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      Authors note: While the Adair Legacy books can all be read as complete standalones and, in any order, I do suggest reading the Adair Empire series in order of books 1-6.
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        Dimitri Petrov had one mission: protect and serve. He’s lived by the creed and would die by it. Working undercover wasn’t sunshine and roses, he was thrown to the wolves and then forgotten about. Abandoned by the organization he worked for.

        Without a way to escape he remained in place. Kept up appearances and became the most trusted man in the McCray clan. When he’s given the chance to betray the men he was sent to infiltrate, he seizes the opportunity and prays it’s his way out.

        Seeking solace in the Adair Empire, an organization he himself should have been seeking to destroy, Dimitri meets Daniel Corelli. A young man looking to rise in the ranks of a corrupt kingdom.

        What he finds is a brotherhood living by a code he’d come to understand over the years. They weren’t good men, but they did right by their own. When tragedy strikes, and Daniel is left for dead, Dimitri is left wondering what to do next.

        Danika Vashchenko wanted a normal life, one where she could be free of her family’s Russian ties. After meeting Dimitri and watching his suffering over Daniel, she quickly becomes stricken by the two men.

        Unable to deal with the possibility of losing one of them, Danika leaves, rejection burning in her soul. Once found, will she be convinced that they’re stronger together?
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        For Jensen Ackles, Jared Padelecki,

        & Misha Collins

        I’d say Sam & Dean, but umm, well, you’ll see.

        You guys were in a way, the start of this series. You inspired a darkness in me, I didn’t know I had.

        Misha you were the perfect Cas for my own Cas and one day I’ll be the crazy girl at a comic con trying to force a book on you. I’ll likely get tossed out, but that’s ok, I’ll just sneak back in ;)

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          Danika

        

      

    

    
      He’ll never know the emptiness his words left in my heart.

      He’ll never know I stayed…

      I listened…

      Each beep a crack in my carefully constructed armor.

      Each beep leaving a gaping hole in my heart.

      His screams of pain and sorrow mirroring my own anguish.

      Dimitri Petrov and Daniel Corelli are the biggest lies I’ve ever let myself believe in. They’re the ones who destroyed me before I could experience them.

      Dimitri’s “Bring him the fuck back!” plays through my mind like a broken record. Each pain-filled word ensuring I made the right decision.

      Danny dying has created this void inside of my entire being. I’m left grasping for air, fearing I’ll never breathe without this ache again.

      Home—Russia—away from the two men who could never love me is where I belong. It’s where I intend to stay.

      To die.
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            DIMITRI

          

        

      

    

    
      It wasn’t supposed to be like this. I was the good guy. Too good. When I was sent undercover, I never imagined I’d get twisted around. My co-workers used to joke that I was Mr. America. My allegiance and conviction for the justice system were so strong. I was always firmly planted in the world of black and white. There were no grey areas for me.

      When the Justice Department asked me to go undercover, they said a few months at most, then it was a few years quickly turning into ten. Timothy McCray was the worst type of human being on earth, and there were many times I wanted to kill him. It’s because of him that I learned I had a darkness lurking inside of me, and right now, I wish I didn’t.

      I wish I could fucking move on and be done with this shit. Start a new life somewhere. Gain a fresh perspective.

      Fucking King Adair won’t let me.

      As much distrust and hate they held for me at first, they’ve come to rely on my expertise and opinion. They say I’m part of the family and won’t tolerate me moving on.

      Now, we’re sitting in the hospital, the same fucking one my life was shattered in, and Lil is in labor. Only she’s having complications. King’s going crazy, Luther is demanding better specialists be brought in, and the maternity ward looks more like a mafia meeting than a celebratory place.

      “If she cries out once more, he’s going to kill that doctor,” Talia worries in Cas’ lap across from me.

      All of ‘em, these women, strongest I’ve ever seen, are fucking knocked up and likely scared shitless.

      Meadow stands—the only one who isn’t pregnant; not for lack of trying on Carver’s part, either—and comforts her friend. “She’ll be fine, Talia. All of you will be.”

      Unable to stand the sight before me, I have to get out of here. All this fucking worry and sickening love feel like lead in my gut. Stepping into the hall, a door swings open, and I catch a glimpse of King leaning against the wall, head in hands. More broken than anyone has witnessed before.

      Slipping past the closing doors, I stand beside him. I don’t say anything at first because I know he’ll not only brush me off but won’t believe me.

      “They’re trying to turn the baby in her belly,” he finally says, standing taller. “So she can give birth naturally instead of a c-section.”

      “That’s good, right?”

      “The doctor has half his fucking arm up in her.” His growl is part whimper because that sounds painful as fuck and part vengeful because another man is touching his woman.

      “Motherfucker!” is screamed from Lilith’s room, and King slams his hands against the wall next to the door.

      “If I go in there, I’ll fucking kill him.” His words are deadly.

      Stepping around him, I enter the room without a word. “Dimitri?” Fuck Lil looks bad. Pale, sweaty, pain lines her face. “Is he okay?” Lil asks while breathing harshly as someone moves a wand around her stomach.

      “He will be.” I’m not sure that’s true. “How you doing, gorgeous?” Grabbing her hand as I stand beside her, I see the fear in her gaze, and I know she needs King. “You almost done, doc?” I snap at the man.

      “Yes, just a little more,” he answers without looking up at me.

      “Good.” I stare at one of the nurses. “Go find a female doctor.” She stands there staring at me dumbly. “Now!”

      “Listen, I’ve put up with enough of you guys and your bullying attitudes,” the doctor tries to argue.

      “Yeah, I’m sure you have. But unless you want to actually die, you won’t be here when Lilith’s ready to give birth because if her man sees you, he’ll rip your fucking head off for not only having your arm inside his woman but causing her so much pain.” The doctor pales but nods to the nurse.

      “Oh God!” Lilith cries and squeezes my hand hard enough to make me cringe. Woman’s got the strength of any man. Fuck!

      “Here we go, Mrs. Adair, just one last turn.” Tears run like a river down her face as he manipulates her body further.

      “King!” She screams loud enough that I’m shocked the windows don’t shatter. Her man comes storming in the room, and everyone freezes as he darts straight for her, his eyes not looking anywhere but at her face.

      “Doc, you got about fifteen seconds,” I warn because I can see King’s about to blow a gasket.

      “Done. You’re ready, Mrs. Adair.” The man stands triumphantly until King glares at him, and he scurries away as a female obstetrician takes his place.

      “Are you ready to push?” The woman smiles, ignoring the tension surrounding her.

      “No,” Lilith whimpers, and that’s when King turns into the softy we only see when it comes to her.

      “Help me out, D.” He waves towards Lil, motioning for me to lift her forward. As soon as she’s positioned upwards, he slides in behind her, cradling her to his chest.

      “Just wait, sweetheart, wait till you hear his cry. That first sign of life. Hold little man in your arms, cuddle him to your chest. We’re right there, my queen. All you have to do is push. Just a little more. I ain’t fucking leaving.” Damn. I don’t think I’ve ever seen this ruthless man so compassionate before as he whispers in her ear.

      “Okay, King.” She smiles up at him, exhausted. “I’m ready.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        King

      

      

      Life is miraculous. It’s all-consuming. Heartbreaking. Incredible.

      Watching my queen bring life into this world has been the biggest fucking turn on I’ve ever known. Watching her waddle around the house these past few weeks, knowing she’s giving me this most precious gift has left me both horny as fuck and angry as hell.

      Realizing I could lose them in the same fashion as I almost did a year ago is a fear I’ll never let go of. But now, seeing Lil sleep with Holden in her arms, full from suckling on her breast, I know I won’t allow anything to happen to them. They’re protected and loved like royalty.

      Vibrations from my pocket force me to leave the room as I answer a call in the quiet night. “Adair.”

      “Privet drug, pozdravleniya!” Vashchenko says.

      “What do you want, Viktor?”

      “To wish you congratulations, of course.” There’s something in his voice.

      “Thank you. Now, what do you really want?”

      “I assume your koroleva and detka are doing well?” I’m not up for his bullshit.

      “Lil and Holden are fine. They come home tomorrow.” I have to grind the words out because I know he won’t get on with it until he’s checked on them. Fucking polite-ass Russian.

      “Good, good.” He’s quiet a moment; I almost wonder if the line dropped. “I have a favor. I need help finding my sister.”

      “Why?”

      “She went home. To Moscow. Serdtse razbito nad Daniel. Now I can’t locate her.”

      “Fuck sakes, Viktor, English!” I hate talking to this big bastard.

      “Apologies, friend. Daniel, his death, it hit her…hard.” Daniel? Dead. He has no fucking clue.

      “Viktor, Daniel isn’t dead.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Danika

      

      

      My head pounds as pain alerts my body to wrongdoings. Kinks and bruises can be felt as if I were tossed around like a sack of potatoes. It doesn’t feel like I’m moving, but my stomach is so queasy. I know I’m going to throw up.

      I don’t fight the feeling as I roll to my side and vomit all over someone’s shiny shoes beside me. “Was zum Tueufel?” What the fuck? the man spews in German.

      “Sorry,” I croak just as the tip of his puke-covered shoe hits my gut. “Fuck!” I can’t stop the scream. Thankfully, my stomach seems to be empty, and I don’t upchuck again and risk another strike.

      “Hure.” He spits on me before leaving the room. Whore? Me? I don’t think so, but I keep that to myself.

      I’d like to say I don’t know what’s happening, but I do. I came home for a reason, a purpose. The need outweighed the risk. After losing Daniel, I only wanted to feel…connected. To something, someone. I thought I would find it here.

      The church where these men abducted me from was the same one my parents married in, where they had me and Viktor baptized. It holds memories I can only dream of recalling. Being there, if only for a moment before I was taken, settled my heart in ways I didn’t know had been left cracked open.

      For years, Viktor had warned me that coming home was a bad idea. The country is unstable, and a Vashchenko may be stalked by the Germans. Men who have issues with our family for reasons that make no sense.

      I let my stubborn pride take over my common sense, and I’m going to pay for it now.

      As the door opens and light filters through, I blink rapidly, trying to lay eyes on my captor. “Ahh, she’s awake!” He shouldn’t sound so damn happy about it.

      “Go away,” I groan, knowing full well he won’t leave.

      The man walks over to me slowly, not nearly as menacing as the last guy until he grabs my bound hands from behind me and twists a finger until I feel the snap. “Ublyudok!” Motherfucker! I scream out. The nauseous feeling is back as I breathe through the pain.

      He chuckles, actually laughs at my pain. “Solch schlechte Sprache für eine junge Frau.” My German is rusty, but I think he just reprimanded my language.

      “You’re going to give me shit about language when you just broke my finger? Fuck. You.” I can’t hide the venom in my tone.

      “It’s no wonder Viktor doesn’t want you! Such a filthy mouth! You’ll fit in the brothel well. Our men can taint a pretty thing like you.” His accent is thick as he speaks, and I want to punch him.

      “What do you want?” I bark as I grit my teeth through the pain. Why does such a tiny bone hurt so damn much?

      Smiling, my captor stands and backs up as another man approaches with a demented grin contorting his scarred face and a blade in his hand. “Fuck.” When I came to Moscow, I knew this was a definite possibility. I knew I was playing with fire. I knew…and yet, I came.

      Now I’m going to pay for it.

      My only thought before this new man bends down and grips the front of my shirt is that maybe I’ll meet Daniel in the afterlife. Maybe I’ll find the peace there that I was never able to attain on earth.
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            DANIEL

          

        

      

    

    
      They say I died. Multiple times. On the table. In my room. I died.

      I didn’t see the light.

      I didn’t feel the overwhelming acceptance.

      For so long, I was in a black pit of nothingness that left a huge chunk of my life missing. Losing a kidney was the least of my problems. For Meadow, hell, any of the girls, I’d do it all over again. They were innocent pawns in a game they never prepared for, and if I happen to be a casualty in their rescues, I’m okay with it.

      When the Adair’s accepted me into their fold, even as just a grunt man after I’d gotten out of jail seven years ago, I knew this was where I was supposed to be. With them is where I would find my purpose in life.

      I never had much before. I went from being a foster kid to being kicked out on the streets at eighteen and straight into a new kind of system. A more corrupt sort of hell.

      I killed a man in self-defense and paid the price. My only saving grace was that I didn’t have a juvenile record, so they were lenient on my sentencing. Instead of spending fifteen plus years behind bars, I was released early. It wasn’t long after that that I was recruited.

      The clan had no idea who I was until I spoke up when Lil went missing, and that woman has been a pain in my damn ass ever since. But when I’m with her, I know I’m trusted. I’m part of the family.

      When Dimitri became a part of the group, I fucking hated him. He was a Fed, on the same side as the bastards that had arrested me. I didn’t expect to feel something for him. To enjoy his gaze as it bore into me so intensely that I felt it to my soul.

      As time passed, our bond strengthened, and soon we became inseparable. We’ve had this connection I can’t explain. We haven’t spoken of it; I don’t think he’s even acknowledged it. And now, we’re on a fucking plane to goddamned Russia for some girl.

      Danika Vashchenko.

      Her name is familiar to my subconscious. I have visions of a soft voice in my ear, whispering, assuring me that everything would be fine. I dream of soft hands playing with my hair, cleansing my body.

      “You’re thinking of her, again, aren’t you?” Dimitri mutters beside me. With a plane full of people, we only whisper.

      “Can’t get her out of my head.” I can still picture the tears of relief in D’s stare when my eyes popped open a few weeks ago. He was fucking pissed at me, but I remember the last words I heard before I awoke.

      I love you, but we need more.

      More?

      What the fuck does that even mean?

      Dimitri has a commanding presence I’ve always yielded to. Not because he wants to control me, but there’s just something there simmering between us, and I’m not sure I can explain it let alone comprehend it.

      There’s tension between us, some of it sexual, but I don’t get that stirring for him that I do when I think of Danika. A woman I haven’t met yet.

      “Did Vashchenko say who we’re dealing with?” I’m still fuzzy on the details. I’m not one hundred percent myself yet, and I’m worried I’ll be more of a liability than a help.

      “The Haggen family. They’re Viktor’s counterparts in the European crime world.” Dimitri hands me a file, and from the moment I open it, I can see they relish in genocide. Entire families have been wiped out for not acquiescing to their commands.

      “Fuck.” It makes me sick to think they have her. “He’s sure she hasn’t just disconnected?” King was insistent that she left because she thought I’d died. Dimitri had kicked her out of my room moments before I coded the last time, and no one thought to find her afterwards. No one knew she’d stayed to listen.

      We watched the hospital’s security tape, and I’d seen her dismay, her pain as she ran away.

      “Vik says she wouldn’t do that. Not after the way she grew up.” Dimitri’s eyes are glued to her picture. With her long dark brown hair, big chocolate eyes, and regal facial structure, she could be a fucking Russian princess.

      Within her family, I suppose she is.

      “There’s more you’re not telling me, D.” I know he’s hiding something, and I don’t like it.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Dimitri

      

      

      Fuck. I thought I was hiding it well. Keeping secrets isn’t something we’ve done before. Not like this one. But the more I think about Carver’s words, the more I know it to be true. Daniel and I, we’re meant to be, and if I’m right, Nika is meant to be ours, too. I just haven’t told Danny-boy.

      I know he has feelings towards the girl, but he hasn’t wrapped his head around it yet, and I want him to be the one to figure it all out on his own. I know the kid. I know what he’s thinking before he does half the time.

      “Not hiding anything from you, kid.” I look away from him because having him so close and not touching him is nearly fucking killing me.

      “Yeah, you are,” he counters. “You only call me kid when you’re deflecting.” Perceptive bastard.

      With six hours left before we land in Russia and night falling, I have no interest in arguing with him. “We’ll talk at the hotel.” He glares but says nothing more.

      Leaning my chair back, I close my eyes. I know I won’t sleep, but it’ll get me out of his line of questioning.

      Like usual, I’m tossed back to that day. The day he died. When she left. When my life felt like it was falling apart.

      Danika left.

      Danny-boy was dead.

      My world cracked wide fucking open, and I was left floundering.

      The stuttering of the beeps as the doctors gave up. When I pleaded with Daniel to wake up as I confessed my feelings to him. It dropped me to my knees.

      I’ll never forget when his eyes opened, and his bleary stare met mine. The shock of what I must have looked like reflected back at me as the doctors struggled to accept what was happening.

      Daniel was alive.

      He came back.

      And I’m still left wondering if he knows what I said.

      I love you, but we need more.

      The words replay in my head every night, every hour, every second of every fucking day. They’re there. Always there.

      The only thing I don’t know is if he feels the same way. If he ever could.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            3

          

          
            DANIKA

          

        

      

    

    
      I was a supposed princess within my family. An abandoned one, at a young age, but a princess nonetheless. I sure hadn’t been treated as such in the French orphanage that I was left in. A place where I understood nothing. Not the language, the customs, beliefs. Nothing. The only thing I did know was that at four years old, I was left to fend for myself in a world I didn’t belong in.

      The worst part was remembering an overwhelming feeling of love before then. My parents didn’t think I’d recollect my life with them. They were just trying to protect me. And Viktor has been helping me assimilate since finding me on the streets of Paris at fifteen after I’d run away for the final time.

      I hated it in the orphanage. I tried to learn the language, to fit in, but nothing ever worked, and I was treated like a slave.

      When they wanted something cleaned, I was forced to do it.

      When the other kids were angry, they’d beat on me.

      When someone wanted to explore their budding sexuality, I was tossed into the room.

      I was leftovers. Touched and unclean.

      It was either leave or kill myself because I was never letting another person touch me again.

      Viktor finally showed up after months on the streets, and he brought me to America, where he promised me a good life. One where I would be safe. Kodiak was assigned to be my guard. Because of him, I believed in my brother.

      When I turned eighteen, Viktor displayed our family life before me and why our parents left me. I vacillate between resentment and understanding.

      Back then, our family wasn’t ruling the country. Back then, our family had been simple townsfolk struggling to make ends meet. Our father was a butcher that was used for more than chopping meat.

      The Mafia made him slaughter people…entire families. If he refused, they would use my mother as leverage. They raped her, beat her, left her in the streets naked.

      That was when my parents knew they must run. They had to leave me somewhere that no one would find me. Viktor was already in America, sent to live with our babushka before I was born due to the chaos of what was happening at home.

      When they were killed just weeks after leaving me in France, Viktor had already turned sixteen and went on a rampage with Kodiak and Nikolai. They came home, tore apart every safe house the organization had and ruined everyone in their way.

      It was on the kingpin’s deathbed that he confessed to sending a man after me, to make sure I died, too.

      Viktor tortured him for hours because no one knew where I was, not even my grandmother. My parents had taken off in the dead of night when they were certain they weren’t being watched and left no trace of where they’d gone.

      From what I understand, the man’s death ended in a beheading that was well deserved.

      My brother was left to clean up the streets after that. Stabilizing the region and, unintentionally, taking on a role that he wasn’t fully prepared for. He made many enemies because of it. Including the men who currently have me locked away in the cellar of my parents’ old butcher shop turned whorehouse.

      I only wanted to come home, seek out my heritage. Find out more about my parents and their lives.

      Vik warned me that I might not be welcomed by all. Even though he now rules the land with an iron fist, people may remember the destruction he caused beforehand.

      Viktor is not a nice man. Like the Adairs, he lives by his own set of rules. Commanding the ranks with complete control and never asking forgiveness.

      But these men, I don’t even know who they are. Only that they wish to harm my brother. They think I don’t understand them when they speak German, but I do.

      I know they won’t give me back, even if he pays them what they want.

      They plan to torture me until I die and then send me home in pieces.

      I should be more afraid. I acknowledge that I should, but I know my brother. I know Kodiak and Niko. I’m confident that between the three of them, they can obliterate an entire organization should they so choose. And since they’ve spent the past three years protecting me, I have no doubt that’s exactly what will happen again.

      The only question is, will they get here in time to save me?
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Daniel

      

      

      Russia in the summer is hotter than I expected. From the looks we were getting at the airport, we’re going to have to do better at fitting in. In our hotel room now, Dimitri has gone in search of Danika’s room while I try to configure out where she is.

      Tracking her movements on CCTV here is harder than at home. The security walls are built to keep spies out. Even ones who are only looking for a single girl. Before I can hack into the system, I have to make it look like we’re in another country. It takes a bit of work, but I’m finally able to do it, and I can see Danika as she left the hotel a week ago. Walking to the grocer’s down the block, and even standing in front of a church on her way back.

      What I’m shocked to find is that she was abducted in broad daylight. People are moving along only feet from her, and they act like it’s an everyday occurrence. Not one tries to help her as she fights for her life.

      “Fucking assholes,” I mutter as Dimitri walks through the door.

      “You got it up?” He rushes over just as one brute knocks her out with a single blow to the head. “They’re dead. All of them.”

      “I agree.” Zooming in on the license plate of the van they tossed her in, I have to wonder how smart these idiots are because they don’t bother to mask it, and we have a partial plate number.

      “Can you track that?”

      “Maybe, if it’s registered, but with only half the letters, don’t hope for much.” Hopping out of the CCTV program, I go in search of the country’s DMV database and the van’s owner. “You find anything in Danika’s room?”

      “They trashed it. All I found was her diary. Figure it might give clues if she felt like she was being watched.” Glancing over, I see he’s got a light purple book in his hand and indecision on his face.

      “You gonna open it, D?” I watch as he looks up to me.

      “She’s gonna be fucking pissed.”

      “Not if it helps save her life.” Our eyes meet, and he opens it before looking down again.

      Dimitri remains quiet while he reads, and I continue my search for the owner of this van while running one of the faces from the camera through facial recognition. When my results finally come through, I can’t help but be disappointed that the plate got us nowhere.

      “I fucking did this,” Dimitri growls from behind me. Turning, I see his dark head bent over her book, and his fists are white-knuckled with his anger over something he’s reading. I go sit next to him on the bed, our legs touching, and he still doesn’t move as I lean over to see what he’s reading.

      Grabbing the book from his hands, I don’t believe him. What I do know is the pain Danika felt when she left.

      We both did this.

      
        
        Dear Diary,

        I never thought I would have it, that all-consuming love that the books and fairytales speak of. I never knew I wanted to feel it. I didn’t think a girl like me could. But with him…them…I do.

        Dimitri is so hard. On himself mostly. He hides behind this stone-cold mask of danger and doesn’t let anyone in. I think he let Daniel in, though.

        I think it’s why he’s in so much pain over Danny. He doesn’t believe he’ll wake up. I know it’s because of Meadow’s rescue that he got hurt. I almost wish I knew Daniel before his injuries. I wish I’d been able to see his smile, I bet it would have been beautiful.

        Dimitri never smiles, but I bet Danny does all the time.

        I bet if he were awake, he’d make sure we were together.

        The three of us.

        Dimitri, Daniel, and Danika has a nice ring to it.

        I fell in love with them. I don’t know how it happened or when, but I did. For weeks, I’ve watched Dimitri watch Daniel, and I know he loves him, too. I’ve seen Daniel twitch here and there when Dimitri speaks, and I think it’s significant. I could never say anything, though. No one would believe me.

        Leaving was for the best. Without Daniel, I don’t think Dimitri and I could ever be whole. I don’t think Dimitri could love me without him.

        Who am I kidding, Daniel probably wouldn’t have been able to love me either. If life has shown me one thing, it’s that I can’t be loved by a man outside my family. Being molested for years, experiencing the cruel things this world is full of, and I know even when I love them both so wholly, they couldn’t possibly accept me for more than a good time. I’m damaged goods. Nobody wants that.

        I’ll never forget you, Daniel. The feel of your hair between my fingers. The way I could talk to you for hours, and even though you couldn’t respond, it still felt right.

        I hope you find yourself again one day, Dimitri. I know Daniel dying broke you. I heard it in the way you screamed. The anguish was so clear for anyone listening.

        I pray, one day, I’ll meet you both again.

      

      

      “Christ. It’s like she knew we’d read this shit,” I mutter.

      “How the fuck did she fall in love?” Dimitri whispers in awe.

      I know better than to mention what she believes. Dimitri will either deny it or avoid it. If he were to deny it, I’m not sure how I’d feel, so I leave it alone.

      “That van came up a bust,” I say instead. We need to find her. It’s imperative she know I’m not dead. I need her to know I feel this weird connection, and that even if he denies it, Dimitri does as well.

      “Fucking hell.”

      “I’ve got facial recognition running, but I sent a picture to Vashchenko, too. Maybe he knows these guys.”

      “Where’s their old shop?”

      “You think they’re hiding her there?” Moving back to my computer, I search it out. “It’s a fucking whorehouse now.”

      “Who holds the deed?”

      After an extensive search and a few stone walls, nothing pops up. “Shell corporations. Call Vashchenko, ask him if he knows.” It stands to reason he might know.

      “Fucking voicemail,” Dimitri grumbles, tossing his phone on the bed. “I’m going to shower.” I watch his back as he leaves the room, and I wish that things were different. That we didn’t have to jump through these fucking hoops to start living.

      Watching faces flash across my computer screen, my eyes cross as water runs, and I grab Danika’s diary again. Reading it repeatedly, trying to gain clues. To find out more about her.

      Laying against the headboard of the bed, I absorb her words like a wet sponge. Eager to know more with each stroke of the pen. Her emotions bleed onto the pages like paint on a canvas.

      I feel her.

      Her wants and desires.

      Her cravings.

      Her need to have Dimitri and me together. The three of us as one unit may be an out-of-the-box idea, but for who and what we are, I think it would work.

      Closing my eyes, I fall asleep to the sounds of water running and thoughts of a future for the three of us. As one.

      “Match.” An automated voice registers in the back of my mind. “Match.” My eyes slowly open as I feel a warm hand placed across my abdomen. Looking over, I see Dimitri spread out, holding me with tightened fingers. “Match.” The computer software calls again.

      Slipping free from the bed, I walk over to see a clearer picture of the man who knocked Danika out cold on the screen. Snapping a shot of it on my phone, I go to send it to Viktor when I see a text back from him already about the previous picture.

      “D,” I shake his leg to wake him up. Knowing this is what we need to find her. “Get up, call Viktor, I’ve got to run another search.”

      “You found him?” His voice is husky as he stands and dresses.

      “I’ve got a name, at least, Viktor says it’s one of the lieutenants in the Haggen family.”

      As Dimitri makes the call, I keep searching the family that Viktor says has taken her and find out they have a few safe houses in the city, with another dozen scattered across the country.

      After relaying that information to Dimitri, we find out that Viktor sold the old butcher shop to a Russian family that is now deceased. All their assets are now in the same name as the corporation.

      “Can you track them, Daniel?” Viktor asks over the speakerphone.

      “Working on it,” I reply distractedly. “Anything you can give me to connect it to the Germans?”

      “Haggen is also a Scandinavian name.”

      “That’s it!”

      “Care to fill us in, Corelli?” Viktor asks.

      “The company is Scandiman Corp. Haggen is a German family name, but with it also having Scandinavian lineage, this makes sense. I’d bet my life they own this place.” I don’t bother looking up as I continue my search. “You still got men here, Viktor?”

      “Da.”

      “I’m sending you a list of places owned by this company. I suggest a little door busting.”

      “See you in a few days, Viktor,” Dimitri says.

      “With my sister, Petrov. Alive. My men will call with a location to pick up weapons.” The phone clicks and the room quiets as I get floorplans of the old butcher shop. Luckily for us, the upgraded ones are found easily enough.

      “You ready for this, kid?” Fucking hate when he calls me kid. I’m thirty years old, not some young punk.

      “I’m ready, D. Are you?” I know he’s got a lot on his mind, some I wish to fuck he’d share with me.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Dimitri

      

      

      Danny-boy watches me covertly from his place at the window as I gather everything we’ll need before picking up the weapons Viktor has waiting for us. I know he has questions; he knows I’m avoiding talking about what he wants.

      What he doesn’t understand is that I don’t think Danika’s alive anymore. If I confess to him, and we don’t get her back, we’ll both be broken shells of the men we are. Calling him kid keeps him at a distance when I’m feeling vulnerable, and I know he recognizes what I’m doing.

      With a plan in place to go in at night when it’s busiest and guards might be distracted, Daniel thinks she’s being held in the basement. With cold storage and a bomb shelter down there, I think he’s right.

      After loading what we need into the sports car we were provided with, I take a moment to center myself. Closing my eyes, I say a quick prayer that Nika will get out of this, and nothing else happens to Danny-boy.

      So many fucking regrets.

      Letting Daniel go into that fucking boathouse.

      Kicking Danika out.

      Not owning up to myself.

      Before Daniel walks out of the hotel room door, I grip the back of his neck. Standing behind him, I lean my forehead against the back of his skull, my chest touches his back, and I confess what I’ve been running from since the day I met him.

      “Nika’s right. She knows. She watched me,” I whisper into his hair, silencing when he holds his breath. “I know you heard me. It’s why you came back.” He spins then, his eyes ablaze with something I’m not sure how to interpret. “Us. You and me. Her. She’s for us.”

      Daniel’s eyes close, and I have this sudden urge to… My lips land on his without thought. This fucking man. He came into my life when I was questioning everything. He brings me light when I feel dark. The spark, it’s there. He’s there, with me. Kissing me. It’s hard, brutal. I regret nothing. Daniel is meant to be mine. Danika is meant to be mine. I’ll kill for them.

      When he drops to his knees without a word, I couldn’t be more shocked. As he unfastens my belt, I only watch. Words aren’t needed as he shows me, without a shadow of a doubt, how he feels even if he’s unsure of what he’s about to do.

      His blue gaze shines bright with confidence. When he’s got my jeans down and my cock exposed, a shudder works up my back, and my legs grow weak. Leaning back against the wall, I wait for his first touch.

      The moment his mouth wraps around my length, my eyes close and my hands fist his hair. I savor the rough feeling of his teeth gliding along my shaft with each back and forward motion. I enjoy his powerful fingers curled around the base of my dick. The way he squeezes just tight enough to bring me to the edge but not go over.

      The faster his movements progress, the heavier my breathing grows. Opening my eyes as he sucks me to the back of his throat and swallows, I see his free hand jerking his own engorged cock, and suddenly, my mouth waters for a taste of Daniel.

      His eyes speak volumes as he continues to work my length, giving me the most intense pleasure I’ve ever known. I don’t comprehend how it happens, but suddenly, I’m transported out of my body as my cock explodes with no warning. My eyes roll in the back of my head, and I’m left panting for breath as stream after stream of cum is shot into Daniel’s mouth, and he swallows every drop. Only standing once he’s satisfied that he’s rung every ounce of satisfaction from me. Neither of us says a word as we try to catch our breath. His lips melt into mine, and before I can deepen the kiss, his phone rings with the information we need on where to be to load up on weapons.

      Pulling away is harder than I ever thought possible. “We’ll bring Danika home, Dimitri,” he reassures, and I fight back my laughter. It’s normally the other way around.

      “Yeah, Danny-boy, we sure as fuck will.” I hide my own trepidation.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Danika

      

      

      Spitting the blood in my mouth onto his shoe, I taunt this bastard further. “That all you got, Shrek?” The guy is a fucking giant. My mind is screaming to shut up, stop talking, leave the ogre alone. Viktor is also in my mind telling me to fight. To anger them so they make a mistake.

      Last year, after a kidnapping attempt, he enrolled me in self-defense classes. But not your ordinary housewife class, no. These were harder. Kidnapping and ransom experts taught it. And one of the things drilled into me from the start, from Viktor and Kodiak, was that if someone took me, showed their faces and kept talking about vengeance against Vik, I wasn’t going to be let go.

      The likelihood of torture was high, and I would need to anger them when I felt I was out of time.

      I don’t know how long I’ve been here, but my time is out. The four broken fingers, knife in my thigh, and what I think is likely a busted eardrum says so. I’m not going to let them humiliate me while I’m alive. They wanna chop me up piece by piece, fine, but I won’t be breathing for it.

      What they apparently don’t understand is that it’ll only anger Viktor further, and that means their own deaths will be worse than anything they would ever do to me.

      My time on this planet has been short. I’ve never felt loved, never known what a loving man’s hands on my skin feel like, but I’ll go in peace because I’m sure Viktor will come. He’ll find my things. When he reads my diary, I know he’ll pass it on to Dimitri, and maybe one day, he’ll discover the salvation he was never granted before I came along.

      “Come on, big boy, show me what you’re really made of.” I laugh as he curses and grabs another knife, this one with jagged edges.

      That’s gonna fucking hurt.

      Gritting my teeth, I wait for whatever he has planned to bear fruit; however, before he can move more than a step, someone comes through the door and speaks softly enough that I can’t hear, but they both leave.

      Silence greets me as the door closes behind them. Loud music can be heard, briefly, and I can guess what’s going on.

      “Viktor,” I moan as I try to loosen the ropes around my wrists and ankles. Being strapped to this chair, they haven’t let me up, even to pee, and my body is stiff and gross. I have no delusions about leaving here. If he hasn’t showed by now, it’s because he can’t locate me, and I’m on my own.

      I close my eyes and remember that first time I spent any time alone with Dimitri and Daniel after he’d helped Carver find Meadow the second time. The poor girl was so clueless about the evils of this world. She’s got one hell of a man on her side now, though.

      “Why do you keep coming back?” Dimitri’s soft, yet firm, voice comes from behind me as I hold Daniel’s hand. I’m drawn to him in a way I don’t understand.

      “Because,” I say, swallowing as I turn around. “Someone has to be here when you’re not.” I’m not criticizing him, but I can tell he thinks I am.

      “We don’t need your pity,” he snaps. As he walks closer, his eyes stray to Daniel’s prone form. A flicker in his gaze shows his worry and sorrow for the younger man.

      “It’s not pity I feel.” It’s connection. One so consuming I can feel it to my soul.

      He ignores me after that. Barely acknowledges my presence when I bring him a sandwich and coffee from the cafeteria. If it weren’t for the fact I knew he was in pain, I might have taken offense. He’s suffering. His friend, a man he loves, isn’t awakening, and I can’t begin to imagine how much they’re both hurting.

      How I wish I could have told him then why I kept coming back. I wish I could have done something to ease Dimitri’s anguish that day. I wish none of it would have happened. I wish I were home now instead of waiting on death’s door. I have no control, and I really dislike it.

      The ropes are too tight for me to wiggle my hands out of, even if I weren’t in agony. The thought of throwing myself around the room until the chair breaks or someone gets sick of me being a nuisance crosses my mind. But if I were successful, I still don’t have a plan of escape.

      I’m fucked no matter what I do or don’t do.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            4

          

          
            DANIEL

          

        

      

    

    
      The drive to the old butcher shop takes longer than expected. We have a plan, but not a very good one. Especially for only two men. After another call from Viktor on our way here, we now know we don’t have time to strategize for anything more elaborate.

      The Haggen family caught wind of Viktor asking us for help and has moved up its plan to murder Danika. From what we can tell, they plan on shipping her back to Viktor in pieces as retaliation for everything the man did fourteen years ago with putting the Germans out of business in Russia.

      “Ready?” D looks over at me from the passenger seat.

      “Locked and loaded,” I reply. Our weapons are hidden on our bodies, and we’ve been watching as people come and go. The security doesn’t conduct much of a pat-down for weapons when they enter.

      Exiting the car, Dimitri says, “I’ll meet you at the bar in five.” The idea is for him to do a once-around of the building, looking for exits and lower windows. He wants to plant a bag of weapons just in case we need them when extracting Danika.

      I take a deep breath as I shut the door behind me. I have knives strapped to my ankles and two guns holstered under my button up. From what I’ve seen, they’ve only patted down backs and arms of men. With my jacket, my Sigs should be hidden enough that the security won’t give me more than a cursory look.

      Music pumps loudly from inside as smoke billows out every time the door opens. The smell of marijuana strong in the air.

      “Dobro pozhalovat,” one man greets as I enter.

      “Da.” My Russian is rusty, and I know I have to be careful of what I say. They let me pass, and I make my way through the room filled with more hookers than I’ve ever seen in one spot and grab a seat at the bar.

      “Vodka.” I rap my knuckles on the bar as the bartender comes by. Watching the room surreptitiously, I see two men emerge from where the blueprints showed was the basement. They don’t lock it behind them, and it gives me a fleeting moment of doubt about whether this is the right place.

      A glass bangs down on the bar, and I turn to the man as he pours two fingers of Russky Standart. Handing him some cash, he leaves, and I see Dimitri enter through the front door.

      Walking around the room, he looks to me, and I nod slightly towards the door that I watched the men exit from, and he heads there. Swallowing back the vodka, I wait a beat and follow him down.

      The stairwell leading downwards is dark, illuminated only by a strip of lighting around the wall, directing to another hallway. Dimitri stands at the end, playing with the lock on a door. The creak of the door opening again has us both freezing in place. With a nod, I indicate to Dimitri to keep working while I slink back into a crevice and wait for whatever comes.

      The sound of three sets of footsteps descend the stairs, and while holding my gun, I pull out a blade. I may not be as good as Carver or King with my knife skills, but it doesn’t take much to gut a man.

      Laughter precedes them until they round the corner. When they see Dimitri at the door, they cease all movement just steps from my hiding spot. One man, the size of Shrek, falters before I sneak out behind them as they pass me, questioning D in German.

      “Wer zur Hölle bist du?“ the big one demands. Dimitri ignores him while I sneak up behind them.

      Staying low, I’m quick to brandish my blade and slice it across the back of one guy’s knees before he realizes I’m there. Blood squirts back at me, covering my chest in crimson. The other two spin around just as Dimitri gets the door unlocked, and the sight that greets us fuels my anger as I tackle the smaller of the two men.

      Taking him to the ground, I see Dimitri in my peripheral vision as he charges at the largest of the men. My fists rain down brutal blows on the guy under me. I hear the crunching of bone and cartilage with each strike. Soon, I no longer feel in control of my body, and when I’m tossed off of the man, I raise my gun without thought and shoot.

      The bang reverberates throughout the halls as the giant drops to the concrete, a hole in his face. Dimitri stares up from the ground, mouth agape, blood dripping down his head and into his eyes.

      “Nice work, kid.” He smirks as he stands, clapping me on the back.

      “Daniel?” The word is barely discernable as we look up to see Danika tied to a chair, face pale, shock clear in her gaze as she passes out upon seeing us.

      “She didn’t know?” I’m genuinely stunned she had no idea I was alive. I thought for sure someone would have told her, or she’d have heard somehow.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Dimitri

      

      

      The fucking Hulk was a lot tougher than he looked. When I saw him heading for Daniel as he was pounding on the other man, I couldn’t leave him be.

      I was wrong, though. The kid had it all handled.

      Danny-boy keeps proving me wrong about so many things at every turn, and I’m, once again, left in awe of his resilience.

      Hearing more footsteps coming down the stairs, I slam the door shut, barricading it with my body until Daniel’s got Danika untied and brings the chair over to shove under the knob.

      Once the door is secure, I take a moment to look over her injuries. “We’ll fix her up in the car. We need to leave.” The door cracks. “Now.”

      Picking Danika up, holding her in my arms for the first time, cradling her to my chest, it feels right. The connection she talked about in her diary is intense. I’d like to fucking kick myself for pushing her away so goddamned much now. She didn’t deserve it, and because I did, she’s in this predicament now. Hurt. Broken. Bleeding.

      “Come on, D,” Daniel calls urgently from the window he’s propped open. Passing her frail body up to him, I spin just as the door splinters and begin shooting wildly before jumping up and through the frame.

      “Keep running!” With the chaos occurring in the building, it seems odd for the streets to be so quiet. Daniel tosses the car keys to me as he climbs in the passenger side, Nika still in his arms.

      Peeling away from the curb, I waste no time in racing through the streets of Moscow, distancing us from the hotel we were staying at and heading to the safe house Vashchenko has ready for us. If all goes as planned, we’ll be on a flight to London first thing in the morning.

      With my pulse racing, I try to keep my concentration on the road but hearing her moans as she regains consciousness, I look over and tears are streaming down her face as her eyes open, and Daniel brushes his fingers across her cheek softly.

      “You’re really here,” she murmurs, a catch in her voice.

      “I’m here, mi amore.” Fucking smooth Italian bastard. “She really didn’t know?”

      “There wasn’t time to tell her. She left, and before I thought to call her, she had gone to Russia. When Viktor told me she was here, I figured I’d give her the space she needed.” He looks from her passed out form and back to me again as we make our way to the house carefully. “You needed me more, Danny-boy.”

      A look I don’t recognize crosses his features quickly, and before I can comment on it, Danika is speaking again. “Dimitri?” I look over at her. “I listened.” Her breathing picks up as she recalls that day.

      “I know you did, Nika.” Running a hand across her thigh, I try to soothe her. Daniel buries his head in her neck and inhales deeply. Her eyes close, savoring his actions, and I wish to fuck we were alone in a room and not on the fucking run.

      “I’m sorry,” Daniel whispers to her, his hand coming to hold over mine on her leg, squeezing my fingers.

      Looking in the rear-view mirror, I don’t see anyone behind us as we speed through the streets. “Danny-boy, call Vik. Let her talk to him.”

      The phone connection barely rings once before the man picks up. “Vashchenko.”

      “Viktor?” Danika’s voice trembles.

      “Sestra! S toboy vse v poryadke? Oni prichinili tebe bol?” His tone holds more emotion than I’ve ever heard from the man before.

      “YA v poryadke Viktor. Oni spasli menya. Daniil i Dimitriy, oni tozhe zdes.” Daniel looks at me with confusion. Russian is not a language he’s mastered.

      “He’s just asking how she is, kid, calm down.” I laugh.

      “Petrov!” Vik calls loudly.

      “I’m here.”

      “Her injuries, what are they?” He’s irritated because she wouldn’t tell him.

      “Visually, broken fingers, stab wound in the leg. Multiple bruises. Haven’t seen past the clothes yet.” I say the last part only to jab at him because I know it’ll annoy the fuck out of him.

      “Bozhe! Dazhe ne dumay ob etom!”

      “Only when she asks, Viktor, only when she asks.” Danika snickers, and it’s quickly followed by a pain-filled moan. “Gotta go, Vik, we’re at the safe house. I’ll call you in London.” Daniel hangs the phone up before the man can protest.

      “Do you guys really have to speak Russian? Fucking English, man.” Daniel bitches as he carefully vacates the car with Danika still in his arms.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Danika

      

      

      They’re talking, planning our next move, and I should be paying attention. I should be listening, so I know what’s going to happen.

      But I can’t.

      Never in my life have I wished for something so hard as I did when Daniel died than for him to be alive. I prayed, I bargained, I swore a million promises if only he would come back.

      And now, he’s here. Alive. Mostly well. Pacing back and forth in front of me as I sit on the couch, waiting for the medication they gave me to kick in. Resetting my fingers isn’t going to be easy. I should probably be in a hospital, but it’s too risky right now.

      “It’s only until we get to London,” Dimitri says, stopping in front of me. I can see he doesn’t want to do it. He knows it’s going to cause me horrendous pain.

      For the first time since meeting the man, I see emotions other than sorrow and anger in his gaze as he watches me.

      Lifting my good hand up to his, I scrape my nails along his cheek and lean forward. “It’s okay, moya lyubov.” His lips soften under my digits.

      “You’re going to pass out.” I can see the regret in his gaze as he looks back to Daniel. “Danny-boy is going to help you undress while I get everything we need.” Helping me to my feet, he hands me over to Daniel as the man comes closer. They share a look that has me curious about their relationship. I know they’re more than friends. But not quite lovers.

      “Mi amore.” His boyish grin gets aimed at me, and I know I’m right. He has a beautiful smile. “Pants first, then you can sit.” I nod when I realize he was waiting for me to answer before moving. After placing my hands on his shoulders gingerly, Daniel drops to his knees in front of me.

      Nerves quiver through my body at the realization that they’re going to see me naked. Well mostly. More than any man I’ve cared about ever has before. Closing my eyes, I savor the heat of his palms as he works the button and zipper on my jeans. He slowly peels the material down my body, eyes eating me up as he does so. “Deep breath, amore,” he mumbles as he gets to the wound in my leg. The dull throb turns to a roaring fire as he pulls the denim from the dried blood.

      “Lisus Khristos!” Jesus Christ on a cracker, that fucking hurt. I can feel the blood dripping down my leg faster now that he’s removing my pants, and I have to fight not to look down.

      “Deep breaths, Nika,” Dimitri says from behind me, holding my shoulders as I struggle to stay upright.

      “Stupid. Stupid, Nika,” I scold myself.

      “Why?” Daniel asks softly. I can feel his breath on my lips as he stands. Opening my eyes, I can feel the tears hovering, ready to fall again.

      “I came to a foreign country. By myself. Rule number one is never go to a foreign country alone. Stupid.” I try to laugh, but I’m just not feeling it.

      Both men step closer to me. The warmth radiating off them helps to ease the pain flowing through me. My hands are still on Daniel’s shoulders as his come to settle on my hips, just above Dimitri’s.

      Looking down, I’m amazed at how turned on it makes me to see them touching each other while stroking me. Their fingers intertwine to hold me between them.

      “Can it always be like this?” I whisper the words, leaning my head back and closing my eyes. I don’t expect an answer, I simply want to relish in the feeling of the three of us together as one.

      “It can,” Dimitri whispers into my neck as he kisses my fluttering pulse.

      “If you want it to,” Daniel murmurs against my lips as he claims them.

      I sigh against their assault on my body. This is what I’ve wanted from the moment I laid eyes on these men. What I’ve dreamed of for weeks on end.

      Their attention.

      Their claiming.

      Their love.

      Yeah, Dimitri, Daniel, and Danika most certainly still has a nice ring to it.
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            DIMITRI

          

        

      

    

    
      I never expected her to melt in our arms. To accept what we have wished for since Daniel woke up.

      After reading her diary, I knew she would be open to it, but never did I think she’d accept it so freely, so easily.

      After putting her to bed once we had her stitched up, she begged us to sleep with her. Her words slurred like she was drunk. Waiting until she fell asleep, we both slid from the bed, knowing if either of our bodies fell on her while sleeping she’d be in a shit-ton more pain than she is now.

      “You think she’ll be okay to fly in the morning?” Daniel asks me as I stare out the window.

      “I think we’ll have to make sure she is. Keep her distracted so she can’t make a scene.” I smirk, thinking of all the different ways to accomplish that.

      “Both of us?” He stands, walking over to me. I can see he’s thinking along the same lines as I am. People will stare.

      “I don’t fucking care about society,” I bark, annoyed just thinking about the judgment.

      “Neither do I, but people will remember a threesome coming through.” Fuck. I hate when he’s right.

      “I don’t fucking care. We want her, Danny-boy, then we can’t hide shit. She can’t think she has to choose when we’re in public.” I won’t be ashamed of us, and I sure as shit won’t let them be either. I look at him, and for the first time, I see what the fight in that basement did. He’s a little pale, and pain lines crease his forehead. “He fucking hurt you?” I’ll go back and gut every one of those motherfuckers.

      “I’m fine, D. Just waiting for the meds to kick in.” He winces when I reach for his shirt. Pulling it up, I see he’s bruising already.

      “Fuck sakes, Daniel,” I snap, pushing him back to the couch. I may not be a doctor, but I’ve had enough training to know that even after more than two months since his kidney was repaired and healed, he’s still in fucking pain.

      “Did you see the way she responded?” He ignores my censure.

      “What?” Poking around his wound, I want to make sure he isn’t tender beyond the visible bruising.

      “When she was between us. Did you feel her respond?” Fuck yeah, I did. Holding the two of them in my arms brought me more pleasure than I’ve known in my entire life.

      “Hard not to.” She melted into our arms.

      Pushing my hands back, Daniel sits up straight, ignoring whatever twinge of pain hits him. His bold stare meets mine as he asks, “What is going on with us, D? For months, I’ve felt like we’ve been dancing around something here, and I haven’t a fucking clue what it is.”

      Without moving from my kneeling position on the floor, I place closed fists on either side of his knees as I straighten to answer him. “We…are us. I don’t know how else to fucking explain it. I don’t know if our tension is sexual attraction for each other or the desire for more.” Before he can say anything, I talk over him. “What I do know is, that woman in there”—I point to the half-open door—“is ours. She makes us whole. Complete.”

      I can see Daniel wants more. He has more questions, and after earlier, I know I do, too. And it’s then that it hits me. Bending forward, I get close to his face. With just a deep breath our chests would touch. “Do you want me, Danny-boy? You have a desire for me to fuck you senseless?” I’m only half kidding. I’ve never allowed myself to go there before. I didn’t want to desire the unattainable, but now that the seed is planted, I don’t think I can let it go so easily.

      Without answering, he closes the distance between us and wraps one hand around my neck. His tight grip helps control his movements as I kiss him back. His lips are soft, yielding, while my cock grows harder. My tense muscles loosen, and I gain control as I push him back into the sofa.

      Crowding his body, I rise up, so my knee is pressed between his legs, and I slip a hand into his hair. Tugging the strands, I bend his head backwards and deepen the kiss, taking more than he was giving. I want no mistakes on what my intentions are.

      “You ever been with a man, Danny-boy?”

      “No.” His gaze narrows on me. “Have you?”

      I smirk before I answer. “Not once.” I don’t give him a chance to say more. I’ve never been a man to ignore my instincts, and right now, they’re screaming that no matter what, this is right. We are right.

      Breaking the kiss, I pull my shirt over my head and drop it to the floor. Whatever happens in the here and now, we’re going to be taking Danika together, and we need to get used to touching.

      “Can you picture,” I say, breathlessly. “Sliding in and out of her, taking her from behind. Feeling my cock sliding with yours.” I grab his hand and place it on my hardened dick. Just the image I’ve created has me ready to explode with the need to fuck.

      “Fuck,” Daniel hisses. His hand squeezes my length, and I fight not to let the pleasure overwhelm me. It’s been way too fucking long since I’ve sunk into a body I want. One I’ve dreamed of for weeks on end.

      Sliding my hand up his thigh slowly, I feel no rush to give into my desires until we’ve both reached a pace we’re comfortable with. Daniel’s head drops back, resting on the edge of the couch as I feel the length of his cock, freezing at the heated pulse bursting through his jeans.

      Biting my lip, I lean forward and whisper in his ear, “One day, I’m going to fuck my cum into her then take a dip inside of you while you fuck her.”

      “Shit!” Danny-boy mutters, reaching forward to grip my hair.

      “One day, we’re going to fuck inside her sweet little cunt at the same time. Our cocks touching, rubbing back and forth. You’ll feel my heartbeat and I yours.”

      “That sounds hot,” a husky voice says from the doorway we’d left open. Danika is standing there, arms crossed in nothing but a little tank top. A look of utter fascination on her face.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Danika

      

      

      I don’t know what woke me up, but a deep moan drew my attention, and despite the pain I’ve been in, I wanted nothing more than to explore the noise.

      Seeing Dimitri on top of Daniel, kneeling over him with his shirt off and Danny’s hand on his cock, brought forth an unknowing need for more. More of them, more of what we could be.

      “What are you doing out of bed?” Dimitri asks as he stands and walks over to me.

      “I heard a noise.” I shrug as he looms over me.

      “You should be in bed resting.” His snarled words don’t scare me.

      Leaning up into him, I’m stopped by the pull in my leg from the stitches he gave me. “I’d much rather be in between the two of you.”

      “Fuck,” Dimitri growls just before he picks me up and carries me over to sit on Daniel’s lap.

      “Mi amore,” Daniel murmurs into my hair as he buries his face in my neck. “You’re okay with this, with us?” He asks the question, but I can tell from his voice that he doesn’t care if I am. I have no choice.

      A choice I would easily say yes to anyways.

      Dimitri kneels over us, his voice deeper than usual as he says, “She’ll take whatever we give her, and more. Won’t you, Nika?” The grip he has in my hair pulls my head back, so I meet his gaze.

      I’m helpless to say anything but yes. His mouth crashes over mine in a brutal kiss full of rapture and ownership. He only wants me to submit to him. To give him my body.

      He’ll take my heart.

      They both will. Have, already.

      Breathless, he pulls back, turning my head for Daniel’s eager lips. He’s no less punishing in the way he takes me. His tongue tangles with mine, and once he has me where he wants me, he bites down.

      It should hurt, mercy should it ever, but I feel pleasure, my core tightens, and my breasts feel heavy. I mewl with desire as their hands freely roam my body. I get lost in their touches, their moans, my shivers. It rolls through me like tidal waves from an angry sea. There’s nothing gentle about the way they make me feel.

      Daniel has a softer side I couldn’t be happier to bear witness to. He gives me the love I crave while holding me hostage with the need I can see brewing behind his stark blue eyes.

      While Dimitri is violent in his lust for me, I never know where I stand with the man. He takes everything from the both of us and gives very little of himself in return. I want to crack his walls wide open. I want to see inside of his soul, and until he accepts that he deserves what Daniel and I are offering, I don’t think either one of us will gain access.

      Both of these men worship my body in a way any woman would desire but very few are lucky enough to receive. I’ll treasure the two of them for the rest of my life. I only hope I’m not giving them any more than what I’ll receive in return.

      “You’re too hurt for this,” Dimitri bites out when I hiss as I clench my fist, forgetting, momentarily, about my broken fingers. Never in my life have I wished for drugs more than now.

      “I’m fine, Dimitri,” I try to tell him. He won’t listen though.

      “You’re not. You need to heal first.” A darkness lingers in his gaze as he stares at my injuries, the bruising is bright against my light flesh.

      “He wants more than your injured body can handle right now, mi amore,” Daniel tries to reason with me.

      Exhaustion overtakes my body quickly as I come down from the carnal high they were moments away from giving to me.

      “Come to bed with me then?” I look between them. Daniel nods, Dimitri looks torn. “Please.”

      Resting his head against mine, he responds, “I can’t control myself around you, Nika.”

      “I don’t want your restraint, Dimitri, I want your love.” I have to look down, so he doesn’t see my disappointment when he inevitably tells me I can’t have it.

      Lifting my chin with his finger, in a move full of more tenderness than I thought he was capable of, his lips land on mine as his stare bores into me. “You already have it, Nika. From the first curse to the last, you’ve always had it.”

      My breath catches, and I don’t know what to do with that statement as a lonely tear slides down my cheek.

      “You’ve owned him far longer than you’ll ever know,” Daniel murmurs as he leans his head against ours.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Daniel

      

      

      If someone were to tell me ten years ago that I was contemplating sharing a woman with another man, loving another man, I’d have shot them. I was never one to share anything. Prison didn’t afford that luxury.

      With Dimitri, I’m making all types of concessions, and I feel nothing but peace about it. The idea of Danika being ours, belonging to the both of us settles something in my soul because after what’s happened already, I know she’ll always have someone to take care of her should I eventually die. She won’t be alone in this cold-hearted fucking world with no one to lean on. She’ll never be alone.

      This thing with Dimitri should have been more shocking. That first time his lips touched mine, his hand knotted in my hair, I knew without a shadow of a doubt that it was right. I don’t know what we are to each other beyond partners, but there’s a tension between us we’ve only just begun to explore. At first, it was shocking, but not. It felt right. Like it was meant to happen.

      “Stop thinking so much, Danny-boy,” the man in questions says quietly as Danika sleeps between us. She refused to go to bed without the two of us by her side.

      With everything that’s happened the last few days, I can’t say I blame her. Our trip to London starts early in the morning, and Viktor called earlier to tell us he’s got men keeping the Haggens from chasing us. They’re hitting all of their safe houses and businesses to get them shut down again.

      He was pissed to discover how much control the family still had while he’s been in America. Can’t really say I blame him too much either.

      “Think she’ll still want this when we get back home?” It’s been on my mind for a while now.

      Dimitri laughs. “She won’t have a choice. She’s already embedded in my heart, and I ain’t letting her or you go. Get used to it.”

      I’m glad one of us has faith. Even as cold as D might seem, I know he gives a damn. He cares about her…us…me. The problem we’re going to have is him showing Danika that he isn’t just an asshole. That he goes deeper and feels more than she knows.

      I saw the doubt in her gaze earlier, the fear of us not reciprocating her feelings, and eventually, if D doesn’t open up, it’s going to ruin us before we even get started.

      I can admit my own faults. The fear of everyone at home rejecting who and what the three of us are. Not knowing if they’ll be disgusted, if they could handle us together. Losing my place in the empire, the trust and family I’ve grown to count on. It would destroy me. But it’s a risk I’ll take because Dimitri and Danika are more than worth the chance. They’re everything I’ve searched my whole life for.
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      They watch me. The both of them. With a deep intensity that makes my body light up from the inside out. The flight from Moscow to London was long, exhausting, and took more out of my injured frame than I thought possible.

      I hate myself a little for what I let happen. For coming to Russia when I knew better. So many regrets leave my heart shattered because if they ever find out the truth of why I came, they’ll hate me.

      They’ll hate my weakness.

      They’ll hate my lack of control.

      The reason behind my actions…everything.

      Losing Daniel, it broke something inside of me I never knew existed. His flatline took everything from me. My hope, my light. Dimitri’s anger, while misplaced, made me feel like I wasn’t worthy.

      Of them. Us. Life.

      Watching Meadow go through the motions with Carver, seeing her heartbreak and happiness whenever he was around had been what gave me hope for more with these men. When it was stomped on, shattering my heart, I was ready to give up. I wanted to come home, find a connection to something I’ve never known. Remembered.

      My family.

      I have Viktor, now. But five years of distance from my brother doesn’t mean I feel the familial connection I was hoping to find when I came home. The life I had always been missing flashed in front of me when I met these two men, and the despair was so overwhelming when it crashed down.

      I’m twenty, I should be having a blast at college, living my life to its fullest, experiencing all those moments I’ve seen in those teen movies. Instead, I’m broken, beaten down, and tired.

      “Mi amore.” Daniel’s hand on mine, mixed with his sweet words has my head turning as the plane lands with a hard bounce. “What’s on your mind?” My gaze roams his face with natural affection as I contemplate an answer. His soft eyes, easy smile, and dimples as he grins at me makes me wish for something I can’t quite identify.

      “Home,” I answer. Unsure of how to tell them the truth. That I ran over five thousand miles away to find peace in a death I knew would come when I set foot in my home country.

      He stares at me, absorbing the lack of emotion in my single word, trying to decipher what I’m feeling. I wish I could tell them. Explain how devastated I was. Hell, still am.

      Dimitri may have thought he lost Daniel, but what about me? I lost them both. And in his grief, I wasn’t even a thought. I was nothing.

      I’m always nothing.

      An afterthought without worry of where I’d be and what shape I’d be in. The Haggens may have broken me, would have tortured me further too, and I’d have been nothing but another mixed-breed woman who died a painful death in Moscow’s criminal ring.

      Viktor would have grieved, I’m sure. It’s not that I doubt my brother’s love. I just don’t feel it. He’s always so cold, ruthless. These men are no different. They’d have had a sad moment, but that’s all.

      “Whatever has caused that sour look on your face, get it out of your head,” Dimitri growls next to Daniel.

      I know he’s angry about me insisting on sitting by the window, putting Daniel between us. He saw my move for what it was. Distance.

      I’m not sorry. I can’t be. Not until I know their motives, their intentions for coming for me. Daniel is easy to talk to. I can connect with him in a way I can’t seem to with Dimitri. He leaves me so angry I could—and have—cried.

      Our biggest problem is none of us know what we are to the other. There’s no definition for our situation. Dimitri likes control, Daniel craves peace—even if he doesn’t say it. And I? I want something of my own.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Daniel

      

      

      A storm has been brewing since the moment we hit the airport in Moscow. It grew deadlier as we boarded the plane to London, and Danika put a gap between not only her and Dimitri but her and me as well.

      I can see the pain in her eyes every time she looks at me. The secrets she’s hiding. I thought she would open up. I kept my hands on her the entire flight, trying to give her space while showing support.

      The problem is, Dimitri keeps fucking snapping at her. And each time he does it, I see her walls growing higher. Her mind is closing us off, and I know that if I don’t put a stop to it, get D to lighten up on her, she’s going to write us off as more people who have let her down.

      I don’t need her to say it to recognize that she feels like her brother failed her. That when Dimitri hadn’t contacted her when I woke up that he had forsaken her the worst. And you know what? Maybe he did.

      “Hey, D,” I say as the other man unlocks the hotel room door, and Danika enters the room without a word. Shoulders slumped and eyes downcast.

      “What?” I know he’s frustrated.

      “She’s hurting, too, you know.” Stating the obvious only makes him roll his eyes at me. “I mean, she lost you and then me in a span of a few minutes. With no one to lean on and no one to assure her I was all right afterwards, I’m betting she’s torn to pieces.” I watch Dimitri’s reaction as he realizes what I’m saying, and the tempest forms like funnel clouds within a tornado.

      “This is my fault?” he growls. “That she’s acting like a petulant child. I don’t fucking think so, Danny-boy.” His voice says one thing while his eyes project another. He knows he has damage control to complete, he just doesn’t want to admit it.

      “Not saying that, D. But she’s hiding something, and you barking and snarling at her all the time isn’t helping. You’re not letting her open up to us. You shut her down before she can form a fucking thought.”

      He opens his mouth to deny it, but I level him with a hard glare, and he shuts it again. “Fuck,” he mutters under his breath and turns to walk into the room.

      These two are going to have a blowout of epic fucking proportions soon, and I’m going to be the one left picking up the pieces. Whether either of them survives or not remains to be seen.

      Following behind Dimitri, the tension is sharp enough to cut with a knife. Danika sits on the bed by the window, staring out into the night while Dimitri sits on the couch glaring at her back.

      Like it or not, both their thoughts are clear as fucking day. He wants her to tell him she needs him, and she needs us to show her that we’re here and not going anywhere. She craves the stability a promise would give her.

      Ignoring the two of them, I head to the bathroom for a shower and some space. I fucking love Dimitri, have for a long damn time, but he’s slowly killing me inside as well. He’s pushing us both away, and I sometimes wonder if I—we—will be enough for him to open up to.

      Never in my life have I been as unsure about where I stand, where I’m going, than I have in the past year. Here I am with two people who have the potential to ruin me in ways no one has ever gotten close enough to. I both love and hate it.

      Shaking out my shoulders, I try and wash away the uncertainty of the future. The heat from the water beats down on my body as I close my eyes and press my hands to the wall, hanging my head between my arms. I let everything—all the pain, the questions—wash away with the water. Seeing it swirl in the drain, I imagine that tornado that Dimitri and Danika remind me of, and I’m tense all over again.

      “Fuck this shit,” I curse, shutting the water off and preparing to go head to head with the both of them. I’m not living like this. I’m not going to let either of them ruin something that could be life-changing.

      Wrapping the towel around my waist, I don’t bother to do much else as I slam through the door, hearing the crunch of plaster as the doorknob crashes through the wall.

      Danika jumps as I startle her.

      Dimitri turns his glare on me.

      Heated stares watch me as I move towards the woman on the bed. Droplets of water following me as I go.

      Reaching a hand out to her chin, I lift Danika’s gaze up to meet mine. “No more secrets,” I grit out. “No more lies.” I lower my head to her mouth as I push her body back on the mattress, mindful of her injuries. “You hear me, mi amour?”

      “Yes,” she says barely above a whisper. “He hates me.” Her words come out in puffs of air against my lips, and I can’t stop the growl that leaves me.

      “He doesn’t.” I try to reassure.

      “You died on me.” Tears pool in her hurt gaze, and I fight back the self-loathing even though I couldn’t have prevented any of what happened.

      “But I’m here, Danika.” And I’ll never fucking leave her again.

      “For how long, though?” Her vulnerability shines in her eyes, her words, the way she’s afraid to touch me.

      “Until you make us leave,” Dimitri says, coming up to lay beside us. Her stare slides to him, not quite trusting his words. “I’m a dick, Nika, it’s who I am. But that doesn’t mean I’m oblivious to your pain or heartache.” Her lids close, and she holds her breath as he speaks. “I lost him, too. Long before you ever had him.” Fuck. “Believe me when I say, I grieved fucking hard. I’ve been selfish where Danny-boy is concerned, and I’m fucking sorry I pushed you out. That I made you leave and didn’t recognize your desire to help us.”

      “I came here to die,” she confesses with a hitch to her voice.

      What the…
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Dimitri

      

      

      …Fuck.

      To die?

      Her.

      No. Hell fucking no.

      “What do you mean you came here to die, Danika?” I couldn’t harness my anger if I damn well tried. I’m fucking pissed.

      “I knew what would happen by coming to Russia.” She inhales a deep breath, her chest touching Daniel’s wet skin, and her shirt comes away damp. As sexy as I find it, I have to focus on her words. “I’m not nearly as sheltered as Viktor thinks I am. I see and hear things around his estate all the time. It’s hard not to.”

      “Mi amore.” Daniel’s voice is hoarse.

      “I’m sorry.” She looks up to him, tears still falling freely.

      Blowing out a breath, I roll on to my back, throwing one arm over my eyes as I let out a harsh laugh. All of this could have been prevented if I’d just fucking allowed her to stay. If I’d called her when Daniel woke up.

      He was right, this was my fucking fault.

      Which means I need to be the one to fucking fix us. Stabilize our footing.

      “Danny-boy, call King, let him know what’s happening, and that we won’t be coming home just yet.” A plan begins to form in my mind.

      Thomas is gone.

      The Haggens will hopefully be too busy with whatever Vashchenko has done in Russia to give two fucks about us.

      I’m going to repair whatever we have left. Salvage the feelings that flow through me anytime these two are within my vicinity. I may be a cold bastard, but I ain’t fucking dumb. I know what we have is different, and people will judge, but I dare them to say one wrong thing. Just one and I’ll have them eating the barrel of my pistol.

      Nika and Danny-boy are mine and no longer will I let either of them have a sliver of doubt as to where I stand with my feelings towards them.

      I can hear Daniel on the phone with King as he explains what we didn’t have time to tell him upon landing in Russia and everything after. Danika, however, is silent and still. Two things I don’t like when it comes to her. I love when she argues with me. Butting heads with her kept me going when I was waiting for Daniel to wake up.

      “Come here,” I mumble, reaching an arm out for her. She’s hesitant at first, so I pull her into my chest gently. Her splintered fingers rest across my belly as she lays tensely alongside me. “Relax, Nika.” I try to soothe her, and I know I fail when she only shifts around.

      While Daniel talks to King, I try a different tactic. Telling her about me, my childhood, who I am and other things she doesn’t already know.

      “I grew up with everything,” I begin. “Great parents, good neighborhood, a dorky brother who looked up to me.” Snorting, I feel her withdrawing further, but I continue on. “We even had the white fucking picket fence. We had…everything.” I pause, not because I’m being dramatic, but because I’ve pushed these thoughts to the back of my mind for so long, I’m not sure how to process the feelings assaulting me. “Until we didn’t.”

      I close my eyes, Danika shifts to look up at me. Daniel ends his call. “What happened?” comes her soft voice, filled with the pain she suspects I’m about to reveal.

      “My brother was an oops kid, but we loved Andrei. He was eight years younger than me. Eager to learn anything I had to teach him.” Smiling, I remember how much fun we had playing baseball. Drei would swing at every ball I tossed his way and couldn’t care less that he only connected three in ten balls. “When I went away to college, Dad lost his job, Mom became depressed. And Drei tried to hold them together. He was a good kid.” I say the last for my benefit more than theirs.

      “He sounds like it,” Danika murmurs.

      “I don’t know what happened.” I have to fight to remain where I am. All I want to do is pace around the room, run away from everything I’m feeling. All the suffering after it happened, I want it fucking gone. “I don’t understand how it happened, mostly.”

      “Tell us,” Danny-boy encourages from my other side, and I roll my head to meet his stare. He knows. Fuck does he already know.

      “Dad started drinking, became abusive towards Mom. Andrei didn’t like that. Scrawny little shit tried to fight back.” My eyes sting from holding my own tears at bay while I feel Danika’s on my chest. She knows, too. “Dad shoved him a little too hard and knocked his head off the fireplace. Killed him before anyone realized what had happened.” I can still picture the scene that day. The pain and suffering. The anguish that consumed me. The blood. So much fucking blood.

      “Mom went crazy. Andrei was her baby, you know? He was the “sweet soul” she used to say. I was jaded. I saw the world for what it was, and maybe that’s why she thought I’d do okay on my own. Maybe she thought I could make it.”

      “What did she do, Dimitri?” Danika’s fingers tighten on my shirt as she speaks.

      “She killed him. Stabbed him twelve times. Her anger outweighed her fear that day, and she took the family down with her.” Tossing my arm over my face to hide my tears, I explain the rest. “I came home—a surprise visit—to find them.”

      “Gesù Cristo,” Daniel utters.

      “Mom’s body was lying over Andrei, bullet to the head.”

      “How did no one hear the shot?” Danika asks curiously.

      “We lived in a working-class neighborhood. It was the middle of the day, and there were no stay-at-home moms, no little old grannies keeping watch. It just…was.” Everyone in the community was shocked when they learned what happened. How it happened. Guilt shuffled through the street like wildfire.

      “I started training at Quantico that fall. One year on my own, and I lost everything. I wanted to prevent it from happening to others, even if it wasn’t some rampageous murderer, they could have been saved.”

      “You can’t blame yourself, Dimitri.” Danny-boy’s voice is full of anger. He doesn’t get that I could have stopped it. I could have stayed home, gotten a job, helped with the house expenses. I was selfish. I left. Kept doing what was best for me, even though I knew they were struggling.

      “He’s right. Circumstances are to blame. You couldn’t have prevented that. You would have been part of it if you had tried.” Danika’s words spin off into hiccups as she cries for a life she had no idea about.

      “If I’d gone down with them, I wouldn’t be the fucked-up man I am today. I wouldn’t have watched as McCray sold kids, as he nearly killed Ariel so many times.” I’ll never be able to forgive myself for the hell that girl went through.

      “Fuck!” Daniel’s curse speaks volumes to me. He played his own part in hurting that girl. It may not have been nearly as large as mine, but his fists touched her, and I know he carries it with him still.

      “What?” Nika’s voice breaks the silence, obviously catching on to the tension emitting from us at the mention of Luther’s girl.

      I keep forgetting she hasn’t met the girls yet, just Meadow. “Ariel is Luther’s girl. She went through a special kind of hell. Neither of us helped with her will to live.” I try to explain as best I can.
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