, going through the immigration process that would take her back to Italy.
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Chapter 2
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Pierre Zmeyev drummed his fingertips against the mahogany desk as he stared at the person in charge of following Sasha Kazakova. He was brooding, that was for sure.

He was having a crisis with the events unfolding before his eyes. His talent manager had been showing her true colors as the day went by when Sasha dared to allow his best model, Anika, to go on a break without his consent.
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