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Not my Husband

Chapter 1

Shandee
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I didn’t ask for this marriage. I stood in front of everyone, feeling so embarrassed I’d rather be killing myself right now. He stood beside me, with a victorious smile on his chiseled and masculine face.

He knew that he owned me now. I was his trophy. He thought that I was pretty, that my only purpose was to look beautiful to his parents and the rest of his family. They were all here, remaining silent while the priest not more than a couple of feet from us recited his words

He was holding an old book that I didn’t want to look at, but it wasn’t like there were plenty of things to pay attention to at the moment. I could look at the guests. They were all staring at me. Some of them murmured among themselves. Some of them looked friendly enough, but they were all not my family.

My family was here too, in this old but scenic building that looked as if it had been built ages ago. Mom didn’t look happy. My father was sitting on one of the front benches, with a mixture of contentment and regret in his eyes.

I didn’t want to remember why he was making me marry the asshole and murder that was standing beside me, with his hands positioned in front of him. His pepper and salt hair reminded me of his age far too much, and it was one of the many reasons why I didn’t wish to look at his face.

It didn’t matter what came to pass, I wasn’t about to begin calling him my love or something like that. No way that would ever happen. And if he was thinking that he was going to have me ready and willing in his bed, then he had something coming.

I was still living in a country that valued freedom. I was only ‘accepting’ this marriage for one reason only – I didn’t want my father to fall into a spiral of depression. As with any other man his age, he measured his life success on how much money he made and how many people he could charm.

That’s why he accepted his money.

I thought that we were better than this, that we would never accept a Russian’s money. And one more thing that puzzled me too was that he was willing to marry someone like me. I’d heard far too many times about his father not liking people with my skin color.

If he was racist, then fine. I wasn’t going to begin talking to him or anything like that. I was going to forget he even existed, too. I didn’t have time for that kind of person anymore.

I’d had enough of them in high school and college.

I didn’t know what my soon-to-be husband’s reasons were. Did he think that he was going to inherit something by marrying me? Was there any particular reason he chose me over any other woman that fell head over heels for him?

I didn’t know, but his ominous look over the guests told me that he wasn’t the kind of man that worried about what other people thought of him. And that’s something I valued. I hated the man, but that I could admire about him.

I looked and felt exposed. I didn’t think that I’d ever felt like this my whole life. I could almost feel the intensity with which they were judging me now. What the hell does she think she’s doing, marrying a man like Leonid?

And other than the priest reciting his words, everything was silent. There wasn’t even a single bird tweeting outside. The whole environment of the chapel inside his estate was unnerving. It didn’t matter how expensive and luxurious it looked, it was never going to make me feel at home.

If anything, I was already trying to conjure some kind of escape plan to flee this hell. Maybe I should put some poison in his morning coffee. We didn’t talk much yet, but he’d promised that I was going to be his little princess.

He was going to treat me with the respect I deserved. He was going to have other people doing the cooking. I didn’t know how that made me feel. A little more depressed than usual, I guessed. I’d never had other people cook for me before, other than when I went to a restaurant.

But that was beside the point.

I was thinking about the wedding dress. I didn’t have enough time to pick the right one. I didn’t much care for the marriage itself, but I’d still thought that I should make it something that I was going to remember for the rest of my life.

I wanted to make something good out of it.

The priest was getting to the end of the text he was reading, his words coming in through one ear of mine and leaving through the other. I was focusing on one thing only right now. When he told me to put the ring on Leonid’s finger, I was going to do it and then I was going to pretend that I was going to like the kiss.

I was a woman with better self-respect than most people thought I had. They all thought that I was marrying him for his money. That wasn’t it. I had more than I needed at home, and after finishing college, I’d already been pondering the kind of job that I wanted.

I wanted something in an office, where I could dive my head into a screen and forget about life, focusing on spreadsheets and securing business opportunities with CEO’s...

Now, all of that was beyond my reach. I was going to become his. I already was his. His soft smile was more than enough to convince me of that. And it didn’t matter to me how much he was trying to look different – I could see through his deception.

The priest finally said it. The magical words that made Leonid turn to me with an eviler smile on his face. His hand dove into the right pocket of his pants. Out of it, he got the only thing that he was keeping in there.

The marriage ring.

Everything about this wedding had been made to look luxurious. A person that didn’t know wealth, if they came here, would look at this and think that it was all a huge waste of money. They wouldn’t be wrong.

I was thinking the same thing, too. The wine, the flowers, the clothes, and the rest of the decoration – it was all making me wonder how much money Leonid had invested into making sure that everything looked just right for him.

Even the wedding dress – or rather, especially it – looked like the kind of item that I’d see in movies only.

There was a moment of pause as he waited for me to extend my finger to him. I was kind of thinking about dropping the marriage right at this moment, telling everyone that it wasn’t going to happen, but that was before my mind reminded me of why I was doing this.

It wasn’t for my happiness, but for the success of my father. Once the wedding was over, he was going to get all the money he needed. We weren’t living paycheck to paycheck or anything like that, but he did need the extra fund to fulfill his mission.

He’d always talked about it.

A tear rolled down his cheek. Dammit. I wasn’t supposed to be looking sad. I was supposed to be looking like this was everything that I wanted for my life. After all, that was the version of the story that Leonid’s family spoke about among themselves.

They all thought that by marrying Leonid, I was making the most important dream of my life happen.

The touch of his hand was almost too soft when he grabbed mine. I thought that he wasn’t capable of it. I thought that Leonid was the kind of man that only knew pain and was going to make use of this opportunity to assert his dominance over me again.

But no, his fingers were so respectful when he put the ring on my finger. I stared at him without knowing what to think. I couldn’t be misjudging him. This was all nothing more than an act of his to try to fool me.

Tonight, when the marriage was over, he was going to want to see me in his bed. And that’s something that I’d already promised myself I wasn’t going to allow to happen. What did he think I was? Some kind of hooker for him to fuck?

Everything was still so silent while I held the ring that I was going to put on his wedding finger. I took his hand in mine, and it felt so heavy and callous. It was like it spoke everything about his life, about his past.

I didn’t know what to think.

After I finished putting the ring on his finger, his hand fell to the side of his body. His eyes still expressed his coldness and there was something about them I didn’t want to admit. I didn’t want to think that he felt something resembling love.

“And now you can kiss the bride,” the priest said as my soon-to-be husband took one step toward me.

He was really taking this whole thing seriously. I didn’t know if he thought he was going to live a happy life as a married man, but there was no denying that he wanted to look the part. And he didn’t have to try too hard. His presence alone was enough to make everyone in the chapel look ready to bow to him.

He didn’t say anything as he settled his hands on my cheeks. I could feel his hot breath kissing my face as he leaned in and sealed our lips. His lips touched mine as he sent a jolt of pleasure through my body.

I didn’t know he could kiss so well, and it had only just started.

He didn’t use his tongue as he kept kissing me. His lips were so pleasing that I could feel the world around me dissolving. When my father announced the marriage, I thought that I was going to marry some kind of brute.

And to be honest, that’s what I still thought of him. It didn’t matter how well my husband could kiss me. It didn’t matter that I thought he was a beast in bed. I was never going to look past the kind of man he was.

His profession didn’t outright involve him murdering people that crossed him, but I was still pretty sure that he wouldn’t hesitate before ordering my death if I as much as did something he didn’t like.

Everyone inside the chapel remained silent as the kiss went on. And I was almost thinking that he was never going to end it until he finally did, taking his hands off my cheeks.

I had to control myself to not be gasping for air. This wasn’t my first time kissing a man, but it felt like it was. And the soft smile on his chiseled and hard face was pretty telling of this one thing - he knew that he’d left his mark on me, and he wasn’t shy of showing that’s how he looked at this.

I’d thought that I was going to show him what’s what in this sunny and warm afternoon, but his kiss was enough to dissuade me. He’d claimed me. Fighting him from now on was going to be tougher than I’d assumed it was going to be.

Leonid wasn’t the kind of man that permitted his woman to claim any part of his territory.

Everyone inside the chapel erupted as they clapped. The priest had finally said his last words. He’d just confirmed that I was going to be Leonid’s wife from now on. And I didn’t know what to think of that.

I’d just finished sealing my life with a man I didn’t know anything about.
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Chapter 2

Leonid
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She sure as hell looked stunning, but there was something about her I couldn’t quite put my finger on. I wasn’t going to begin to think that she liked me. I was a nobody to her and the worst man of her life, to boot.

She kissed well, though I had to say that there were women out there that kissed better than her. Why did I choose her? It was pretty simple. When I first set my eyes on her, I knew that she was the right woman for me.

One could say that it was love at first sight for me, and they wouldn't be wrong. I still wasn't about to begin admitting something of that nature, though. I didn't want to come off so corny. Not in front of so many people.

We'd secured the perimeter of the estate. It didn't help make me feel less uneasy, though. I was worried that one of the rival families was going to come and kill me.

It wouldn't be the first time they tried that, if they did.

But so far everything was so silent I couldn't hear anything going on outside. The inside of the estate was as silent as a leaf flowing with the wind.

I could still feel the touch of her lips against mine. I knew that I'd chosen the right woman for me.

Problem was how to convince her I was the right man for her. She looked at me with concerned eyes. She didn't think that I was the right man for her, and there didn't appear to be a way to change her mind

Well, I sure as hell wasn't going to let that get in my way. I'd dealt with more difficult women before in my life.

Shandee looked nothing short of stunning. She was being her usual self, but she still put so many women to shame. She made me want to be all over her right at this moment. I could be doing that if there weren't so many guests staring at us.

I knew what my ex was thinking about right now. She was jealous that I didn't end up marrying her. Instead, I chose someone that actually complemented me, that made my heart ache for her.

I was aware that she wasn't enjoying the wedding, but there wasn't much about it she could do. Her father needed the money, and I guessed that was alright.

I needed some minutes to talk to her, but the wedding was still far from over. We were going to skip the part where she was supposed to throw a bouquet over her head. There was no point in doing that since she didn't know any of the other guests that weren’t from her family and the wedding wasn’t of the common kind.

I ended up having to do so many things about it in a hurry. I wished I could have given her more time to get used to the idea of marrying a man like me, but that I wasn't able to do.

Her father was in a hurry and he needed my money so quickly I’d almost once thought that I wasn't going to be able to secure it for him.

He didn't need to worry about it any longer though. The money was indeed going to arrive in his bank account and he was going to find himself a much richer man soon enough.

Still not as rich as I was, though. I was already planning on peppering my damsel here with so many spoils that I was bound to change her mind about me one way or another.

The priest said his final words and we took off to the outside of the chapel, where we were going to talk a little with the guests. Mom and dad were surely going to want to meet her properly now that she was my wife.

Kind of funny how I wasn't going to be able to talk to her properly before they did. I wanted to tell her what my plans for our future life together were.

Her eyes were still trembling. Even if she was thinking I was handsome, she was still concerned about what her life with me was going to be like.

I wished to settle my hand on her cheek, caress it, and feel the softness of her skin once more. She was like some kind of angel, and she didn't try to hide that from me.

Her chocolate skin made me feel like ripping off the clothes of her body right at this moment while she was still walking with me through the aisle.

She didn't need to worry much. The wedding was going to end soon and we were then going to have all the time in the world to talk about what we should do next.

I was thinking about traveling the world with her. I did have a lot on my plate and in no way that was a smart decision business-wise, but for my Queen, I was willing to look past that.

We crossed out into the field outside the chapel. It was the same field that surrounded the mansion, meeting the wall that kept everything separate from the outside world.

Other than having to go out to buy groceries and that sort of stuff which I didn't do, we could live the rest of our lives here without having to see anyone we didn't like.

Mom and dad were livid. They thought that I was going to marry their woman of choice. Boring!

I wished to spice things up and I sure as hell was doing that now. Mom looked uncomfortable on the bench, and dad was trying everything in his power to calm her down.

I wished I could go down there and tell him that it wasn't going to work. She was an annoying old hag that couldn't look past something as inconsequential as the skin of another person.

Shandee was African-American. Like so many other women I'd dated before finding out that she was the one I wanted, she went through hell to fit in our society.

But it wasn’t because of her origins that I fell in love with her. It wasn't just because of her looks, either. She was the kind of girl that battled through everything to claim her objectives and make them real.

She wasn't your common damsel in distress kind of woman. Oh no. She fought with her nails and always made sure to state what she was thinking.

Now was no different, I thought when we stood outside the mansion. The sun was a little hot, especially for men and women wearing suits and heavy dresses, but it was okay.

To stand by the side of a woman as stunning as Shandee, any hurdle was worth it.

It didn’t take long for mom and dad to show up, after we met some of the other guests. I was holding her hand, finding it impossibly smooth and soft. I didn’t know if she was thinking the same thing, but she sure as hell looked uncomfortable. She kept shifting her weight.

I squeezed her hand a little tighter when mom stopped in front of her. This was going to turn into a shitshow soon if I didn’t step up. Mom’s tears didn’t make me feel any pity for her. If anything, I despised her even more.

It was thanks to a miracle more than anything that I didn’t end up like her. Full of hatred, and racist.

“Oh, my son, I didn’t think that you were being serious about it. I thought you were only joking!” She exclaimed, already pissing me off.

“We went through this before. If you really thought that I was only joking, then you were a fool.”

“Leonid! That is no way to speak to your mother,” my father said, looking pretty pissed.

“Then tell her to stop bothering me about the wedding. I already told her that I was going to marry Shandee. It was my right to choose her.”

Mom was still shedding tears, wiping them with a white handkerchief. She looked like the kind of woman that I didn’t want to mess around with, and much less discuss anything with. But if she thought that I was going to allow her to dis the woman of my life right in front of me, then she had something coming.

“Come, love. Let’s get out of here. It’s pointless discussing anything with him. Leonid’s always been pretty stubborn.”

I wanted to tell him that he was right, but there was no point in extending our discussion any further. I was just happy that he and mom were finally leaving, heading off to their black limousine.

They stepped in and took off, with Shandee letting out a sigh of relief. They didn’t live here, thank goodness. I bought this estate as soon as I turned eighteen. I couldn’t have lived for much longer under their wing. I needed to flap mine.

“Thank you,” she finally said but without turning her eyes to me.

“I’m going to keep you safe no matter what.”

“But you don’t need to pamper me. Not in front of people like them anyway.”

“It’s not going to happen again, and don’t worry. I know you’re not the kind of woman that doesn’t like getting pampered.”

She pulled up a corner of her lips. She enjoyed that. Good. We were finally getting somewhere, even if it didn’t feel quite like that. There was still so much to get through with her, and that was without mentioning all the plans I had for her.

She was going to love listening to them, and then she was going to be sinking to her knees right in front of me. Shandee was indeed the kind of woman that didn’t take shit from anybody, but I was still irresistible.

Did she think that all of this act of her not enjoying my presence was going to fool me?

It didn’t take too long for me to find out that most of the people coming to greet us only were doing so because they needed to look good to my eyes. Their exchanges with Shandee were minimal at best.

I wasn’t making friends by having just married her, that was for sure. Still, their reaction only served to make my love for her stronger. I was still holding her hand and I wasn’t thinking of letting go of it for anything.

We met some potential business partners, and they couldn’t help but suck up to me. They knew that I had more money than I knew what to do with it. Even the governor of the state appeared here for our marriage. We had so much to discuss.

It then didn’t take too long for all the people in the wedding to disappear back into their cars and limousines.

“It’s time to go, Shandee,” I told her, already thinking about what my night with her was going to be like. We were at my estate, so we didn’t have to go anywhere other than my bedroom upstairs.

And there we went, taking the stairs and then closing the door behind us. But just as we finished doing that, she took off and closed the bathroom door! I was taking off my tie when that happened, tossing it behind my shoulders as my mind refused to register what she just did.

Did she think that this marriage was some kind of joke, that I didn’t bring her here for this? I was far too in love with her not to kick open the door right at this very instant!

And yet, I couldn’t quite do that. Word would get around. People would begin to talk behind my back. I wasn’t even going to do anything with her that she didn’t want to do. I didn’t expect to have sex with her, though I had to admit that would be pretty nice.

Shoving my dick deep into her pussy... That’s just the kind of thing I needed right now.
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Chapter 3

Shandee
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He was standing on the other side of the door. I didn’t want to open it and I wasn’t going to do it. I could see what he was thinking the moment the wedding ended. He was pondering the option of forcing his way with me. I had my self-respect and I was never going to let something like that happen. Not ever.

He was a mob boss. I knew that he was the very definition of danger, and even though I was afraid, even though my heart was thumping in my chest, I wasn’t going to open my legs for him. As far as I was concerned, he was nothing more than an asshole that thought he could do whatever he wanted with me.

“Come on, open the door. I’m not going to do anything with you that you don’t want. I’m going to be nice. I don’t know if I already told you this, but I am in love with you.”

His words didn’t mean anything to me. He could tell me that he was in love with me all he wanted, and yet I was still going to ignore them. I didn’t have someone in particular that I loved, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to begin to love someone like him. He was a mob boss. He was always going to be one.

“Open the door, Shandee. You are at my house. You are in my mansion. I’m going to kick open the door if you don’t open it.”

He was scaring the shit out of me, but I still wasn’t going to do anything for him. He might be trying to come off as a nice guy. He might have everything that he could ever want, but those things didn’t mean anything to me.

I wasn’t his love, his heart, or whatever he wanted to call me. I was nothing more than a woman trying to make it in life, and I sure as hell wasn’t going to allow someone like him to dictate what I should do.

“I only want to talk to you, c’mon. Are you really going to pull something like this on me, on our wedding night?”

I looked outside. I almost didn’t notice that the sun had already long set and that it was dark already. So much time passed and so many things happened. I shouldn’t even be here. I shouldn’t be here doing this.

I shouldn’t be sitting on the floor, pretending that nothing of this was real. I should be with people that actually cared about me. Leonid wasn’t that person, and his love for me meant just one thing – that he wanted a fuck buddy for every night he came home after killing a man in cold blood.

I needed to get the hell out of here.

My father should already have gotten his money. We could find someone willing to sell us fake IDs, and then we could move out of this country. Lost Hope was just that – a spot of darkness in an already blackened country.

I had my arms wrapped around my knees, and I was hugging myself. I was trying to ignore his words, but they kept shouting for me to open the door. And the longer it went on, the more I thought that he was going to kick open the door.

If that happened, I sure as hell wouldn’t hesitate to call the police on him. Would they be able to do anything against him? Probably not, but I was still the kind of girl that wasn’t afraid of anyone.

The thumping of my heart in my chest didn’t sell the full story. I could face him, I could defeat him. I could make it so that the marriage never happened.

Footsteps echoed away from the door, puzzling me. What the hell was happening now? Did he think that I was going to fall for something like that? That it was going to fool me? Nothing could fool me.

I didn’t dare to stand up when the door of the bedroom was closed with a loud thump. For all I knew, that was nothing more than another trick of his to fool me. Did he ever do that to me before?

No, he didn’t, but I was paranoid and I didn’t want to think clearly about anything right now. His presence alone was enough to make me feel scared of what he might do to me.

He wasn’t the kind of man willing to take shit from anybody. The first thing that he would do in a situation like this is to grab one of his handguns and then pop the door open with it. Just one shot in the locking mechanism would be enough to bust it open, giving him full access to me.

I didn’t even know that his bathroom could be locked from the inside. When I rushed into it, the first thing I did was to sit on the floor, and then I remembered that I needed to lock the door, too.

I just didn’t want to think what he would even be doing right now if he’d gotten his way with me. He’d probably be forcing his way into me, raping me. I didn’t know the kind of things he was capable of. Probably anything and everything, especially for someone of his stature. He could kill anybody in cold blood.

If I didn’t do what he wanted, would he take dad’s money away from him?

No, I didn’t think so. The agreement involved only me marrying him. He was going to keep his end of the bargain. It could be that he was looking at this as some kind of challenge for him to tackle and tame, too.

And yet, I needed to open the door and head out. I wasn’t going to sleep here in the bathroom, even though I could. I was also not going to manage to kill time until I figured out what to do.

I needed to talk to my sister. She was the only one that knew about what was going on in my life and was going to be able to help me. I needed to talk to her right away. But my phone wasn’t in my wedding dress, too.

Why would it be? It was just a marriage dress and nothing more than that. It wasn’t supposed to have pockets for phones and keys.

It was with that thought in mind that I slowly stood up and opened the door of the bathroom. I inched my head out, thinking that asshole was going to snag me out and then open my legs by force.

But the room was as silent as the Sahara Desert, and he was nowhere to be seen. He was still not going to fool me, though. Maybe he was right outside the bedroom’s door, just waiting to hear the first sign of me walking out of the bathroom.

It was with that thought in mind that I tip-toed to the side table of the bed. That’s where I’d kept my phone, and it should be there. It should be there just waiting for me, for me to open up the contact list and call my sister.

My heart was still beating so fucking hard in my chest. I wished I could control it, but I didn’t have any control over it. If anything, it was going to keep beating like this, until I couldn’t hear anything other than its incessant pounding.

When I got to the side table, I pulled open the drawer and took out of it my smartphone. Just seeing it in front of me was enough to make me feel less worried about what might happen from now on.

I almost pulled up the contact list then and there before realizing that I needed to get back into the bathroom right away. If I didn’t do that, then Leonid might barge into the bedroom and catch me off guard.

The bathroom was the only location in the whole mansion that was going to keep me safe.

It was with that thought in mind that I hurried back into the bathroom, almost tripping on the dress and falling over in the process. I shoved the door shut behind me, pushing my spine against it as I turned the knob that was going to keep it closed.

I needed to speak with my sister right away.

Sweat drops were trickling down my forehead when I sat down on the toilet. Thank goodness the lid was thick and that it didn’t smell. If it was smelling bad, I didn’t know for how much longer I’d be able to stay here.

The white light of the screen was almost comforting while I pulled up the list, tapping on the name that referred to my sister. The phone called and called her, and I almost worried that she wasn’t going to pick it up.

I looked at the clock on the phone. It was late, but not too late. Maybe she was at a party right now, having the time of her life. She did worry about my life with him and she did tell me to call her right away if something happened, but she was also the kind of sister that forgot about her own promises too often.

I hoped that she hadn’t forgotten this one.

Finally, she picked up the call, saying, “Sister, did something happen? Why are you calling me in the middle of the night like this?”

“I just can’t take it anymore!”

“Why? What can’t you take anymore?”

“I told you. I don’t want to be married to him.”

“Then ask for divorce right away.”

“But then... I’d be putting our lives in danger. I know that he would try to kill me, our father, and you as well.”

She breathed in. “I know, but if you’re not happy with the wedding, then nothing is going to change that. Have you tried talking to him?”

“No, of course not. Why would I do something like that?”

She exhaled, showing her disappointment.

“I know that he’s a murderer and a criminal, but don’t you think that he still deserves having an honest conversation with you, at least to discuss what your life with him should be like?”

“I don’t think that would change anything,” I said, already regretting this call. I’d called her so that she could comfort me in my moment of distress, and not tell me that I might be wrong.

I mean, I hadn’t had enough time to talk to him about everything that happened, and she did have a point, but still... The man was a criminal and nothing of what he could tell me now was going to change my mind.

Maybe he was looking, right at this moment, for his handgun. He was going to pop open that lock and then he was going to barge into the room, ready to have sex with me regardless if I wanted it or not.

“Then, you’re only lying to yourself. What are you doing now? If he hasn’t harmed you, then it shows that you’re disappointing him. I don’t like him as well, but c’mon. Talk to him a little, at least. Tell him what you think about the wedding, and then come tell me if he changed your mind or not, okay?”

I took a deep breath, exhaling.

My sister was right. Perhaps I could make the most out of this. Maybe there was some chance to make my life with him somewhat bearable, until he started looking for someone else and I had the opportunity I needed to ask for a divorce.

One could only hope.
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Chapter 4

Leonid
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I couldn’t take what she just did. Did she think that it wasn’t going to have any repercussions, that I was just going to accept it? Hell no. I was going to open the door of that bathroom one way or another.

I was in my own house, after all. Truth be told, it was more like a mansion than a house, but that was beside the point. She made my blood boil when she rushed into that bathroom the way she did.

Did she really think that I was going to have sex with her without her permission? I wasn’t that kind of monster. I was going to wait until she felt ready for me.

Well, now I didn’t have much to do. I couldn’t try to sleep in my bed with her still locked up in my bathroom. I mean, what could I even do right now? Kick the door open and then snag her out of there?

That wouldn’t work, and she knew that. It was for that reason that she pulled that on me. Shandee was just waiting until the wedding was over for her to show her true colors. And now that she was showing me who she was... I couldn’t help but say that I fell even more in love with her.

“Hey, pour me some more,” I demanded from the bartender behind the desk.

He was the only person in the whole mansion I could confide in what was happening, and he was also the only one in here that could see me like this. He knew that something weird was happening with my wedding, though he was going to keep his lips shut about it.

The last thing he wanted was to bring further attention to his life.

He poured me some more whiskey into the glass, and I tipped it over my mouth. I did think that I was going to have an incredible night with her, that she was going to tell me that she could eventually learn how to love me.

I just never thought she would lock herself up in the bathroom the way she did. How scared of me was she really?

“I’m sorry about everything that happened, sir,” he said, cleaning one of the glasses with a white handkerchief.

I was his only customer tonight. Sometimes, some of the employees came over here to drink a little, but tonight they didn’t feel like showing up here.

Perhaps they knew about what happened with the wedding too and decided to stay away. Maybe they wished to avoid seeing me like this and further pissing me off.

Was I getting drunk? No. Probably not. I was just enjoying some beers and whiskey. Nothing more than that.

I didn't think about getting back to the bathroom anytime soon.  I was a little pissed off with her. I was going to admit that much, but tomorrow I was going to have a long talk with her about what she did.

I was going to promise her that I wasn't going to hurt her or do anything of the sort.

I snapped my eyes to the right when I thought I'd heard something funny. But it was just one of the male employees coming into the room with the bar.

He widened his eyes and then headed off somewhere else. Where was he going, I had no idea and I didn't care.

I was far more worried about Shandee. I needed to do something to tell her that she didn't need to be afraid of me.

It was kind of a funny thing. She was afraid of me and she kind of wasn't at the same time. Her biggest worry was that I was going to have sex with her when she didn't want to.

Fine. Fine. We could have our wedding night some other time, when things were better between us.

I gulped down another glassful of whiskey and tried to walk out of the room, but my body stumbled and I fell face-first on the floor 

Blood poured out of my nose and nobody laughed. Of course nobody would do that. If they did, it would mean their deaths.

Fuck me. I was far too drunk. I didn't think that just some alcohol was going to make me feel like this.

I thought I was going to be able to resist its effects. It was with that thought in mind that I decided I wasn't going to take any more of her bullshit.

If she wanted to sleep in the bathroom that much, then she could do it. I was going to sleep in my bed and then I was going to use the bathroom. At some point tonight I was going to have to pee, and I wouldn't use another bathroom for that. They were all fucking too far from me.

I sneezed the blood out and cleaned some of it with the sleeve of my suit. I was still wearing one. I only had enough time to take off the tie when she took off to the bathroom, shutting the door behind her with so much force that she’d made the chandelier shake.

If she kept doing things like that, she was going to destroy my house!

My blood boiled. The audacity of that woman! I’d chosen her to be my wife because she was stunningly beautiful and brave, but now I could see that last thing was making me despise her.

I guessed I was far too drunk, but I wasn’t worried about that. I was going to pluck her out of that bathroom one way or another, and then I was going to tell her what my plans were. I wasn’t going to let our wedding night end like this.

I was going to travel the world with her, and then I was going to make her sink to her knees in front of me.

She was going to be begging for a kiss.

It was with that thought in mind that I headed off to the bedroom, and nobody as much as tried to stop me. I smiled. There was nothing quite like striking fear into the hearts of women and men alike.

Some of them looked at me with worried eyes. If they thought that I was going to do something vile and unforgivable, even for the underworld, then I was going to surprise them.

I wasn’t going to commit any crimes. I was only going to get her out of that bathroom and then I was going to tell her what her life with me was going to be like.

The mansion almost felt too silent as I shoved open the door of the bedroom. My eyes quickly snapped to the left, noticing that the side table had been opened. The drawer had been pulled. Did she get something out of it?

That meant that she’d opened the door to get something that she’d left in there. What that could be, I didn’t know, but I was planning on making her tell me all about it. There was no way that I was going to allow her to keep anything away from me.

I was going to make her tell me her deepest secrets.

I rummaged the drawer but didn’t find anything in there that she could have taken. It had nothing more than some pretty old magazines that I didn’t care about anymore. They were Playboy. Man, those were the good old days. Internet porn nowadays just didn’t do it for me anymore.

The bathroom was silent. If she was still in there, then she wasn’t making any noise. A thought crossed my mind. She’d gotten something from the drawer to help her kill some time. So that meant that it wasn’t any of the magazines, but her phone.

Her wedding dress didn’t have any pockets, after all.

I marched to the door of the bathroom, stopping right in front of it and trying to hear any noise coming from within it. The window of that room was pretty small. She couldn’t have climbed out of it. And even if that were the case, she wouldn’t have managed to get out of the estate anyway.

My guards would have found and stopped her.

I leaned into the door, turning my head to the right and then positioning my ear an inch from touching the hard wood. I was trying to find out if she was still inside it or not. If she’d gotten something from that drawer, then she could have fled the bedroom itself.

But I couldn’t hear anything coming from within the bathroom. It was like there was nothing in there.

I guessed I could try my luck, though.

“Shandee, are you in there?” I asked, but there was no response. I thought there was going to be none. She wasn’t just brave, but smart too. She was trying to flee our wedded life and that meant no talking to me when she didn’t have to.

It didn’t help things that my head felt far too heavy. Should never have downed so many whiskeys one after the other. I wasn’t quite thinking right, but I was still obsessed with her, and she’d have to leave the bathroom eventually, even if only to come to eat something tomorrow morning.

And that’s without mentioning that I didn’t do anything wrong to her. Sure, I kind of threatened her before with kicking open the door, but that didn’t happen, and it was nothing more than something that just came out my mouth without it having any real weight.

I missed the touch of her soft hand. Wouldn’t she be able to grace me once more with it?

Still no signs or any noise coming from the bathroom. How I wished to kick it right at this moment, but at the same time I also considered what that would mean to our relationship, if it happened.

She would never be able to look at me with the same eyes again, and I couldn’t allow that to happen.

I tsked and took off my clothes, plopping down on the bed. She wasn’t going to be able to open the door and not stumble upon me now. If she needed to do something, then she was going to have to get out.

I could already imagine the kind of encounter that I was going to have tomorrow with her. She was going to start by telling me that she didn’t mean to do any of it and that it was nothing more than a misunderstanding.

If she tried to rely on such a silly excuse, I wouldn’t hesitate to tell her that she wasn’t going to fool me.

As something that I did pretty much every night, I unlocked the drawer from another nightstand. This one was on the other side of the bed, and the drawer had a handgun that I used to make sure that nobody couldn’t sneak up on me and kill me during my sleep.

I always slept with one eye open, in case something like that happened. Some people would say that I was just being paranoid. I’d tell them that they didn’t know anything about my life.

There were far too many people eager to off me, and a silent night like this one provided them with so many opportunities for that.

I thought I heard some noise coming from the bathroom, but upon peeking my eyes open, I didn’t see anything coming from within there. The door was still locked, the light turned off, and it felt like I was in some kind of horror movie instead of my own bedroom.

I closed my eyes, not taking me too long to fall asleep. I could sleep like a rock sometimes, especially after drinking too much. Tomorrow was going to be a different day and I was going to have plenty to talk about to her.

I was hoping that she was going to be willing to listen.
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Chapter 5

Shandee
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I didn't want to leave the bathroom. The light was coming through the only window that was in the bathroom. I was still sitting on the floor, my arms shaking.

If I opened the door, I knew what I was going to find. He'd fallen so heavily on his bed that it had creaked and squeaked.

I didn't think he was that heavy, but having witnessed that, I couldn't have a different opinion.

I knew that he was hot as hell, but the thought that he'd be willing to destroy me if I as much as did something he didn't like, like what I was doing now, stopped our relationship from developing.

I didn't want to hear what he had to say to me when I opened the door. I didn't know if he'd already left.

My stomach was rumbling. I needed to go out to get something to eat, but that did present many different kinds of complications I didn't want to face right now.

What would he do when he found me outside the bathroom?

Part of me was telling me that he wouldn't do anything, but that couldn't be right. He was a mob boss. He was used to dealing with much worse in his life, wasn’t he?

What was a woman running away from him compared to all the times someone tried to kill him?

Probably nothing. Most likely nothing. Definitely nothing.

I could feel the smell of something in the air, and it wasn't the toilet. It was actually pretty good. Someone was preparing breakfast in the kitchen. And Leonid was soon going to come to open the door by force if I didn't go out first.

And thinking about it, he could have already opened it. He could have kicked it open. I knew he was the kind of man that wouldn't stop at anything to claim what he wanted.

I built enough courage in my heart and stood up, heading to the door of the bathroom. I was going to turn the knob when I heard the noise of feet falling on the carpet. It was almost imperceptible, but it was there.

Leonid was getting up, and he could try to talk to me again.

I hurried away from the door as soon as I could. Maybe he'd even already forgotten about me and was going to kick open the door, thinking there might be something wrong with it.

I wouldn’t put that past him.

And just as I thought it was going to happen, he proceeded to the door. He wrapped his hand around the knob and tried to turn it, but even though it turned with it, the door didn't swing open.

“Huh?” He asked, his mind quickly remembering everything that happened last night. “Ah, of course.”

I wondered if he was going to say a couple more things when all he did was to tsk and put on some clothes. I could hear the rustling noise as he did that.

My heart was still hammering so hard in my chest I thought I was about to have some sort of heart attack.

It didn't take him too long to head out of the bedroom and proceed... I didn't know where he was going. I didn't know if he even had his breakfast in the morning here or went to a restaurant.

And I just noticed that pretty much everyone that lived and worked here was Russian. He employed his fellow countrymen only. I wouldn't have expected anything less from a man that was so paranoid to the point of having emptied all the other houses around his estate when we married.

He made sure that the wedding would happen as according to plan, and it happened so smoothly that there wasn't even a single discussion.

I sat down, on the toilet this time. I wasn't going to get out of this bathroom for anything, and I sure as hell was going to wait until somebody did something.

I needed that divorce right away.

But the hours passed and I couldn't fight my hunger and thirst for much longer. I needed to get out of this bathroom, plain and simple.

I took a deep breath when I opened the door. Maybe I'd waited long enough for him to have gone somewhere else. After all, he couldn’t do all of his mafia work from within his estate, right?

There were people he needed to meet every day.

I tip-toed to the door of the bedroom, noticing that it was already open. He'd left without bothering to close it. It kind of triggered me that he didn't bother to do something as simple as that.

Even though I could hear some random chatter and people walking here and there, a veil of silence muted the mansion. I could almost hear a needle falling on the carpet. I could hear my heart thumping in my head.

What was I thinking I was doing? It was due to desperation more than anything that I wasn’t inside the bathroom anymore. My stomach was killing me and if I didn't drink something right away, then I’d die.

And even though that thought kind of tempted me right now, I wasn't going to do it. I still had far too many things I wanted to do in life.

It was with that thought in mind that I headed to the hallway, then downstairs, and then to the dining room.

My body froze when I found him just sitting there, at the end of the long and horizontal table.

It was ornamental, like the kind of thing one would find in a very old mansion, just like... this one.

His eyes were set on me, and they seemed kind of... gentle? I quickly brushed that thought out of my mind.

There was no way that a man like him could ever feel any generosity for me. If anything, he was already thinking about the kind of punishment he was going to inflict on me as soon as he finished his breakfast.

I'd really hoped that he would have gone out of his estate by now.

"Good morning, my... wife," he said, dragging out the last word like it meant something more than it did.

I didn't want to be his wife. I never wanted to become it. Was that too much for him to understand? Did he think he could simply wave it away as if it had never happened?

I didn’t fall for his trap when I sat down. I knew what he was trying to do here. He was trying to make me feel bad for having bolted away from him last night. This was a pretty morning, with birds chirping outside, but nothing of it was going to make me feel better about this new life with him he was trying to force on me.

Nothing was going to make me change my mind about him.

I grabbed a fork, a knife, and prepared my plate. The food looked and smell nice. I hadn’t had this kind of breakfast in a pretty long time. My stomach kept rumbling, making me feel embarrassed.

Leonid won that battle. He made me come out of the bathroom by having ordered his cooks to make the best breakfast possible in the world. The taste of the bacon, the softness of the scrambled eggs, and the smell of the salad – it was all too much for my mind to take.

I was always going to end up leaving the bathroom, giving him all the time in the world now to make me feel like a fool.

And yet, he was keeping his lips shut. For what reason? I didn’t know, but his eyes didn’t lose any opportunity to devour me alive. If it wasn’t for the fact that I felt like such a fool right now, then it was his pupils that were making me feel that way.

I needed to get out of his estate, one way or another.

“You don’t need to be silent all the time with me, my... wife.”

I didn’t open my mouth, munching the breakfast. If I was going to kill myself, then I had the perfect opportunity for that, right at this moment. I could end everything so fast he wouldn’t be able to intervene.

It could even be something as simple as slicing my own throat.

“I’m not here to talk to you, Leonid, and don’t think of me as your wife.”

“But how could I not, when you’re the most beautiful person in the whole world?”

“I’m not yours.”

“You’re. You still have the ring on your finger, don’t you?”

“I’m going to take it off right at this moment!” I shouted, grabbing it with my thumb and index finger, yanking it away right after.

I hurled it over his head, hearing a click when it struck the wall. I thought that he was going to feel pissed. After all, how many women in his life pulled off something like that?

But he merely kept looking at me like all of that didn’t mean anything to him.

“You shouldn’t have done that. I don’t think that you managed to crack the diamond, but it was a pretty expensive one. One of the rarest kinds in the whole world, in fact.”

“I don’t care. Find someone who’s actually willing to marry you.”

“But you did want to marry me. You think you can fool me now? Why do you think I gave you the choice when I did?”

“You didn’t give me any choice. What did you think I was going to do, say no to my father?”

“You could have done that and avoided the marriage.”

He gulped down some of the red wine in his glass, the liquid sloshing back and forth.

“I didn’t have any choice,” I said, holding back a barrage of tears. I didn’t want to cry in front of him. That would mean showing weakness in front of a predator, and he could make use of that to finish humiliating me.

He didn’t say anything else even though I thought he was going to. I thought he was going to keep prodding the wound that was our wedding. But he kept his lips sealed as if he could fool me into thinking that he was looking out for me somehow.

He finished his dinner, standing up as maids swooped right in to clean up his side of the table. I was sitting on the other side, with half of the plate still to be eaten. I’d lost most of my appetite.

I didn’t think I was going to feel full after having eaten so little. And Leonid... he had a couple more things to tell me. I didn’t know what they were, but he wasn’t-

“If you don’t want to sleep with me, then you can sleep somewhere else. I have more than enough rooms in here that you could choose from.”

For a moment, I didn’t know what to say. Did he think that such kindness was going to fool me? Did he think that I was going to begin thinking that he could be more than he was – a heartless killer that killed people that displeased him?

His eyes dawned on me, and as soon as he noticed that I was going to give him no answer, he took off. I then heard a car’s engine roaring to life, making me think that he was finally going out for work and wasn’t going to return until nighttime.

That meant I was finally going to have more than enough time to figure out what to do from now on.

And I needed that so much that in a matter of minutes I finished devouring my breakfast. Maybe I could take him up on his offer...

Sleeping in a different room could allow me to pretend that I wasn’t living in this hellhole.
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Chapter 6

Leonid
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It was just another boring and uneventful day at work. If Shandee was thinking that being a mafia boss meant killing and robbing people every day, she was dead wrong. It did involve those things, just not all the time. Most of the time, I was forced to talk to people I didn’t like one bit, seal business deals, and that sort of stuff.

Nothing out of the ordinary. Some could even call me a businessman.

The driver pulled over by the front of the mansion. He was a good man. Russian, like everyone else. I wasn’t his friend or anything like that. I just admired his commitment to our cause. We weren’t here to change the country or make it better. We were here to become stupidly rich.

One of the butlers opened the door of the limousine and I stepped out. When I stepped into the mansion, he took off my suit coat and then hung it on a coat rack stand.

My mind was thinking of just one thing at the moment. Shandee. I knew that she was here still. Her little outburst before didn’t mean anything. She was going to come around, and it wouldn’t take her too long to come knocking on the door of my bedroom.

I’d given her enough time to believe that I wasn’t going to do anything that could harm her. I wasn’t that kind of man. I preferred charming little damsels like her. She was tough, but in the end, nothing more than an innocent flower for my bouquet.

And talking about bouquets, I did bring one for her tonight. It was composed of red roses, with the plastic outside of it being a pretty tone of white. As soon as her eyes landed on the bouquet, she was going to love it.

I also bought a very expensive collection of bonbons for her. They were inside this small box that I was holding with my other hand. One of the butlers had offered to take it for me to her new room, wherever it was, but I brushed him off.

Shandee was going to appreciate that I didn’t ask our employees to do everything for me.

I took the stairs, going faster than I’d like, and then stopped in front of the door of her new room. We had more than enough guest rooms in the mansion, so her sleeping in this one wasn’t going to make much of a difference.

The door was locked, like I thought it was going to be. There was no denying she still couldn’t accept the wedding. But to make her change her mind about it, I only needed to become her sugar daddy.

I knocked on the door, not hearing anything from the other side. I’d asked some of my employees about her current whereabouts in the mansion, and they’d all replied that she was right in here.

Nothing that she could do now was going to make me step away from this door.

I knocked on the wood again, and just like last time, she didn’t open it. I shook my head. Was she really going to be this childish all the time with me? I had a mission here – to make her see beyond everything that they talked about me with her – and I wasn’t going to give up.

I knew that I was going to look like a fool to everyone working in my mansion, but I decided to sit down by the door and shout, “I’m not going to leave this time, princess. Open that door and talk to me. You’re always going to be my wife.”

It was mind-boggling how childish she was being about all this. I guessed that it kind of ran in the family. I’d met her sister a couple of times, and she wasn’t much different from a 12-year-old kid.

Minutes passed as I thought that she wasn’t going to open the door at all, until she did. Standing right in the doorway was someone I could never take my eyes off. Just seeing her like this, in her night robe, was enough to make me feel so tempted to touch her.

It was just so bad that she was making herself such a difficult woman.

“What do you want?” She asked, raising her voice.

“I got you something you’re going to love,” I responded, handing over the bouquet and the box with the bonbons. Or more like, trying to, since she didn’t pick them up.

“I don’t want them. I don’t want anything from you.”

“Then, what are you doing still living in my house?”

She opened her mouth, finding it impossible to come up with an appropriate answer. Perhaps it was because there was none. Was I kind of keeping her locked up in here? Sure, but that didn’t detail the whole truth.

She was here out of her own volition. She was going to remain here because she couldn’t bear what she thought I might do to her father. And he didn’t have any power over me too, so there was that as well.

Pretty much everything was keeping her here, and there was nothing about that she could do. Not to change it anyway.

She still took the bouquet and the box from my hands, whirling around and shutting the door with force behind her. I needed to talk to her about that. Did she think that my house was some kind of whore den where she could do everything and anything she pleased?

But the fact that she took the box and the bouquet was good enough for me, so I headed away from there and back to my bedroom. I needed to drink some wine and relax. I’d thought that Shandee was going to help me with that, but since she was still salty about the wedding, I guessed that tonight I wasn’t going to have any companions.

I opened the door of my bedroom, took off my clothes, and then proceeded to the small fridge that I kept by the bed. Opening it, I took out a bottle of red wine and then poured some for me in a glass.

I tipped it over my mouth as I thought about everything that happened today. Nothing was more important than changing her mind about me.

I did good by bringing her that chocolate box and the bouquet, but she was still going to need more.

Much, much more.

I poured some more wine and then lied down on the bed. It wasn't that late yet, but I still didn't feel like talking to anyone.

I wanted to hold her in my arms. Was that too much to ask from her right now?

I closed my eyes and almost fell asleep when I heard something or someone opening the door of the room. I didn’t think much about it, keeping my fingers wrapped around the grip of my handgun.

If it was someone thinking that they could kill me now, they were going to have a surprise.

I peeled my left eye open, my heart skipping a beat.

Shandee. So she was coming here after all. When I met her in front of the guestroom, I did think that she was going to come to my room.

The guest room was nice and all, but it didn't have the same quality of bed that I had here. This mattress was extra soft. It was made with duck feathers.

It was everything that a woman like her needed tonight.

She climbed up the bed, positioning herself just near me but without touching me. I was lying down with my legs and arms spread out.

I could feel the smell of her shampoo wafting in the air. I could hear the breathing of her lungs.

Was Shandee not going to say anything during such a moment, when she was giving herself to me so easily?

I could reach out and touch her hair. I could whisper in her ear how much I loved her.

For minutes, she didn’t do anything. Why was she really here, though? She could be sleeping in the guest room with all the privacy she needed.

I wouldn't have tried to kick that door open. I wouldn't have tried putting the marriage ring back on her finger even though I should. I should be doing that right at this moment.

“I was feeling lonely,” she finally commented.

I guessed that I couldn't blame her for that. It was lonely sleeping in such a huge mansion without someone else to cuddle with.

I didn't prohibit my employees from building relationships among themselves. Some even revealed themselves to be gay. It was a very rich biome where even kids were born.

And Shandee did sleep most of her life in her family's home. It wasn't small, but compared to my mansion, it didn't hold a candle.

I inched my hand to her hair, feeling the softness of her straight follicles. I could keep touching it like this forever, caressing it.

“You can stay here for as long as you want. I don't mind it,” I said.

Was it kind of out of character that she was lying here with me? Not really. A lonely woman could do the craziest of things.

I had to check if she had some depression problems. I didn't know much about her at all.

“Uh-huh,” she said, snuggling up closer to me.

“Could you say that you've had a change of mind about our wedded life?”

“I don't want to talk about that.”

“I know that marrying someone you don’t know is difficult, but I'm sure that you are going to find it all laughable as soon as you open up to me.”

She didn't say anything. It was time for me to tell her what my plans for us were.

“I'm going to take you abroad, all over the world. Do you want that?”

“I do, yes.”

“I thought you were going to tell me that you don't want it.”

“I've never been out of the country. I'd like to see what's out there.”

“I know most of the world. Which country do you prefer? Japan? England? Argentina?”

“Any is nice. I'm going to leave it up to you to decide it.”

I was thinking that our relationship was taking a turn for the better when my nose sniffed something sour and intense in the air.

I knew that stench all too well, and it wasn't because of the bottle of red wine that I'd kept open on top of the nightstand.

It was coming from her mouth.
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