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Mary Bridgeworth stood at the grand window of Bridgeworth Manor, her manicured fingers drumming against the crystal glass as she gazed across the sprawling English countryside. The weight of her aristocratic heritage pressed heavily upon her shoulders – daughter of the Duke of Whitemore, keeper of ancient bloodlines, and now wife to one of Britain's most powerful billionaires, Robert Bridgeworth. Yet for all her privilege and position, she felt a profound sense of failure.

Four sons. Four brilliant, handsome, accomplished sons who could have married into any noble family in Europe, who could have strengthened empires and forged dynasties. Instead, they had chosen... ordinary girls.

The thought made her shudder.

Mark, her eldest, stood six feet three with the build of a Greek god. His martial arts championships decorated the family trophy room, his athletic prowess legendary across England's elite circles. Yet he had fallen for Bianca Moretti, a tomboyish Italian girl who threw punches in his dojo and wore her hair in a perpetual ponytail. Mary had watched in horror as her son's eyes lit up whenever Bianca landed a particularly impressive kick.

Then there was Liam, the family prodigy. With his striking features, brilliant mind, and natural charisma, he could have had any debutante in London. Instead, he chose Amara Dlamini, a quiet girl of African heritage whom he'd met during a university project. Liam claimed she possessed "remarkable inner beauty," but Mary saw only an unremarkable young woman who preferred books to ballrooms.

Alexis, Liam's twin but so different in temperament, had inherited the family's artistic soul along with their wealth. His shoulder-length hair and pale complexion gave him an almost ethereal beauty, yet he'd chosen Elena Gonzales, a Mexican-American  girl so ordinary that Mary had forgotten her name twice during their first meeting. When asked why, Alexis simply said Elena was "different from other girls," as if being unremarkable was somehow a virtue.

The youngest, Daniel, had completed Mary's heartbreak by falling for Sophie Dubois, a French girl whose only remaining family was a brother who worked as a bouncer in some seedy nightclub. Pretty enough, Mary supposed, but utterly without the breeding or connections that should matter to an Bridgeworth.

Mary had nearly resigned herself to a future filled with granchildren who would never understand their noble heritage when fate intervened in the form of Raihana Altan.
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[image: ]


THE FIRST TIME MARY saw Raihana, she literally stopped breathing. The young woman glided into the charity gala like something from a Renaissance painting – tall, elegant, with porcelain skin that seemed to glow in the ballroom lighting. Her dark hair cascaded in perfect waves past her shoulders, and her emerald eyes held an intelligence and mystery that commanded attention from every corner of the room.

But it wasn't just her ethereal beauty that captured Mary's attention. Raihana's pedigree read like a geopolitical fairy tale: granddaughter to Viktor Volkov, one of Russia's most decorated generals; daughter to Mehmet Altan, a newly appointed, rising Turkish minister, and Sari Kusumawardani Altan, an Indonesian-Russian novelist whose books topped bestseller lists across three continents. Currently pursuing her law degree at Harvard, she embodied everything Mary had dreamed of in a daughter-in-law.

"She's magnificent," Mary whispered to Robert as they watched Raihana gracefully navigate conversations in what appeared to be at least four different languages.

Robert, ever practical, raised an eyebrow. "She likely has her pick of suitors across several continents. What makes you think she'd be interested in any of our boys?"

Mary's smile was sharp as a blade. "Leave that to me."
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WHAT FOLLOWED WAS A masterclass in social engineering. Mary began subtly, arranging "coincidental" meetings at art galleries where Alexis displayed his work, at charity events where Liam gave speeches, at sporting competitions where Mark competed. She hosted intimate dinner parties where conversation naturally flowed toward her sons' accomplishments, their travels, their philanthropic endeavors.

Raihana, for her part, proved to be everything Mary had hoped and more. She discussed art history with Alexis, debated international law with Liam, sparred intellectually with Mark about martial arts philosophy, and charmed young Daniel with stories of her travels across three continents. She was cultured, intelligent, and carried herself with the quiet confidence that came from generations of breeding and education.

Within weeks, Mary noticed the change in her sons. Mark began asking casual questions about Raihana's training regimen. Liam started attending the same lectures she gave at various think tanks. Alexis created a painting inspired by their conversation about the intersection of Eastern and Western art. Even Daniel, the youngest and most romantic, wrote poetry that seemed clearly influenced by their discussions of French literature.

The plan was working perfectly – perhaps too perfectly.

***
[image: ]


THE PROBLEM WITH HAVING four exceptional sons, Mary realized too late, was that they were all equally capable of capturing a woman's attention. What she had intended as a casual introduction had become something far more complicated.

Mark found himself looking forward to their sparring sessions with an intensity that had nothing to do with martial arts. Raihana's form was perfect, her technique flawless, and when she looked at him after a particularly challenging combination, something in her emerald eyes made his heart race in a way that had nothing to do with physical exertion.

Liam, meanwhile, discovered that their intellectual conversations left him energized in ways his academic achievements never had. Raihana challenged his assumptions, offered perspectives shaped by her unique multicultural background, and listened with a focus that made him feel truly heard for the first time in years.

Alexis found inspiration flowing through him like never before. Their discussions about art, culture, and beauty had awakened something creative in him that transcended his previous work. When Raihana praised a piece he'd created, her approval meant more than any critic's review.

Daniel, young and passionate, saw in Raihana everything he'd dreamed of in a woman – intelligence, beauty, sophistication, and a worldliness that complemented his own romantic idealism.

None of them had broken up with their current girlfriends, but all four found themselves thinking about Raihana far more than they should.

*** 
[image: ]


WHAT MARY HADN'T ANTICIPATED was the extent of Raihana's existing romantic complications. The young woman's beauty and pedigree had indeed attracted suitors from across the globe, each representing a different facet of power and influence.

Prince Yahya of Malaysia arrived in London with a retinue that included bodyguards, advisors, and enough wealth to buy a small country. Known for his athletic prowess and rakish charm, he pursued Raihana with the confidence of a man accustomed to getting everything he wanted. His invitations were legendary – private islands, exclusive sporting events, cultural expeditions that most people could only dream of.

Reynaldi Pratama, Raihana's childhood friend, had grown from the boy she once knew into a decorated pilot in the Indonesian Air Force. When he flew his Sukhoi jet in formation over Cambridge during one of her lectures, the entire university stopped to watch. His pursuit was more personal, built on shared memories and deep understanding, but no less determined.

Seth Feng remained mysterious, his Hong Kong origins and espionage connections making him an intriguing enigma. He appeared and disappeared like a ghost, always seeming to know exactly where Raihana would be, always carrying flowers that matched her outfit or books by authors she'd mentioned in passing. His quiet intensity and obvious danger made him fascinating in ways that safe, conventional suitors could never match.

Turgut Candaroglu, son of the Turkish president, combined political power with genuine charm. His pursuit was sophisticated, involving cultural exchanges, diplomatic events, and conversations about Turkey's role in global politics that played to Raihana's academic interests. As a Yale graduate, he could match her intellectually while offering her a path to real political influence.

Andrey Vasilyev, son of a high-ranking Russian police official, brought his own brand of Slavic charm to the competition. Tall, silver-haired, and devastatingly handsome, he represented a connection to her Russian heritage that none of the others could offer. His pursuit was patient but persistent, built on shared cultural understanding and family connections.

Each suitor brought something unique to the table, and each was accustomed to winning.
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WHILE THE MEN COMPETED for Raihana's attention, four other women watched their relationships slowly deteriorate. Bianca noticed that Mark's mind wandered during their training sessions. Amara saw that Liam no longer looked at her with the same intensity during their conversations. Elena felt Alexis slipping away into a world of art and beauty that seemed to exclude her. Sophie watched Daniel write poetry that was clearly inspired by someone else.

It was Bianca who called the meeting. Despite her tomboyish exterior, she had a strategic mind that quickly identified the source of their collective problem. They met at a small café, four women who had nothing in common except their fear of losing the men they loved.

"We all know why we're here," Bianca said without preamble. "It's her. This Raihana woman."

Amara nodded slowly. "Liam used to hang on every word I said. Now he barely hears me when I speak."

"Alexis’ painting again," Elena added quietly. "But it's not... it's not inspired by me anymore. I can see it in his eyes when he looks at his work. He's thinking of someone else."

Sophie, the youngest one, fought back tears. "Daniel writes me poetry, but the words... they're beautiful, but they're not about me. They're about green eyes and porcelain skin and grace like a dancer. They're about her."

The four women sat in silence for a moment, each lost in their own fears and insecurities.

"So what do we do?" Elena finally asked.

Bianca's jaw set with determination. "We talk to her. Woman to woman. We explain what she's doing to our relationships and ask her to step back."

"And if she refuses?" Amara asked.

"Then we make it clear that she's destroying four relationships and hurting four women who never did anything to her."
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HARVARD LAW SCHOOL was intimidating under the best of circumstances. For four women preparing to confront someone they saw as a threat, it felt like entering enemy territory. They found Raihana in the library, surrounded by legal texts, her dark hair creating a curtain around her face as she worked.

She looked up when they approached, and for a moment, all four women understood exactly why their boyfriends were smitten. Raihana was beautiful in a way that seemed almost otherworldly, but it was her poise and intelligence that truly set her apart.

"You're Bianca, Amara, Elena, and Sophie," she said before any of them could introduce themselves. "The girlfriends of the Bridgeworth brothers."

"We need to talk," Bianca said, her voice steadier than she felt.

Raihana closed her book and gestured to the empty chairs around her table. "Please, sit."

What followed was perhaps the most difficult conversation any of them had ever had. With tears in their eyes, the four women explained how their relationships were suffering, how their boyfriends seemed distant and distracted, how they felt like they were competing with a ghost.

"We're not asking you to disappear," Amara said carefully. "We just... we need you to understand what this is doing to us. It's easy for someone like you to attract men like the Bridgeworth brothers. You have everything – beauty, intelligence, breeding, connections. But for girls like us, this might be our only chance at this kind of love."

Elena's voice was barely a whisper. "I know I'm ordinary. I know I don't have your background or your advantages. But Alexis chose me. He loved me before you came along."

Sophie, fighting back tears, added, "I can't compete with you. No one can. But I love Daniel, and I thought... I thought he loved me too."

Raihana listened to every word, her green eyes reflecting something that might have been sympathy. When they finished, she was quiet for a long moment.

"I understand your pain," she said finally. "And I'm sorry that my presence has caused complications in your relationships. But I need you to
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