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Sergi Book Eleven in the Bratva Blood Brother Series...

This book was never planned as part of the series until fans placed it there. By mass request in my reader’s group at Facebook, you all pleaded for Sergi’s story.

So here is part of Sergi Constantine’s life, as the fans were asking for.

I love all of you so much... my loyal readers who followed me anywhere, just like you all promised.

Thank you for making it possible for me to continue to write these stories.

K.J. Dahlen
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DESCRIPTION


Bratva Book #11
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Sergi

I was taking power of the Bratva when I met her. I...Sergi Constantine became leader of one of the most powerful organizations in the world.

My son was almost grown and I wanted something for myself.

I found that something with her for at least a little while, then one day—she was gone.

I never knew why but I couldn’t forget her all this time.

Then I found her again, and she blew my world apart.

Anita

I was young and in Russia for a job when I met him. He was older and wiser and if anyone knew—I was with him— I could lose everything I held dear.

But that didn’t stop me from seeing him, that summer he stole my heart.

When I left him...I took a piece of him with me. I could never tell him about our son.

Then I saw him again, and the fear in my heart was very real, but so was the love I still had for the Bravta leader known as Sergi Constantine.

This man oozed power and danger and I’m caught right in the middle.

The truth will come out now, so let the chips fall where they may, I could still lose everything, but Sergi might be there to catch me when I fall.
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Chapter One
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Sergi stood at the window with a drink in his hand looking out over the city below him. Lights glowed everywhere. Red lights, white lights green lights and blue lights. Traffic was still busy now, as it had been earlier. New York City was one of the few cities in the world that never slept.

He was due to leave in a few days to back to his own city that never slept ‒ Moscow. Even half way around the world, the energy of this city could be felt by him. He looked out into the night and his eyes narrowed as a random thought slipped into his consciousness. Was she out there somewhere? Was she safe? Did she ever miss him the same way he missed her? Did she even remember him after all this time?

Sergi sighed as he shook his head. After his wife, Tasha died when Misha was a young child he thought he’d be alone the rest of his life. He wasn’t a man to throw away his life on meaningless women. He preferred to have one woman in his life at a time and he had loved Tasha. It took him a long time to get over losing her, he busied himself in raising his son and gaining his place in the Bratva. Back then, that was all he could think about.

Oh, he had his dalliances but he never gave more than expected. He always made that very clear to his partners. He couldn’t afford to marry the wrong woman back then, so he stayed away from the females he thought he could make a new life with. By the time Misha was grown and off on his own, he would be ready to find himself a new wife, a wife who could appreciate the life he led.

Instead, he found her—Anita. He found her quite by accident but he’d never regretted it. He saw her in the park and was immediately struck by her beauty. She was like a breath of fresh air in the coldness of the winter around them. 

Dragotsennyy... The word kept repeating in his head as he took her all in.

She was dressed in a white winter coat that day, her long dark hair contrasted and stood out with the white of her coat and the snow all around her. Her cheeks were reddened by the cold air around them but her teal colored eyes were full of wonder as she looked around. The park was right in the middle of ancient Russian buildings, buildings that had been built in the last century. She stood there staring at them in amazement.

Sergi had been so used to the old structures that he no longer saw their beauty. To him, they were part of the city, a reminder of Russia’s past. But he watched her awe as she gazed around at the part of his history that couldn’t be denied.

Without thinking, he stepped closer to her.

A little startled, she turned to look at him. 

He was dressed is an overcoat to ward off the winter’s cold and a black mink Cossack hat. He knew he looked good as he mostly was an imposing figure. Tall and broad, his shoulders filled his coat rather well. His trench coat came down to mid calf and was closed against the raw winter winds. Even at forty-three, he was still a fine figure of a man.

Her eyes widened when she saw him. She stopped and stared at him.

Sergi thought her reaction was completely adorable as he boldly walked up to her. He smiled at her and saw her eyes widen further. “Hello.”

“Hello,” she whispered back.

“I see you are enjoying our beautiful city.” He nodded.

“Yes, I am. This is my first trip here and it’s like a dream come true for me.”

“Oh and why is that?” he asked. 

She blushed but wouldn’t answer his question. Instead, she looked away. 

She didn’t look back until he said, “Look at me.”

She turned her head to find him standing closer to her than before. 

“Will you allow me to show you my city?” he whispered.

“But I don’t know you.” 

He smiled. “I’m Sergi.”

“Hi Sergi.” She blushed red. “I’m Anita.”

Sergi chuckled. Her response to his flirting impressed him. He thought the blush was charming. “Well, now that we know each other’s names, Anita will you allow me to show you my city?”

“Ok.” She still looked a little insure.

Sergi knew this must be hard for her to accept this from a stranger. “I am a very reputable man.” He gazed right into her eyes. “I will not hurt you. This, I vow.”

Anita took a long moment to study his face.

Sergi smiled inwardly at her perusal. He hoped she believed him. It was all true. Yes, he ran The largest Russian Crime Organization in the world, but he never hurt innocents. This one here...oh yes, truly innocent.

Finally, he held out his elbow and when she laid her hand on the crock of his elbow, he felt the heat from her fingers through the layers of his clothing. He frowned and looked to where her fingers were. He shouldn’t have been able to feel anything but he had.

He gripped her tighter and they walked down the street. They toured the city while Sergi showed her all the tourist sites and a few that weren’t known. He intended to give her the best of his city and when they were having tea at a café, he began asking her about her life.

Anita tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and shrugged. “I work for a private company and I’m here as a translator for my boss. I happen to speak Russian and he doesn’t.”

Sergi stiffened for a moment. “And what is your boss here for? What business is he representing?”

Anita looked at him uncertainly. “I’m not sure I can say. It wouldn’t help his cause if word got out about what he does.”

Sergi nodded. “Of course. So many people come here thinking to get a piece of the pie now that the wall has come down between our countries, that we are a little skeptical of brewing business deals.”

“You are a business man then?” she asked as she sipped her tea.

Sergi shrugged. “You could call me that, I guess.”

When she didn’t ask what business he was in, he expanded his statement a little, “I am part of the structure of the government here. I keep my thumb on the pulse of the city.”
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Anita nodded but didn’t say anything. She could sense a hint of danger surrounding this man and the more time she spent with him the more she felt it. But she felt something else too. She was comfortable with him even though she felt he was keeping something from her. “Can I ask you something?”

Sergi nodded. “I may not be able answer your question, but you can ask.”

“Who are you? Really?” she asked. “I mean I don’t know the first thing about you, other than your first name but I know I feel safe with you. I don’t normally go off with just anyone but when we met, I knew I was safe with you.”

Sergi looked pleased that she trusted him as he answered, “I am just a man. No more, no less. Anyone who calls themselves a man wouldn’t hurt a woman or child. Only cowards would hurt someone weaker and smaller than themselves.”

“I wish all men thought the same way you do,” Anita mumbled under her breath. She knew what that felt like all too well.  

“Today’s Russia is vastly different than what it used to be. Some of it is not a good change but for the most part its still good. As with any country that opens its borders to the rest of the world, there are some who take advantage of the situation. We or I, take steps to stop people from taking advantage of our countries resources.”

Anita kept her silence. She wasn’t sure what he was trying to say but she knew what her boss was doing here. He might not consider her boss’s interest a good change. He was hoping to get what he wanted without going through the regular channels but that wasn’t the only thing she was here for. She was here to visit the place her family used to have here and hopefully, learn the truth of what caused her grandfather to run from his homeland.

The way her grandfather told the story...he was run out of Russia by the Bratva for a crime he didn’t commit. A crime that could have cost him his life if he hadn’t run away in the middle of the night. He had to flee across the seas with his family and settle down in a land unknown to him. 

Her own father had been a young man at the time and he hadn’t wanted to go but he hadn’t had a choice. He and his father were often at odds with each other and no one would tell her why. She had hoped to find the truth. She’d been caught in the middle between two powerful men and she loved them both but there was something neither of them talked about, some secret they never spoke about. Something happened here in Russia a very long time ago. And she’d wanted to know what that was.

So, she had come to Russia to find the truth. 

She looked over at the man sitting across from her. He older than her and his head was clean shaven. But he was a very striking man. When he removed his hat as they sat down she had been startled by his lack of hair but the more she was with him the less she cared. It looked good on him. He was an imposing man with his chiseled cheek bones and hawk like dark eyes. Eyes that seemed to be aware of everything going on wherever he was.

She shivered at the hint of danger surrounding him. She knew he could be a bad boy type but for now that part of him was hidden by the hint of respectability. She had to wonder why he picked her out to spend the day with. Didn’t the man work at all?

Anita suddenly felt bereft. She would have missed meeting him if he’d just walked past her this morning instead of stopping and speaking to her the way he did. She glanced over at him and found him looking back at her. “I’m sorry, am I keeping you from your job? I guess I didn’t realize I was monopolizing your time today. I loved exploring the city with you, I just didn’t want it to end. That was very selfish of me.”

Sergi smiled slowly. “Not at all, I, too, enjoyed the day and didn’t want it to end.”

Anita smiled. “Does it have to end?” she asked softly.

Sergi stared at her for a moment. “No it doesn’t have to end quite yet, if that is your wish.” He got to his feet and put his coat and hat on. Holding out his hand to her, he waited while she got her things on. Then taking her hand he led her to the nearest taxi. 

Giving the man behind the wheel an address, Sergi gave her a smile.

Anita felt a surge of excitement giving her butterflies. She was twenty- four and still a virgin. She didn’t know where he was taking her but she was more than ready for what she hoped was coming. This was the type of man who knew what he was about. So confident so assured. She felt safe with him.

Anita had the next two days off and she admitted to herself that she was hoping to spend in his arms.
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Chapter Two
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When Sergi opened his front door and allowed her inside his home, he wondered if this was really, what she wanted. He watched her closely as she looked around his home. Her eyes were wide with awe but he didn’t think it was for the number of possessions he had, instead he got the idea it was for the history of his home. The timber in the high ceilings and the wood grain of his floors were impressive. His home told her a lot about the type of man he was. 

“It’s beautiful,” she whispered in awe.

“Most find it a bit intimidating,” Sergi informed her.

“Oh, yes. It could be viewed as that but to me, it speaks of a deep seated pride you have in your country. It tells me you’re Russian and very proud to be exactly what and who you are.”

Sergi stood still for a moment to take this in. This was indeed true. He liked the way she summed him up all in one sentence. He took off his coat and hat and pulled her into his arms. When his mouth crushed down on hers, it seemed to take Anita by surprise. When she melted in his arms, Sergi felt lust rush through his veins as he pushed her coat off her shoulders. “I want you,” he whispered as he broke their kiss. “

“I want you too.” She nibbled on his strong neck. 

“Please tell me you are old enough to give me what I want.” He pulled back to look at her.

Anita blushed red. “Yes, I’m old enough, are you man enough?” she quipped.

“Da, I am man enough.” He growled as he swept her into his arms and strode down the hall to his bedroom.  He threw her on his bed and fell on top of her. Smothering on her mouth again with his, he took her breath away. Tearing her clothes off, he bared her body to his eyes. 

She was a small woman but she wasn’t a thin woman, she had curves. Curves that were driving him wild. Thin women did absolutely nothing for him but this woman? This woman was exactly what he desired.  Her breasts were large and fit into his hands like they were made for them. Her belly felt soft to the touch and looked slightly rounded but that only made her more desirable in his eyes. Her hips flared out and her thighs were strong and taut. He couldn’t believe how desirable she was to him. Many women here offered themselves up daily and he’d mostly felt no interest at all. But he couldn’t take his eyes off her since the minute he first saw her. He tore his own clothing off to join her in bed.

He stood up as he dropped his pants and when he heard her gasp, he lifted his gaze to her eyes. She was staring at his hard cock.

Yes, Sergi was proud of his body. His cock was a good ten inches and at the moment, he felt himself surge to his fullest. He knelt on the bed then covered her nakedness with his own. He began nibbling on her neck as he whispered in her ear, “I’m not a gentle lover but you will very satisfied before we’re done. I promise you that.”

Anita shuddered as her hands began roaming the vastness of his chest and shoulders. 

He nibbled on her neck and shoulders before dropping down to her breasts. He’d told her true, he wasn’t a gentle lover, but each nip of his teeth sent waves of pleasure through her entire body. 

His hand slipped down her body and reached for her core. It was damp but Sergi needed her to be soaking wet. Circling her clit, he pushed a finger into her warm depth and plunged in and out while biting gently on her nipples.

Anita gasped and moaned as she lifted her hips to get closer to the source of her pleasure. Her whimpering grew to a pleading sound as she seemed to need more of him. 

Sergi groaned at the sounds she made, then lined up his cock with her core and pushed inside. He loved how tight she was but he didn’t stop. When she crossed her legs behind his back and lifted her hips, he broke through her through innocence and surged the rest of the way inside her. 

His mind went blank when he realized what it meant. She had been untouched until now and he couldn’t help himself. She was his now and he’d be damned if he would lose her after this. This was a claiming thing for a man like him. She chose him to give this to him. He now would choose her to stay with him. He slammed into her time and time again. He loved hearing the moans and groans from her throat as he pounded into her. She set his blood on fire with her touches and then she dug her nails into his chest and he felt her body tighten as she neared the edge of the abyss.

His fingers bit into her hips and he felt her core tighten. Feeling the zing along the base if his spine Sergi roared, “I need you to come now.” 

Anita surged up as she flew over the edge and Sergi felt it. He roared again as he let his own release happen. He pushed himself deep into her and filled her.

For a moment, neither of them could seem to move. He collapsed on top of her as a single bead of sweat rolled down the side of his face and splashed on her chest. 

Anita felt his weight on her and reveled in it. He felt safe and warm and she liked that fact. When he went to move, she held him in place. Then after a long moment, she released him and he slid to her side. 

He lifted his hand and moved her face to his. “That was incredible,” he told her softly.

“It was.” She nodded with a slight blush.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” he wanted to know.

“Tell you what?” she blushed deeper. “That I was a twenty-four-year-old virgin? That makes me sound like a loser.”

“No it makes you sound like someone who hasn’t found the right person yet, that’s all,” he insisted.

“And you think that’s you?” Anita asked.

Sergi shrugged. “I don’t know if I’m the one or not but you belong to me now and I don’t share what’s mine with anyone else.”

“Excuse me?” she whispered stunned.

“I think you heard me.” Sergi growled. “You chose to give yourself to me tonight and now, I’m choosing to keep you right here in my bed and in my arms.”

Anita drew away from him but he wouldn’t allow her to go very far. She couldn’t believe he was serious.  “We only just met today,” she protested.

“But you gave me a very important part of you that you can only give to one man. That means something to every man and more to me.” 

“But I don’t even live here. I have to go home at some point. My boss is almost done with his business here.”

“I want to see where this is going.” Sergi persisted. “I want to see you again. I want you to spend as much time with me as you can while you’re here.”

“Ok, that I can do.” Anita seemed to relax. “For a moment, it sounded like you wanted to keep me prisoner or something.”

Sergi raised his brows at this assessment. He didn’t say anything but he had to admit if only to himself that she wasn’t far off. When he got up this morning, he had no idea what awaited him when he found her. So now, he didn’t want to let her go. For the idea of spending every night he could with her was only going to lead to something more permanent.

The next three days they spent every free moment together that they could. Their nights were long and passion filled. It was a rushed affair but every time they got together was magical for Sergi. He felt he’d finally found the one woman for him.

Anita seemed very happy as well. 

The fourth day when she didn’t show up, Sergi went to her hotel room and was told Anita checked out in the wee hours of the night before. That she and her boss Adrian Marky returned home to America.

Sergi was devastated. He had fallen in love for a second time in his life and this time... the loss was so much worse than the first time. His heart felt broken. Still, he at least had her for a few days...and this time, he wasn’t left with a young son to raise.
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Fast forward twenty-four years, back in his penthouse in New York...

Sergi looked out over the city again and swirled the drink in his hand. His thoughts were troubled tonight and he didn’t know what was causing them. He hadn’t thought about Anita in years and when he did, he still felt the haunting loss of her disappearance.

He had dug into the business her boss had come to Russia on and put every obstacle he could into it not going through. He was there to harvest oil in the Kara Sea and to profit the harvest of one of Russia’s last minerals. Instead, Sergi turned it around and let the Russian’s harvest the oil. They got to keep the insane profits Marky would have gotten from the oil.

He took a sip from his glass and looked at the city below him, wondering if she was out there somewhere. Had she thought about him at all over the years? Had she regretted leaving him without a word or explanation? Had she known what her boss was trying to do back then? Was she aware of what he did to stop her boss from profiting by cheating the people of his country?

Too many questions and not nearly enough answers. He wondered why he thought of this now as if it had just happened yesterday? Thoughts of her were so strong tonight and he had trouble pushing them away.

“Dad, are you all right?” Misha asked as he came up behind his father.

“Da, I was just lost in thought for a moment.” 

“I know it’s not my place to ask this but do you ever regret not marrying again? I mean after Mom was murdered.”

Sergi turned to stare at him. It seemed an odd question, considering he’d just now been thinking about the only woman he’d wanted in that way. He shrugged and decided to just be honest with his son. “The woman I would have married in a heartbeat left me a long time ago. She left without warning or word about the fact she was leaving our country. She’s never once been in touch, so I have to assume she wasn’t as into me as I was into her. I was at an age when I wanted to settle down. You were grown up and mostly on your own and I was headed into my middle age. Now I’m getting old and its too late now to get another woman.”

“But you could, you know,” Misha suggested. 

“Just as you could son.” Sergi nodded.

“Da, I could but first, I’d have to meet her and you know that’s not so easy. The right woman is so hard to find sometimes.”

“I know that all too well,” Sergi admitted as he finished his drink. “Are you ready to eat? I’m starved.”

Misha chuckled, “Well, let’s go downstairs to the restaurant then. I could use a meal myself.”

A few moments later the two men stepped out of the elevator. As they reached the front of the restaurant, Sergi’s gaze scouted the place. He was trained to observe every room for danger and this was no different. His eyes swept the restaurant for any signs of anything out of place so quickly... he almost missed her, almost.

His heart stopped when his eyes zeroed in on her. She hadn’t changed at all over the last twenty something years. Still a beautiful woman. Her long dark hair had just a touch of grey now but her teal eyes were still beautiful.

He searched her figure and found it the same as it was then. Then he saw the people at the table with her. Three men, one younger and two older men. He frowned at the oldest man at her table. There was something oddly familiar about him. He was sporting grey hair now but he knew that face.

Then his eyes hardened and he felt the rush of rage pounding in his bloodstream. He marched over to the table, knocking down people in his way. When he was at the table, he stood there for a moment, never taking his eyes off the man.

The older man looked up at his intrusion and paled. He pushed his chair back a space and began to rise.

“Sit your ass down in that chair old man,” Sergi growled. “I have been looking for you for damn near forty years, you murdering bastard.” His harsh words were spoken in Russian, the land of their birth. “You will finally pay for what you did a lifetime ago.”

“Not even you would kill me here and now,” Gavril Turchaninov said the words out loud. They were soft spoken but very clear.

Sergi shook his head. “No I wouldn’t but now that I know where you are, you’ll never hear the bullet that kills you.”

Gavril nodded. “Quite frankly, I’m glad I no longer have to hide. It’s been well over forty years and I can tell you this is no way to live. 

Sergi still glared at him. “I will be glad to end this. Its been too long in coming. If you hadn’t run like the coward you are, this would have been over a long time ago.”

“Grandpa, what’s going on here?” a soft female voice asked.

Sergi slowly turned his head and found her eyes on him. 

Anita saw the rage in his eyes and recoiled slightly. 

“What did you call him?” he growled.

“He’s my grandfather, Gavin Turchan,” Anita told him.

Sergi threw his head back and laughed. “No his name is Gavril Turchaninov and he’s a murderer who ran away in the dead of night, rather than faces his crime.”
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Anita gasped. She turned to her grandfather and saw the truth in his eyes. This was the secret both him and her father kept hidden all her life? This is why she couldn’t find out anything about him in Moscow all that time ago? She turned to her father and read it in his eyes as well. The charges Sergi was making were all true. This was the secret they both shared. 

Pushing her chair back, she grabbed the younger man by the shoulder. 

When he stood... Sergi looked at him carefully. He remined him of someone but he shook his head at that thought. For a moment, he looked just like Misha had at that age but that was insane. How could he look like Misha?

Then he looked again. He had the same jaw as Misha, the same dark hair and as he looked into the other man’s eyes, he saw his own reflection in them. They were his shape but the color was all Anita.

He snapped his head around to Anita and glared at her. “Who is this?”

“This is my son, Levi,” she whispered nervously.

“And how old is your son?” he demanded.

“That’s none of your business,” Levi stated.

“It might very well be my business.” Sergi growled. He looked down at the young man’s plate and noted his choice of a meal. It was fish, not steak as everyone else had on their plates. 
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