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      From USA Today Bestselling Author KL Donn comes a steamy friends to lovers romance full of intense emotional turmoil.

      Consume

      The darkness lurks inside me.

      Craving to be let free. To destroy as much as I can.

      I never knew a gentle touch or a soft caress.

      Not until I kissed her for the first time.

      Mila Boiko, the sunshine in my hell.

      She’s everything I don’t deserve.

      But she’s everything I’ll fight for.

      He thought he could hurt her, I’ll show him otherwise.

      For once, I’m allowing the darkness free rein. I’m giving into temptation and I can only hope Mila will be here after the destruction.

      Reader beware, Petro is a dark romance with triggering themes.
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        Ukraine – English

        Brat – Brother

        Cyka – Bitch

        Ebat’ – Fuck

        Malen’kyy – little one

        Malen’kyy brat – little brother

        Mudak – Asshole

        Pryyatel’ – Buddy

        Shcho – What

        Suchyy Syn – Son of a bitch

        Syn – Son

        Tak – Yeah

        Yak Spravy – What’s up?
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      Love is more than a word, it’s action, dedication, and understanding.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

          Petro

        

      

    

    
      
        
        One Year Ago.

      

      

      

      Approaching the little goat farm on the outskirts of Braha, I see a girl in the yard—not more than a teenager—as she feeds a kid that looks to only be a few hours old. The other animals hover around her and the infant goat, and I get the feeling that this is a normal sight around here.

      Her head turns when she hears my car door slam shut, and I’m stunned by her graceful features. Cute, upturned nose, strong cheekbones, full lips, wide, perceptive eyes in a shade I can’t make out. Her neck is slender and long, and her shoulders, though slight, are sturdy. This is a girl who understands backbreaking work, and I’m betting she’s been doing this for years.

      Leaning my arms on the roof of the car, I watch her until her cheeks turn a shade of rouge I don’t see often enough. In my world, modesty is lacking, but I can see she has plenty of it.

      “May I help you?” a woman’s frail voice calls from behind. For a minute, I nearly forgot why I was here.

      Turning, I stare at the couple I came to see. “What’s her name?” I ask, and they share a worried glance as their eyes roam over the tattoos on full display from my tank top. Hands to neck, there isn’t a bare spot of skin anywhere. Not visible, anyways.

      “Why?” The man steps forward, a cane helping him move.

      “Because I asked.” Standing at my full six-foot-four height, I cross my arms and dare him to argue with me. Not many men do.

      He swallows nervously as his eyes dart to the girl, but he stands his ground. Waiting on my answer and gaining my respect grudgingly. “I’m curious about her.” What I don’t say is that my curiosity in the last five minutes has grown obsessive. And the more he tries to protect her, the more he piques my interest.

      “Mila. Mila Boiko, and she’s only eighteen.” The woman reaches a hand out for her husband as he begins to walk down the steps, and he brushes her off, despite how difficult it is for him to move. “What is it you want, Mr. Renznikov?”

      I’m unsurprised that he knows who I am. “I have a job for your family.” His eyebrow raises in question. “I need a caretaker for our property here. Our last one passed away recently, and she had suggested your family could use the income.” Our safe house in Braha has been a secret for years, with the help of Olena’s cousin, Kata. Since her passing, the house has been in disarray. I was surprised to find she’d left me a note to seek out the Boiko family. But now I understand why. They live in poverty.

      “You’ll leave Mila alone?” My respect grows at this man’s continued concern for his daughter.

      Glancing back at the girl, I see she’s standing, watching our interaction, though I doubt she hears us. “For now.” I don’t take my eyes off her. She’s at least a foot shorter than me, but she’s got some fight in her. She also has some growing to do. I can tell from the father’s protection that she’s naïve to the world’s troubles, and if I had to guess, she has no idea who I am.
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        Three Months Later.

      

      

      

      “You keep doing it like that, and she will keep kicking the bucket over.” Frowning at the way Mila milks the ornery goat—bending over top of her and using her body to hold the animal in place—she’s going to get fucking hurt.

      “Petro.” Her gasp is followed by the blush that emerges all over her flesh anytime I speak to her. I know she’s attracted to me. Intrigued by who I am and why I keep showing up, but her cautious nature keeps her from saying more than three words to me in a single visit. Painfully shy and utterly oblivious, she is my guilty pleasure. Mila is the reason I continue to visit Braha so frequently.

      “Are you going to ask me for help?” I growl the question a little more viciously than I mean to. When she pales, my eyes roll on their own, and I climb over the fence, landing in a pile of shit. Her lively burst of laughter has me spearing her with a promising look that I realize she doesn’t understand.

      Turning her head away, Mila continues to struggle to milk the goat. Storming over, I grasp her voluptuous hip in one hand and the goat’s tail in the other while leaning over her back, leaving no room between us. Inhaling deeply, I catch a whiff of sunshine and hay. She has no damn right to smell as delightful as she does.

      “How in the fuck do you smell so good on a fucking farm?” What I wouldn’t do to have her under me, over me, on me. Just so long as I’m in her.
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        Three Months Later.

      

      

      

      “Petro!” Mila’s sing-song voice as I approach her father has me spinning before I take my next step. “I didn’t know you were coming.” Out of breath as she skids to a halt in front of me, I wish she’d kept going. Jumped into my arms and finally let me get my hands on her body.

      It’s been so long since I’ve been around a woman as refreshing as Mila. As innocent, sweet, and kind. Soft in all the right places, she was made for fucking. But my obsession with her has grown past lust. Past desire. I want…more.

      “Do you know what yesterday was?” Her impish grin makes her already round cheeks stand out more.

      “Your birthday.” My voice is heavy with my desire as I pull out the long velvet box from my pocket and hand it to her. She lights up like I’ve given her all the money in the world.

      “What is it?” Her hand hesitates to lift the lid of the jewelry box.

      I roll my eyes, something I do a lot with her. “Open it, and you’ll find out.”

      Chewing on her lip, she waits another torturous second before popping it open, and her astonished gasp makes me grin for the first time in months. “Oh, Petro, it’s beautiful.” Laying on the white velvet lining is a platinum braided necklace with a gold sunflower charm. I had it made special for Mila because she let it slip, one day, that she often sneaks into the neighbor’s sunflower field to daydream. She never told me what she thinks about, but I can imagine.

      Grabbing the chain, I wrap it around her neck. Clasping the lock together, I pull her hair through and run a finger down the length of the chain to rest on the sunflower nestled between the cleavage of her breasts. “It suits you well.”

      “I really love it.” She throws her arms around my neck and hugs me close. Frozen in place, I don’t know what to do until I feel her stiffen and begin to pull away. I’m not used to tenderness, but I enjoy her and don’t want to lose the feeling of her embrace.

      Tilting her face up to mine, I act on the impulse I’ve had since I first laid eyes on her and kiss her. Softly, at first, taking small sips of her lips. Licking across the seam of her mouth until, thankfully, she opens for me, and our tongues touch. Finally, I get my first true taste of innocence.

      I never want to let her go.
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        Five Months Later.

      

      

      

      I want to kill this bastard. For almost a year, I’ve been working to gain Mila’s trust, and somehow, this son of a bitch has swept in and stolen the hearts of my girl’s parents and, seemingly, hers as well.

      “Petro, this is Andriy Moroz. Andriy this is my good friend Petro Renznikov.” She’s so proud about our introduction that she misses the warning signs I see. His calculating eyes, his wandering stares. His intent to break her heart.

      “Renznikov.” He mulls my name over, and I wait for it to click. “From the Odessa Organization. You’re the younger brother.” He gulps in fear as the realization hits. Every rumor about me is true. I enjoy causing pain, hurting men, and creating havoc and chaos in my wake. I’m a wild mixture of both my older brothers with one distinct difference.

      The darkness lurking inside of me.

      I thought I had found a way to hold it at bay.

      Mila Boiko.

      But now, she’s moved on because I’ve been too cowardly to claim her for fear of tainting her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            Petro

          

          Present Day.

        

      

    

    
      Wary eyes watch me as I sit on a chair in the middle of the frigid room, contemplating the man before me. “Chad Lawrence, 1346 Eagle Drive, Brooks, Montana, USA.” His breathing increases as I glance back up from the license in my hand. “Do you have family at home? Someone to miss you?” The chains binding him to the wall rattle as he shakes his head no.

      A month ago, one of Teardrops’ girls made Sofiy aware that she was in danger and needed protection. Before Vasyl or I could get anything in place, Kit Sirko was killed. Execution style and her son, Trace, went missing. We knew Kit had run from an abusive husband in America, and we vowed to protect her. We failed.

      “You were almost too good for me, Chad Lawrence from Brooks, Montana. Almost.” As soon as we found Kit, everyone knew to be on the lookout for the man and her boy. He was unable to get out of the country, and eventually, I found him hiding in one of the shelters in Fontanka. As soon as Trace saw me, he ran over. Over the years, the boy and I have formed a relationship of sorts because I saw a need in him. “Do you know what happens to men who hurt women here? More specifically, when they hurt a woman under the protection of the Odessa Organization?” I know he doesn’t. If he did, he would have stayed at home.

      Picking up the whip I’ve been toying with for the last couple of hours, I wait for a response, and when I get none, I notice the defiance in his eyes. He thinks he’s too smart for me. “You know you’re not leaving this room alive, right.” Cocking my head to the side, I watch as my words sink in. He knows.

      “I can almost admire your strength. But I don’t admire the men who murder the mothers of their children.” Cracking the whip across the room, the leather strands slash down his face, splitting his eyelid open. Blood drips, and his eyes redden. I continue to bring it down over and over until he’s unconscious.

      Dropping the lethal length of leather on a table, I grab a switchblade and do to Chad as he did to Kit. I carve her name so deeply into his chest, I slice through muscle and tissue until bone becomes visible. He awakens and screams before I make it to the end of the K. Which, frankly, only makes the entire thing more enjoyable for me. I want this man to suffer.

      Kit did.

      Trace will.

      “You should know before you die that I plan to ensure Trace never remembers you. After today, I’ll be the one he’s calling father, and there isn’t a fucking thing you can do about it.” Plunging the knife into his chest, I sit back in the chair and watch as he slowly ceases to exist. Bleeding out, struggling to breathe, and mad as fuck.

      Once I hear the last breath rattle from his chest, I unleash him from the chains and roll him up in the tarp I laid on the ground beneath him. Stripping out of my shirt and pants, I step outside, inhaling deeply as I see Dez strolling down from the main house.

      “Take him to the butcher, Dez.” He nods without saying a word as we pass each other, and I know that by this time tomorrow, Chad Lawrence will be in pieces, sinking to the bottom of the Black Sea. Never to be heard from again.
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      Showered and dressed in clean clothes, I watch the boy sleeping in my bed. His mama’s shirt wrapped around him, tearstains on his cheeks, and for the first time since bringing him here, I wonder just what the hell I think I’m doing.

      Kit had been an amazing mother. She loved her son voraciously and proved it by escaping a marriage in America and moving back here two years ago. She had gone overseas for school and fell in love with a monster but always told me she couldn’t regret it because she got Trace out of it.

      Now that she isn’t here, the boy has no family, and putting him in an orphanage feels like stabbing her in the back.

      “Have you decided what you’re going to do with him yet?” Anton asks as he walks up from behind me.

      Words escape my mouth without thought. “Keep him.” I feel his skeptical stare. “I can raise him.”

      “Malen’kyy brat, you can do many things, but raising a child is much more difficult than you think.” I know he’s not trying to be a mudak, but I glare at him, nonetheless.

      “You did it with Lana.”

      “Ah, but I had Sofiy.” This is true. My brother would never have survived parenthood without my friend’s little sister.

      Seeing Trace’s tiny fists balled tight, I know he needs someone to be here for him now. Not be thrown into an orphanage that won’t care that he’s lost his entire family. “He needs me.” It’s that simple. “In the morning, we’ll head up to Braha for a while. See if things can work with us. You’ll be okay without me?” I don’t need my brother’s permission to keep the boy or leave for a while, but I’d like it.

      “We’ll see you in a couple of weeks.” Clapping a hand on my shoulder, he squeezes it the way he’s done since I was a boy. “Call if you need anything.” Nodding, I watch as he leaves before entering the room and lying on the end of the bed. We have a long-ass drive ahead of us, and I’m not certain how Trace will take it.

      Growing up without a mother will be hard as hell for him. I know from experience. But given the way Trace lost Kit, I still don’t know how much, if any, of the brutality he witnessed. Trace hasn’t said much since I found him, and aside from showering when I brought him home, he hasn’t moved from my bed. Not to eat or drink. Not when Sofiy and Nadia tried to lure him off to the pool.

      I’m hoping the trip to Braha will help heal him in some way. It’s always helped me, even before I met Mila. There’s a restorative quality to the area that has always left me feeling recharged. With the distance between the town and our safe house, I’m hoping Trace connects with nature. Allows the peace and quiet to open him up and talk to me.

      Only time will tell if it works or if he’ll ever be able to move on from this tragedy.

      I’m not sure how much time has passed when I feel a little body wiggle in next to me, his head heavy on my chest as he syncs his breathing to mine. Wrapping an arm around him, I hold him tight until I feel his frame begin to relax and fall back to sleep. If I had thought for one second that I would be able to relinquish the boy before, the thought is now gone. He and I are melded in the same ways. Losing a mother at such a young age changes you. It hardens you from the realities of the world. I only hope Trace doesn’t turn out like me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 2


          

          
            Petro

          

        

      

    

    
      The quaint village of Braha is filled with churches, grocers, and farms. There isn’t much to do here, and I think that’s why I like it so much. Few people, fewer problems. The solitude is what I always look forward to on my visits north. Trace’s quiet nature is solemn as we drive through the narrow main street and to the safe house a few klicks outside the village townsite.

      Passing the Boiko farm on our way, I see Mila outside, tending to the goats as usual. But I slam on the brakes when she looks up and I glimpse a blackened eye and split lip.

      “Suchyy syn!” That son of a bitch. As I slam the car in park, I glance at Trace. “Stay here. Don’t get out.” Nearing the dinner hour, I’m growing more pissed by the minute. No way in hell should she still be out here.

      “Mila!” The way she jumps as I bark her name and the renewed fear in her eyes set my blood to boiling. “What the fuck happened to you?” Gripping her chin, I don’t miss the way she flinches and averts her beautiful gaze. What I don’t like is that she’s fucking afraid of me.

      Her chin trembles as giant tears pool in her sweet, caring eyes. Eyes that have always looked upon me with attraction and curiosity. Eyes that now reflect terror and soul-deep agony. “Please, Petro, please don’t.”

      Staring intensely into her unfocused orbs, I see the answers she doesn’t want to voice, and as much as I hate him for what he’s done to her, I hate myself more. I could have prevented this. When I kissed her, tasted her sweetness for the first time, I could have snapped it up like the treasure she is. But I didn’t. Like a fool, I ran from the one good thing in my fucking life, and now she’s paying the price.

      Wrapping her in my arms, I cradle her head to my chest with one hand while the other rubs circles on her back. “I’ll kill him for hurting you, malen’kyy. He’ll never touch you again. Not while there’s breath left in my body.”

      Her head is shaking, and I know she’s going to protest. “I don’t want more violence, Petro. Please understand. Everything is fine now.” The way her voice cracks at the end tells me otherwise. Nothing is fine.
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