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Even though Kayla had been irritated by the message left on her mobile number by Andrei Rudakovski, she couldn’t very well ignore it. He’d said it was urgent that she see him as soon as possible about her father’s will.

What Andrei wanted to discuss about her father’s will after his untimely death a month ago, she had no idea. Both her mother and she were trying to get to grips with his motor accident. It was proving to be more difficult than either of them expected. Especially, since they had lost her brother a year ago in a boating accident. 

More difficult too was the fact that there hadn’t been much left to either of them from her father’s estate. Even the house was not theirs, come the end of next month. Kayla sighed as she entered the building that housed Rudakovski Enterprises, the company her father had worked at for more than twenty years. 

Due to policy, as a child she was not allowed on the premises of the building and since coming of age to be able to, she’d not been interested. This was the first time she was setting foot in the building. 

Quite impressed with the modern, elegant look of the building, she stood in the centre of the large foyer taking in her surroundings. From what she knew, her father was quite happy here. In fact he’d received prime treatment and was high ranking. His boss, Boris Rudakovski was so impressed with him that they were always invited to dinners and functions at Boris’ house. 

Being a reserved person, Kayla kept out of everyone’s way the first time she went to their house. Immediately, Boris’ younger daughter, Verushka who was the same age as Kayla, took Kayla under her wings. From the first time she met Verushka, Kayla had been hooked. So totally different to her in that Rushka (as she was known by her family) was outgoing, outspoken and full of fun as well as spontaneous. And she was beautiful. In fact the entire Rudakovski family was very good looking.

Andrei, Verushka’s older brother by five years, she’d only met a good while later. Precisely a whole year later. At twelve, Kayla was not impressed with him; rather fearful of him. 

Thankfully he was never around so she hardly saw him. But she and Rushka spent a lot of time together and since they attended the same school, they became best friends. The last time she’d seen Andrei was two years ago, at Rushka’s twenty first birthday party, and before that four years prior; at their father’s funeral. 

It was a brief encounter and he’d looked at her as if seeing her for the first time. She’d shivered at that look and was grateful when she didn’t bump into him again that night. Having lost their father, meant that he had to take over their thriving business. According to Kayla’s father, Andrei was a very good CEO and even though he was so young, he was more than adequate.

At that point, she’d not paid much attention to that piece of information. Now though, she wished she had. Everything her father related to his family about his work was just superficial. Not being able to divulge information pertaining to his line of work had not bothered any of them in the least. Even Michael, her brother had shrugged off the apology from their father about not speaking shop to him. Michael had gone into accounting rather than science like their father. 

If their father was unhappy about that, he didn’t show it. He said he was proud of them both according to her mother. 

“Can I help you Miss?” the security guard at her elbow asked politely.

Blinking, Kayla apologised. “Sorry! I am here to see Andrei Rudakovski,” she gave him an uncertain smile. 

“Please sign in and the receptionist will assist you,” the guard offered kindly.

Tentatively, Kayla signed her details in the visitor’s register, showed her identity document and was given access by the guard through the round, glass security door into the reception foyer which was slightly smaller than the entrance foyer.

Proceeding to the receptionist, she greeted the young, gorgeous, buxomly blond. “Hi, I’m here to see Andrei Rudakovski.”

The woman behind the desk gave her a stunning smile before asking, “And your name?”

“Kayla Reed,” she replied softly wondering if the receptionist would recognise her last name. 

Evidently not as the receptionist informed, “I’ll let his office know you are here. Please do take a seat and relax.” The smile she radiated was soothing as if she understood that Kayla would rather not be here.

Since her legs were wobbly, Kayla obeyed. The receptionist’s sing song voice sounded loud in the stillness of the reception area as she contacted Andrei’s office. Then stillness reigned once again. A few minutes later, the reception telephone rang, the loudness making Kayla jump.

“Hi, Macy!” the receptionist greeted cheerily into the phone. “Okay, will do,” she said after a short pause. Standing up, she placed the receiver on the cradle and said, “You may go up to Mr Rudakovski’s office now. It’s on the fifth floor to the right of the elevators.” 

Her kind directions settled Kayla’s nervousness as she walked to the elevators. However, as soon as she exited the lift on the fifth floor, it came right back.

Heart clopping, she approached Andrei’s office. Standing just outside the glass casing that housed the PA’s desk, she took a deep breath. Looking up, the PA beckoned to her to come in.

“Miss Reed,” the forty-something PA, greeted laconically. “Andrei is expecting you. Please go right in.”

Unable to utter a word, Kayla nodded and walked into the steel panelled office through the opened door and stood still. The massive, spacious office with the large modern desk and furnishings was daunting. So was the man seated behind the desk! With his brown haired head bent, reading documents on his desk, he didn’t notice her at first. 

However, he must have sensed her presence because he looked up straight into her face. Kayla suppressed the gasp that wanted to escape her lips. She had forgotten how devastatingly handsome he was. Rooted to her spot, she just stood there.

“Kayla!” Andrei acknowledged getting up from his leather chair and coming around the desk.

Although, she wanted to turn around and run out the building, because he was so intimidating at his full height she knew she had to stay and deal with the unfinished business of her father’s will.

Finally, finding her tongue just before he reached her, she acknowledged softly, “Mr Rudakovski,” with a slight nod of her head. Her heart beat increased as he closed the gap between them but he walked past her to close the door, his expression unreadable.

From behind her, he asked, “Would you like to sit at my desk or would you be more comfortable on the lounger?”

The hairs on her neck rose at his closeness. She was thankful that she had worn her black, straight, waist length hair loose. Looking at the couch, decoratively placed on the one side of the office, helped take her mind off his nearness. 

“Your desk,” she opted. At least he would be behind it and a desk length away. She hoped.

He preceded her to the desk and waved her to sit before taking his seat behind the desk again. Relieved, she sat stiffly in the comfortable, spacious chair and waited for him to speak.

“It’s been a while,” he said conversationally, his blue eyes expressionless.

“Yes,”she acknowledged politely. “How is Rushka?” she added as an afterthought. 

Although, she kept in touch with her friend, it wasn’t as often as before Rushka started her filming career in the USA. But she thought it polite to ask.

“She is doing very well if her emails are anything to go by. We don’t see her much but she does video call mother once a week. At least she is following her dream,” he answered tonelessly.

Kayla looked at him ponderingly. Was he not following his dream? But his expression said nothing to that effect and she wasn’t going to ask him. Instead, she gave him a small smile. “Yes, she is!” remembering the days when the two of them would spend hours on creating YouTube videos of anything and everything. 

Off course, Kayla never got in front of the camera, opting to stay behind it. She was the script writer and Rushka did all the performing. No good dwelling on the good old days, she sighed inwardly.

Sobering, she asked about his mother, other sister, Anastaysia, who was slightly older than him and lived in Canada with her husband, and younger brother Nikolai who would still be studying medicine at university. Seemingly impatient he gave her short clipped answers.

Kayla grew quiet waiting for the explosion, dreading it at the same time. For some inexplicable reason, she felt that bad news was coming her way. She didn’t have a long wait to find out.

His eyes seem to be assessing her as he said, “Thank you for agreeing to the meeting. If it wasn’t of such a dire nature, I would not have bothered you.”

Kayla turned suspicious green eyes on him. That sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach that had been there when she first heard his message, returned. “I can’t imagine what could be of interest to you in my father’s meagre will,” she shrugged as if it didn’t matter, all the while trembling inside.

“Oh it is very much of interest to me. Not the will read after his funeral,” he added quickly at her startled look. “The one that was drawn up separately.”

It took a few moments for that to sink in. Andrei took the opportunity to study the woman seated opposite him. It was two years since he’d seen her and she was even more beautiful than he remembered even though she was thinner. Her fused Indian looks came through strongly. Although, she had been Rushka’s constant companion, from young, he had not taken much notice of either her or his sister. 

Unlike Rushka’s other friends, this one had not thrown herself at him or gawked at him at all during the years she remained friends with his sister. The pair helped by staying out of everyone’s way and sticking to themselves. Not that he was bothered by it. There was no inclination to hang around with his sister or her friends whom to him were far too young and bothersome. 

If their lives were not going to be intricately weaved from what he’d read in Professor Luther Reed’s will, he probably would not have seen her again. By the looks of things she was still very much wanting to be nowhere near him.

“He had another will?” she asked incredulous. 

“Let’s stop playing games, Kayla. Your father would have mentioned this other will and I am guessing you know more about the contents than you are letting on.” His stare was cold.

If he was trying to intimidate her, he was succeeding. Without the knowledge of what he was talking about, though, she could not wilt. She needed to know what he was talking about. Why would her father have a second will and why did Andrei have a copy of it and not her family?

“Please enlighten me as to the contents of this second will you are so adamant about,” she lifted her chin in defiance.

After scrutinising her for a few moments, he slid a document towards her. “Read for yourself.” His tone was icy.

Ignoring his cold manner, she pulled the papers towards her and started reading, her eyes growing bigger with each word. Breathing became more difficult as she went down the lines. 

After the last word, she looked up with enormous eyes. “This must be some kind of joke!” she grated out. “And I don’t appreciate it.”

“I most certainly wish it were, Kayla!” Andrei said her name menacingly, sending a chilling shiver down her spine. “But the prototype mentioned in his will is the property of Rudakovski Enterprises that your father was working on.”

Kayla’s mind was whirling. Why would her father write a will like this and keep it a secret from her mother and her? It didn’t make sense but nothing was making sense anymore. Just when she thought they would have little to do with the Rudakovskis, they popped back into her life. Now there was a will that stipulated that unless Andrei married her, Kayla, Rudakovski Enterprises would not get the code to the prototype. 

In the possession of Luther’s lawyer, the code in a sealed envelope would only be released to Andrei on producing a marriage certificate with both their names on it. Not just any marriage though. It was to be a lifetime marriage or the prototype would revert to the state if they get divorced. What was going on?

Watching the emotions flitter across her face, Andrei almost felt sorry for her. But his rationale that she could not have been privy to this blocked all sympathy. No father would just assume that his daughter would not mind being forced into marrying any man not her choice. Come to think of it, he wouldn’t want to be forced into a marriage either, especially a lifetime marriage. What game was Luther playing?

From what he knew of the man, Luther was a very conscientious worker. He was also a loyal employee. There were no records of any disciplinary or such negatives on profile at all. In fact everyone sang his praises. Even Andrei had been in awe of the man from the time he took over as CEO after his father’s death. Currently he was having a hard time figuring this one out. 

Something he would have to deal with later. Right now, he needed to secure the prototype at all costs. If that included marriage to Kayla Reed, then so be it. 

“You see, the prototype is ready. We just need the code to activate it and I’m afraid your father was the only one who knew what it was. Unless...” he looked at her with narrowed eyes sending even more chills down her spine. “Unless he gave them to you,” he finished, leaning forward.

A pure look of frustration was turned on him. “How did your clever brain come to that conclusion?” she asked sarcastically. “I was never aware of nor interested in what my father was doing here at Rudakovski Enterprises. And he never took us into his confidence. Not once did he mention his work here. When my mum asked him about work, he would just give her a basic description of a boring life. Eventually, we stopped probing,” she spilled out heatedly.

A few, nerve wrecking, seconds of silence ensued before he spoke. “Okay let’s say you don’t have the code,” he ignored the frustrated look she gave him and continued, “then I guess we are getting married and soon.”

Kayla’s jaw dropped and it was a few seconds before she could speak. “Just, like that?”

He looked at her as if to say, ‘What else were you expecting?’ Instead he voiced, “According to your father’s will that‘s how I get the prototype.” He spoke as if to a young child.

“It also says that it will revert to the state should we not get married. I’m opting for that option. I don’t see why I have to marry you for your benefit. This whole thing doesn’t benefit me at all.” She shrugged.

He sat back in his chair, his gaze scrutinising her making her feel uncomfortable. “I don’t see that you have a choice Kayla. I won’t let our hard work go to some organisation that doesn’t deserve it.” His soft spoken words belied the anger in his eyes.

“I won’t be forced into a marriage with you,” she stood her ground applauding her strong voice when she was jelly on the inside. “You can
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