
  
    [image: Broomsticks and Bloodstains]
  


  
    
      
        [image: ]
      

    

  


  
    
      Broomsticks and Bloodstains

      
        Russian Bratva Duet

        Book 1

      

    

    
      
        Kristine Allen

      

    

    
      Demented Sons Publishing, LLC.

    

  


  
    
      Broomsticks and Bloodstains, 1st Edition Copyright 2025 by Kristine Allen, Demented Sons Publishing, LLC.

      All Rights Reserved.

      

      Paperback ISBN-13: TBD

      

      Published in the United States of America. First published October, 2025.

      Cover Design: Clarise Tan, CT Cover Creations

      Photographer: Eric McKinney

      Cover Model: Alex

      Editing/Proofing: Bookworm Edits, LLC.

      The purchase of this e-book, or book, allows you one legal copy for your own personal reading enjoyment on your personal computer or device. This does not include the right to resell, distribute, print or transfer this book, in whole or in part to anyone, in any format, via methods either currently known or yet to be invented, or upload to a file sharing peer to peer program, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses. It may not be re-sold or given away to other people. Such action is illegal and in violation of the U.S. Copyright Law. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000 (http://www.fbi.gov/ipr/). Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. The publisher does not have any control and does not assume any responsibility for author or third-party websites or their content. For information, contact the author at kristine.allen.author@gmail.com. Thank you for supporting this author and her rights.

      Warning: This book may contain offensive language, explicit violence, dark themes, adult and explicit sexual situations. Mature audiences only, 18+ years of age.

    

  


  
    
      This book is dedicated to my friend, Naisy. Not only did you help bring Sofia to life, her spunk reminded me of you. Thank you for all your help with the little nuances in her story!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Terms and Translations:

      

    

    
      
        1. Sofia

      

      
        2. Sofia

      

      
        3. Maksim

      

      
        4. Sofia

      

      
        5. Maksim

      

      
        6. Sofia

      

      
        7. Maksim

      

      
        8. Sofia

      

      
        9. Maksim

      

      
        10. Sofia

      

      
        11. Maksim

      

      
        12. Sofia

      

      
        13. Maksim

      

      
        14. Sofia

      

      
        15. Maksim

      

      
        16. Sofia

      

      
        17. Sofia

      

      
        18. Maksim

      

      
        19. Sofia

      

    

    
      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        Other Books by Kristine Allen:

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Terms and Translations:

          

        

      

    

    
      Киса (Kisa): kitten/kitty

      

      ¿Tan Bella como siempre o mejor. Cuando nos casamos?: “As beautiful as ever or better. When do we get married?”

      

      Cuando llueva al revés y tu esposa te da permiso: “When it rains upside down and your wife gives you permission.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            Sofia

          

        

      

    

    
      I should have known my friend Isabella was up to something the second she showed up at my apartment door in a black pencil skirt and her hair slicked back into that waitress bun of hers.

      “Don’t look at me like that,” she said before I even opened my mouth. “I’m desperate, Sofie. Half the staff is out with the flu, and if I show up without two extra bartenders, my boss is going to have my head. I promised him I could get this covered.”

      With a sigh, I leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed. “Isabella, I already worked a double at O’Malley’s this week. I was planning on sleeping tonight.”

      She gave me her best doe eyes and stuck out her full bottom lip in an exaggerated pout. Ugh, I hated those eyes—they’d gotten me into more trouble than the best Puerto Rican rum ever had. “Please. I swear, the tips tonight could pay half your rent. This isn’t beer-and-shot money, Sofe. This is Park Avenue masquerade ball money.”

      That made me pause. Park Avenue money? Rent money? My checking account was currently in the negative, and Sallie Mae was already blowing up my email about student loans I had no chance in hell of paying. My dream of med school had evaporated two years ago, leaving me with nothing but debt and the nagging feeling I’d wasted the last decade of my damn life.

      I huffed in defeat. “Tell me about this gig.”

      Her smile widened, triumphant. “It’s at Igor Popov’s estate—the beachfront place. He’s throwing a masquerade ball, all high society, big money. Masks, costumes, the works. We’re talking twenty-million-dollar yacht money, chica. You work one night, and you’ll make more than you see in a week at O’Malley’s—I swear to you.”

      “Popov,” I repeated, the name clicking into place. The Russian oligarch who owned half the luxury real estate in Manhattan. A man I’d only seen in news headlines and whispers about his… less legal ventures. “And you want me to just stroll in there with a shaker and a smile?”

      “Exactly.” Isabella clasped her hands like she was praying to the saints. “Sofe, I wouldn’t ask if I wasn’t drowning. Please. Just this once.”

      I blew out a long breath. This had bad idea written all over it. I didn’t belong anywhere near the glittering elite of New York. I was a bartender who could balance six pint glasses in one go, not someone who served martinis to billionaires in masks. Born in Mayagüez, Puerto Rico, I was eight months old when my mom brought me to New York City after she and my dad split. My mom worked herself sick cleaning offices.

      I wasn’t high class.

      But Isabella was right. The rent was due. Again. And I was tired of playing catch-up with a life that was always two steps ahead of me—or it seemed like it anyway.

      “I don’t have anything to wear for this,” I muttered as I walked into my kitchen and opened the fridge. My stomach bottomed out as I saw the sad state of the contents.

      “I’ve got you covered. They want us in masks and these fancy glittery dresses,” Isabella waved her hand like it was no big deal. Then she flicked one of the rubber spiders I had swinging from my ceiling.

      With a cocked brow, I glanced down at myself. I wasn’t exactly the skinny little thing that Isa was. “I’m not going to fit into your clothes,” I scoffed.

      “You’re about the same size as Cora—one of the bartenders out sick. It’s perfect; you’ll be able to wear her dress.”

      “Dress?” I rolled my eyes. I wasn’t a dress-type girl.

      “Big tips…” she drawled the reminder as she waggled her brows. She picked up the jack-o-lantern from my counter and wiggled him as she dropped her voice comically. “Come on, Sofia, we need that money. Look at me; my teeth are falling out.”

      Though I tried to hold it in, a snicker escaped me at her antics.

      “Fine,” I muttered as I poured myself a glass of orange juice with a generous splash of rum. “But if I get fired for spilling champagne on a rich guy’s suit, you’re explaining it to him.”

      Isabella squealed, clapping her hands. “Yay! Maybe I can get you on full-time with me after this!”

      I choked on my drink. “Jesus, let’s not get carried away, Isa.”

      The catering and events company Isabella worked for was elite. They served the richest of the rich. If I believed in Cinderella stories, perhaps that kind of job would appeal to me, but I didn’t.

      “You won’t regret this!” she swore.

      Oh, but I had a sinking feeling I would.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 2


          

          
            Sofia

          

        

      

    

    
      If the luxurious sequined cocktail dress I squeezed into wasn’t a big fat clue, the venue was. The second I stepped behind the marble bar, I knew I was in over my head.

      At O’Malley’s, I dealt with college kids pounding cheap beer and old men who thought tipping a quarter was generous. Here? Every drink order was like a scene out of The Great Gatsby. French champagne, top-shelf vodka, bourbon so smooth I was afraid to so much as touch the bottle. The women floated past in feathered masks and gowns worth more than my entire yearly salary. The men looked like predators disguised in tuxedos, their faces hidden behind sleek Venetian masks, their eyes glinting like they knew the world—and owned it.

      “Two martinis. Extra cold.” A man in a silver wolf mask leaned across the bar, his cologne sharp and expensive. His dark gaze raked over me like I was part of the menu. It had me fighting the urge to pull the strapless dress up for the five-hundredth time of the night. I was one sneeze away from my boobs spilling out onto the bar like cheap champagne.

      “Coming right up,” I said, plastering on a smile I didn’t feel. He winked, leaving a crisp hundred on the counter like it was pocket change.

      A woman dripping in diamonds waved impatiently for champagne, barely looking at me when I set the glass down. “Finally,” she muttered, like I wasn’t even human. She tossed a ten-dollar bill on the bar with a roll of her eyes. I guess she thought the ten was an insult. Thank you very much for breakfast in the morning, I thought as I tucked it away.

      The money was real, but the air was suffocating. Everyone was drunk on their own power, drunk on secrets hidden behind painted masks. I kept moving, kept pouring, reminding myself that one night here could ease the pile of bills stuffed in my kitchen drawer.

      Isabella breezed by with a tray stacked high with crystal flutes, her cheeks flushed, hairline damp with sweat. She wobbled slightly under the weight. For the first time all night, my bar was empty.

      “Jesus, Isa,” I said, grabbing her elbow to steady her. “You’re going to drop that.”

      “I’m fine,” she panted, though she looked anything but. “They just asked me to take three drinks to Popov’s study upstairs. Of course they would pick me when I can barely breathe.”

      “Give them here.” I slid the tray out of her hands, balancing it easily. “I’ve got no customers right now. You sit down before you pass out.”

      Her eyes went wide. “No, Sofe—don’t. It’s not like delivering beers at O’Malley’s. Popov doesn’t like people snooping around where they shouldn’t.”

      I smirked. “I’m not snooping. I’m delivering whiskey.”

      She bit her lip, lowering her voice. “Just… don’t linger in there. He doesn’t like people seeing his business. Understand?”

      Her warning sent a shiver down my spine, but I lifted the tray anyway. “Relax. It’ll take a minute.”

      She lifted her masquerade mask to pat at the sweat with a small, square napkin. “Thanks, chica. Just…  hurry,” she warned.

      I didn’t know it then, but that one minute was about to change everything.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 3


          

          
            Maksim

          

        

      

    

    
      I hated these fucking parties.

      The masks. The glitter. The empty laughter spilling from painted mouths. All of it was noise—soft, meaningless noise to cover the sound of the real business being done in the shadows.

      I stood near the edge of the ballroom, a glass of vodka in my hand, though I hadn’t taken more than a sip. My mask was simple, black leather, enough to play the game but not enough to make me look like one of them. I wasn’t one of them. I wasn’t here to be charmed by champagne and silk dresses. I was here to make sure Boris Volkov’s presence carried weight and that no one dared cross him while he was entertained by Igor Popov and the Russian diplomat who’d also been invited by Igor tonight.

      In our world, I was feared for my ruthlessness. Dressing me up in a mask and surrounding me with luxury didn’t change who or what I was. None of that superficial bullshit mattered to me. The only currency that meant shit to me was loyalty.

      Boris wasn’t my “boss” the way people imagined. We weren’t organized the way the Sicilian mafia was, we were simply a… brotherhood. We had certain business interests that we cultivated, and we ran very much under the radar of the law. We weren’t flashy and brazen. Instead, we were quiet, cunning, and loyal to each other. The way we ran things had made us all very rich men.

      My good friend, Konstantin Makarov, stood at my side, his posture deceptively casual, though I knew better. He was sharp as a blade, always calculating. Soon he’d be leaving New York for Chicago, taking over the small group of Bratva there. Depending on when things finalized, tonight might be one of the last times we stood shoulder to shoulder.

      Dima was next to him, also on watch.

      “Too many eyes in this room,” Konstantin muttered in Russian, his gaze sweeping across the crowd of masks and jewels.

      “Too many mouths,” I replied, pretending to take a sip of my vodka. “They talk too much and laugh too loud when they’re trying to look important… or when they’re hiding something.”

      Dima’s mouth curved into a humorless smile. “Then this is your kind of party, Sokolov.”

      Shaking my head, I didn’t bother to smile back. My kind of party had nothing to do with crystal chandeliers and masquerade masks. My kind of party ended in silence and blood.

      Konstantin elbowed me. “Oh, come on, it wouldn’t kill you to smile.”

      My response was one arched brow. He chuckled, then returned to watching the people we spoke of.

      “There are so many things I could be doing tonight rather than sharing the air with these vapid assholes,” Dima grumbled.

      “Agreed,” I muttered.

      Across the room, I caught sight of Popov slipping away, the diplomat close at his side, with Boris following them. They disappeared down a hallway toward the study, where the real reason we were in attendance would begin. The actual discussion that mattered. Money. Weapons. Promises. Masks dropped behind closed doors.

      I was supposed to remain out here, visible enough to remind everyone that Boris wasn’t alone tonight. But my gut twisted. My instincts had kept me alive in this business, and right now they were screaming that something was off. It wasn’t just small talk between Konstantin, Dima, and me. Too many people. Too many ears.

      Instead, I shifted my weight, scanning the crowd again, every nerve in my body on edge. A masquerade was perfect camouflage—for anyone who wanted to make a move.

      And I was never the kind of man to trust camouflage. Too much could hide in it.

      “Watch the room, I’m going in with Boris,” I whispered to my comrades before following the path Boris had recently taken.
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