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Just a couple of things before I let you go and get your read on. While I am doing my best to work with better editing and proofreading software, all my books are solo, independent works. I write my books, proofread my books, edit my books, create the covers, etc. I have one beta who gives me feedback on my stories, but other than that, all my books are independent projects.

That being said, I apologize, in advance, for the typos, grammar inconsistencies, or any other mistakes I may make. Since writing is strictly a hobby for me, I haven’t looked into commitments in regard to publishers, editors, etc. My hope is that my stories are enjoyable enough that a few mistakes, here and there, can be overlooked. However, if you’re a stickler for grammar, my books are probably not for you.

Also, I am an avid reader-I mean an AVID reader. I love to read above any other hobby. However, the only downside to my reading obsession is when I fall in love with a series, but I have to wait for the additional books to come out. So, because I feel that disappointment down to my soul, when I started publishing my works, I vowed to publish all books in my series all at once. No waiting here...LOL. Now, the exception to that will be if enough readers request additional stories based off the standalone, such as in Facing the Enemy. At that point, if I decide to move forward with a requested series, I will make sure all additional books are available all at once. As much as this is a hobby for me, I am writing these books for all of you, as well as myself.

Thank you for everything!
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I really appreciate you reading my book and I would love to hear from you! Now, unfortunately, because I do have a full-time job and one part-time job, plus a family that I love spending time with, I’m not very active on social media. However, for the sites I do participate in, here are my social media coordinates:
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Other Books 

Dedication

For everyone that likes a man with tattoos.
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I’m In It For Love – James House

Stay – Rihanna ft. Mikky Ekko

Bother – Stone Sour

The Flame – Cheap Trick

Hold Tight – Lvly ft Jaslyn Edgar

Bad Friends – Mimmi Bangoura

Poison – Alice Cooper

Say Goodbye – Jordan Knight ft. Deborah Gibson

Piano in the Dark – Brenda Russell

Habits (Stay High) – Tove Lo



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue

[image: ]




As I stared down at the two blondes sucking my dick, I wished that it were enough to get out of my head, but it wasn’t. Though I could still appreciate their efforts, my mind was too consumed with a resentment that had only grown over the past year. I did not appreciate not being in control, and it was taking its toll on my disposition, though I’d never had a cheerful one to begin with.

Normally, the sight before me would be enough to make any man forget his troubles, and when these two had saddled up to me at Lullaby’s, I’d been all in. However, they were turning out to be more theatrical than was necessary. I just needed them to offer up whichever hole that they were comfortable with, and nothing more. I didn’t need the fake moans or false declarations of how they just loved to suck dick, seriously. Granted, there were some women out there that got off on swallowing cock, but I wasn’t twelve-years-old with my first stiff dick, so I could recognize the difference between sucking dick because you really did enjoy it and sucking it because you wanted good reviews.

As it happened, the two blondes on my dick were just trying to stand out from the hundreds of other blondes that had come before them, but it wasn’t working. Though Samara believed it rude when I called a woman kukla, she’d be surprised to know that I was actually being generous in calling them doll. I could easily call them idiots to their faces and not lose any sleep over it, so this was much nicer. Granted, Samara also knew that I only referred to women as kukla when I thought them empty-headed arm candy, but still.

Needing to get Nikel Ovchinnikov out of my head-if only for a few hours-I reached down, then tangled my fist in the taller blonde’s hair, pulling her up while leaving the other one down at my knees to still pleasure me.

“What do you need, darlin’?” she asked as she ran her hands over my naked torso.

“I need you to sit on my face,” I told her.

She squealed in delight as she eagerly climbed up on the bed. “Anything you want.”

Little did she know that I’d had it all already. I’d grown up fast and hadn’t ever really been young, so women had become a part of my life well before an age when they should have been. So, being thirty-five and a high-ranking member of the Russian Bratva, there wasn’t much that wasn’t on my sexual resumé. The only thing not on that impressive list was homosexuality or gender swapping, and I also wasn’t into pissing or shitting on a woman, but that was about it. As for everything else, I was as openminded as a man could get when it came to the fairer sex, so these two weren’t going to show me anything new, but they were more than welcomed to try.

As I stared at the second woman still on her knees, I said, “You, too.” She pulled off my dick, then looked up at me for clarification. “I want to taste your cunt, too.”

Her blue eyes flared with need as she stood up, and it was very possible to have two pussies sitting over my face while I got my fill. While my preferred kink was to make a woman come in public, eating pussy was in my top three, third to cumming on a woman. There was nothing like making a mess on a beautiful face, then fucking the girl while wearing the white ropes of cum everywhere.

“How are you going to fit both of us on your face?” the second blonde asked, her hand caressing my hard cock.

“Let me worry about that,” I told her as my left hand reached up to hold one of her fake tits in my palm. While natural was always best, I gave two fucks if a woman was surgically enhanced or not. I was all for whatever made a woman feel good about herself, and if she needed fake tits, Botox, or liposuction to give her the confidence to live her best life, then so be it. After all, it wasn’t like either of these sexy sluts were on the list to become my wife.

Not appreciating the extra attention that the second blonde was getting, the first blonde came up behind me, then wrapped her arms around my torso, her warm breath on my neck. “I love a good cock up my ass,” she said, no shame whatsoever. “That big dick of yours should stretch me out nicely.”

“Do you need prepping?” I asked, needing to know just how much of a professional she was. While it was remarkably easy to convince a woman to let me fuck her up the ass, there were those that I had to be gentle with, and then there were the ones that could take an impressive amount of anal abuse.

“No,” she answered like I knew that she would. Her competitive side had come out, so even if she was lying, she wasn’t going to let the other blonde know it. “I can take every inch.”

They always said that.

Too bad they usually found out the hard way that they couldn’t.
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Maksim~

It wasn’t often that I frequented public places that didn’t belong to us, but I was running on fumes, and so I’d decided to stop by Roasted to grab me another cup of coffee to get me through the rest of the day. Normally, I could go a couple of days without needing a pick me up, but I’d been busier than usual these days, still trying to find Nikel fucking Ovchinnikov.

It still blew my mind that I had a half-brother that was on a revenge kick to make me and my younger brother, Akim, pay for what our father had done to him and his mother. In truth, if Nikel Ovchinnikov had any sense at all, he’d be happy that Dimitri Barychev hadn’t influenced his life. If we’d had the choice, Akim and I would have chosen different parents, Dimitr and Varya having been nothing but neglectful drug addicts that had failed us right at infancy.

Luckily for me, Avgust Kotov and I had become fast friends in grade school, so being the son of the Russian Bratva’s Pakhan, Avgust had made sure that Akim and I hadn’t ever starved growing up. While most people had given Avgust a wide berth, his connections hadn’t scared me. I’d been resigned to not expecting a whole lot out of life, so I’d been used to violence on the street and all those other good things. My biggest concern had always been for Akim, and I had become more of his father than a brother early on, something that neither of us had minded.

At any rate, I’d been fifteen when both our parents had overdosed, and with little choice if I hadn’t wanted my brother taken away by CPS, I’d gone to Mikhail Kotov, then had laid all my cards on the table, informing him that I’d do anything to protect my brother.

I had ended up killing my first enemy at the age of sixteen.

From then on, I’d done everything that’d been asked of me, and with my success rate, intelligence, and fearlessness, when Avgust had taken over as Pakhan for the Kotovs, I’d been selected as his sovietnik, both me and Avgust becoming the youngest leaders of the bratva in Kotov history. There’d also been no objections to Avgust’s chosen panel, which said a lot since he’d made the decision to appoint an entirely new hierarchy.

Though comparable to the Italians, we also had a ranking within the organization. Avgust was our Pakhan, which equaled an Italian Don, meaning that he was the head of everything. I was Avgust’s councilor, which equaled that of an Italian consigliere. In Avgust’s absence, I had the authority to make decisions for the bratva, but now that Avgust and Samara had a son, my job was to make sure that their firstborn learned how to make those sound business decisions for himself.

Now, there were three other men that rounded out the upper ranks, though neither of them was more important than the other. They were the board members while Avgust was the CEO, and I was...I supposed that I was Avgust’s understudy for lack of a better word.

At any rate, Akim was Avgust’s boyevik, meaning that he was in charge of the warriors, or torpedoes as we liked to call them. However, there were also the kryshas and bykis, which were our muscle and bodyguards. We had an assortment of them, Damir Ivanov being our deadliest killer within the organization.

Then there were Avgust’s brothers, Bogdan and Melor Kotov. Bogdan was Avgust’s obshchak, which just meant that he was the bookmaker of the group, and Melor was Avgust’s avtoriyet, which meant that he had authority over most things if Avgust or I weren’t available.

Apart from Avgust, I was also the only Vor within the higher ranks. Damir had also been honored with the title, and he was one of a handful that wore the markings of a Vor proudly. Where the Italians had Made-Men, the Russian Bratva had Vors, and it wasn’t a title given to many. You had to prove your worth with a considerable amount of personal ability, intellect, leadership skills, and charisma. You also had to be fearless and relentless in a way that others could not be. You had to be able to walk down the dark streets with the devil and keep up, which I’d been excelling in since I’d been fifteen.

Now, while some people would believe that I’d been the one to bring Akim into the bratva’s folds, that was untrue. I’d always done my best to take care of my brother and steer him towards a healthier path in life, but we’d been close enough that Akim had wanted to follow me wherever I’d gone, and while his rise to the top hadn’t happened as quickly as mine, Mikhail had seen the intelligence in Akim and had used him accordingly.

That was another thing that felt like a bit of a kick in the teeth. Though Akim had always been a smart man, my IQ hit genius level, but instead of changing the world, I’d chosen to bathe it in blood because it was a lot more financially beneficial to be bad than it was to be good.

Now, twenty years later, I had more millions than I would ever need, and I had a job that I enjoyed to the detriment of my faith and any chance of making it into Heaven. Still, I wouldn’t change a thing about my life. All the choices that I’d made had led to Akim being safe and well taken care of, and that’s all that mattered to me. So, having a crazed half-brother seeking revenge on us was something that was bothering me down to my soul, and I wasn’t handling it well.

“Daddy, I’m hungry,” came a small voice from behind me. “Do you think I can get one of those muffins over there?”

“No,” the father snapped. “I don’t have enough money to buy myself a coffee and you a muffin, Mindy.”

“Oh,” she replied quickly. “Then...can you make me something to eat when we get home?”

“If your mom’s home, she can make you something,” the father told her. “If not, make some cereal.”

“Okay,” came her quiet reply.

Though a psychologist would have a field day with me as a patient, it didn’t take my genius IQ to figure out why anger was licking down my spine at how this man was treating his child. Remembering exactly what it’d felt like to go to bed hungry, this man was lucky that I wasn’t pulling out my gun and making his daughter an orphan.

When it was finally my turn up at the counter, I ordered a large black coffee, nothing fancy, then added two muffins, one of each flavor. This little girl was going to get fed if I had to buy the whole goddamn café to do it.

After I paid for my stuff, since my coffee was simple, the barista was able to hand me my drink and the muffins immediately. When I turned to get out of line, two customers back, I saw the non-descript asshole with his expensive iPhone in hand, the little girl looking down at the floor.

I felt murderous.

“Hey, what’s your name?” I asked, doing my best to make my voice sound soothing and not like I smoked a carton of cigarettes a day.

The little girl looked up at me, her big brown eyes shining brightly, almost as if she was eager to make a new friend. “Mindy.”

I held the bag towards her. “There are two muffins in here for you, Mindy. Enjoy them.”

At that, her father finally pulled his attention away from his phone. “Hey, what are you doing?” he snapped. “Stay away from my daughter.”

It wasn’t until I turned to face him fully that he finally noticed my size and my tattoos. Though a lot of people in Port Townsend like to believe that the Kotovs, Sartoris, and O’Briens didn’t exist, they knew damn well that we did.

His face paled a bit as his eyes widened, and knowing that he wasn’t going to say anything, I looked back down at his daughter, then said, “Hey, Mindy...why don’t you go right over there to the menu and pick yourself some dinner. Can you do that?”

She nodded eagerly, letting go of her father’s hand without even asking him. “Can I pick anything?” she asked as she took the bag of muffins from my hand.

“Yes, anything,” I assured her.

“Thank you!” she exclaimed before taking off towards the menu board.

The second that she was out of earshot, I grabbed her father by his arm, yanked him out of line, then pushed my gun up against his ribs as I walked us over towards the restrooms, though I made sure that I could still see Mindy from where we were.

Not giving him a chance to speak, I said, “I am Maksim Barychev. Have you heard of me?” He looked like he was going to piss his pants as he nodded. “Good. Now, here’s what’s going to happen,” I continued as I took his phone from him with my other hand. “I am going to go through your phone and learn everything that I can about you. Then I’m going to assign someone from the bratva to become guardian to your daughter, and if I hear of you choosing to buy yourself a coffee over feeding her ever again, your child will become fatherless after I spend days making sure that you know what it feels like to be starved, abused, and mistreated.” I pushed my gun deeper into his ribs. “Have I made myself clear?”

“Ye...yes...yes...” he stammered. “Yes...”

Letting go of him, I said, “Whenever you look at that little girl, you better give thanks to her. After all, she’s the only reason that you’re still breathing.”

With that, I left the asshole to go pay for whatever the little girl wanted to order.
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Chapter 2
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Katja~

There were worst things in the world than being an IT specialist, and that was something that I needed to keep reminding myself of. I also had to remind myself that we all had bad days, and I couldn’t let my one bad day dictate the rest of my week. If I did, then that one day could lead into one week that could lead into one month, and so forth, a trap that I had no desire to find myself in.

Besides, like most of the people on the planet, I needed my job. In fact, I actually needed two, but with my current contract having me on-call most of the time, I couldn’t see another job being okay with that. Employers needed dependable workers, and though I was dependable, my current employment made it impossible to seek out a second means of income.

Plus, there were only twenty-four hours in a day, and it’d kill me if I couldn’t visit my grandfather as regularly as I did now. Not only had he always been there for me, but he had helped raise me when I’d been a child, and being his only grandchild, we had spent a lot of time together. My grandfather had been the storyteller in my life, and the lessons that he’d taught me over the years were invaluable.

As for my parents, Ivan and Katerina Volkov, they’d been the best parents that a little girl could have ever asked for. They’d been attentive, loving, and both had the patience of a saint, never pushing me aside for something more important. Granted, I’d been their only child, so they hadn’t had to divide their attention between more than one kid, but still. Every day of my childhood, I’d felt loved and wanted, and that was so important for a child.

I could also remember how I used to think that my parents had the coolest jobs ever. Together, they’d owned a Russian specialty shop, and they’d sold art, ceramics, toys, and whatever else that you could find in a novelty store. Plus, it’d all been from Russian culture, and whenever they’d get a new piece in, Dedushka Stepan would tell me the story behind it. As for Babushka Anna, my grandmother had been a little bit more serious than my grandfather. While my grandfather had filled my head with incredible stories, my grandmother had instilled responsibility in me. I’d gotten the best of both worlds, and I knew how lucky I was to have had that kind of childhood.

Nevertheless, ten years ago, I’d been a twenty-three-year-old college graduate, ready to take on the world, never suspecting that my ideal life would be turned upside down with the robbery and murder of both my parents. They’d been doing inventory at the shop one night, and a dope fiend had broken in, shooting and killing them both, then robbing the place of what they could get cash for. It’d been senseless, traumatic, and crippling.

Unfortunately, things had only gotten worse when my grandmother had passed away from a heart attack only three months later. She’d lost her only daughter, and the heartbreak of it had been too much for her to bear. Especially, once it’d come to light that my parents had been in some serious debt. Unbeknownst to the rest of the family, the shop hadn’t been doing that great for years, and when the dust had settled on my parents’ graves, we’d lost everything.

So, after the death of my grandmother, I had ended up moving in with my grandfather, and I still lived in the house that he had loved my grandmother and raised my mother in. Now, while there were only a few years left on the mortgage, for the past ten years, I’d been working my ass off, using my degree to the best of my ability, and making sure that my grandfather wouldn’t lose his house since he no longer had the help of my parents.

Now, as for the paternal side of my family, my father’s parents hadn’t approved of him moving to America to make a new life for himself, so as soon as he’d gotten on the plane, they had disowned him, and he had returned the favor ten-fold. In fact, I didn’t even know the names of his parents or if he even had any siblings, and while I hadn’t felt the absence as a child, I’d felt it when they had passed away. I could have used the extra support when they’d been killed, and more so when my grandmother had joined them in Heaven.

Still, even as dark as that time in my life had been, life had added to the heartbreak three years ago. My parents hadn’t had me young, making them fifty-three when I’d lost them. So, ten years later, my grandfather was eighty-three, and three years ago, he’d taken a nasty fall, and I’d had no choice but to put him into an assisted-living home. While I had fought to keep him with me, he’d chosen to be pragmatic over the situation, and he had forced me to acknowledge that he needed more help than I was going to be able to give him with the crazy hours that I worked. It’d broken my heart, and if I was being completely honest, it still broke my heart to have him not living with me. Yeah, he was treated well and had friends, but it’d always been us, and I felt the absence like a hole in my heart.

Now, while my grandfather’s social security helped a lot with his housing costs, the rest of his expenses fell on my shoulders, and life wasn’t easy when you had only one income during a time when it took two to survive, never mind to actually enjoy life. By the time that all of my grandfather’s bills were paid for and his monthly needs were met, I barely had enough to cover my own expenses and still be able to eat out once a week.

I opened one of my desk drawers, then grabbed the bottle of aspirin that I kept there. I knew that I shouldn’t be complaining, but sometimes a girl just needed to purge all the negativity, or else become a viral clip of her losing her shit on some unsuspecting citizen. I did not want to become the person that had a mental breakdown at the gas station because the credit card machine was down.

Yeah, no thanks.

After taking two tablets, then washing them down with some room-temperature water, I cracked my neck, then stretched my shoulders, the hours of sitting taking their toll. Luckily, most of my job could be done remotely from my workstation, but there were times when I had to physically address a situation, and IT really was a thankless field. Nonetheless, I loved technology and the way that it was constantly evolving, and I was always ready to learn something new.

“These just came for you.”

I turned at my co-worker’s voice and saw that she was carrying a vase of pretty spring flowers. “What?”

Greta placed the vase on my desk, smiling down at me. “Secret admirer?”

I rolled my eyes at that.

I wish.

My love life was colder than a butcher shop, and if I had a secret admirer, then he was very good at staying a secret because I couldn’t recall the last time that I’d been out on a date. Truth be told, if anyone was doing inventory, my life was rather sad when you thought about it.

“Nope,” I answered, looking over the flowers for a card.

“That’s a shame,” Greta sighed. “We could use the excitement around here.”

While I’d been working for the Tremaine Group for ten years, Greta had only started working here two years ago, so she was still optimistic about the place. Now, while I wasn’t complaining about the company per se, Greta was going to learn eventually that our clients’ demands were way more important than whatever we thought.

When I finally found the card hidden behind a stunning daisy, I plucked it from the holder, then opened it, wondering who in the hell would send me flowers of any kind. Though I got along with lots of people and even considered a couple of my co-workers as friends, it wasn’t my birthday, work anniversary, or anything like that. There wasn’t one thing in my life worth celebrating right now, so I wouldn’t be surprised if it was just a simple mix-up with the names.

Pulling the card out of the little envelope, it simply read ‘Thank you. You’re just what I needed’, and my mind immediately began racing with the last few companies that I’d helped over the past week. It wasn’t unheard of for a company to send us thank you cards or whatever, so it was quite possible that this was for helping someone avert a technological nightmare recently.

“What’s it say?”

“It’s just a thank you card,” I answered, stuffing the card back into the envelope. “I guess someone out there appreciates us after all.”

“In twenty years, when everything is technologically based, we’re going to be superheroes,” she predicted, her twenty-two-year-old dreams shining through.

I grinned. “Already designing your cape?’

“I designed it the day that I graduated with my degree,” she quipped.

“Well, I’m not sure if I’ll be up to all the fame, but we’ll see in twenty-years,” I teased back.

Greta smiled at me before turning to go about her business, and her departure had me turning back to the flowers. If they were a thank you from a recent client, then why not send cardstock with their company name or logo? Why send a random thank you that could be confused with any other number of clients that we dealt with? Plus, not that I was looking for handouts, but a lot of our clients were big corporate America, so why not add a gift card or something like that? It was usually customary and a write-off.

Shaking my head, I decided to forget about the damn flowers, then get back to work. After all, the electric company didn’t take hugs as payment.
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Maksim~

We were at The Richmond, a table always reserved in the back for any bratva members, and though Avgust and I could take care of ourselves well, whenever we were together out in public, we always made sure that we had enough guards not to be caught unaware. Of course, if it ever came down to it, I’d give my life for Avgust, something that he knew as well as he knew his own name. Especially, now that he was married with a child.

Now, apart from the guards, it was just us, and so I didn’t have to watch my tone or words as I would with an audience. Though I’d never purposely insult or challenge my Pakhan, Avgust and I were close enough that he allowed me to speak freely when it was just the two of us. It was also fortunate that Avgust’s ego wasn’t a fragile one, so there was little danger of it getting in the way. A lot of men let power go to their heads, but Avgust Kotov didn’t lack confidence.

“I just don’t understand how he’s been able to evade us for this long,” I said, the same thought that kept plaguing me for a year being repeated.

Last year, we’d learned that Akim and I had a half-brother that was out for some sort of revenge. While he’d been going by Klive Simpson and creating havoc for the O’Briens and Sartoris as well, Nero Sartori’s genius hacker, Morocco Carrisi, had been able to finally get us a picture of him and a possible motive. We’d also learned that his real name was Nikel Ovchinnikov Barychev and that he was thirty-four, looked like both my brother and me, and was my father’s love child from an affair that he’d been carrying on whenever he’d traveled back to Russia.

According to Morocco, he’d been seeing a woman named Arina Ovchinnikov that had lived in the same town as my grandparents, Esso Village. Arina had gotten pregnant with Nikel, and everything had been fine until the day that Nikel’s older brother had fallen into a creek, drowning in front of Nikel and their close friend, Louie Manziel. Now, while Edik Ovchinnikov’s death had been ruled an accident, the tragedy had done a number on both Arina and Nikel.

At any rate, Arina had done her best to reach out to Demitri, but with no success, she’d fallen into a deep depression, and Nikel had been at a loss on how to help his mother. Consequently, Nikel had vowed to make our father pay, so after the death of his mother a few years ago, he had decided to come to the US to take his revenge on Demitri, something that I’d already suspected. Unfortunately for him, the reason that Demitri had never returned Arina’s phone calls was because he’d already overdosed by that time. Now, while I wasn’t sure if Demitri would have done the right thing by Arina, that was something that we were never going to know because Demitri had been dead by then.

Nevertheless, instead of taking that information and dealing with his grief reasonably, Nikel had decided to take his anger out on me and Akim, and after amassing a small group of thugs to wreak a bit of havoc on the town, his plan had been to start a war between the Irish, Italians, and us, but he had underestimated the way that organized crime worked in the state of Maryland. After five years of trying to get to me and Akim, he was the only one left, and with his picture and motives now known, it shouldn’t be this hard to track him down, though that was proving false.

“The benefit to being a nomad is that you can change your appearance and name constantly,” Avgust pointed out. “That phone call from Manziel’s phone tipped him off, so it is quite possible that he went back to Russia.”

“I doubt it.”

Avgust grinned. “Me, too.”

“If Akim wasn’t in the picture, I would be handling this a lot better,” I confessed as I eyed my best friend. “Anyone coming after my brother is a problem for me.”

“Akim can take care of himself, Maksim,” he reasoned. “You’ve taught him well.”

Even though it was true, it didn’t matter. I’d been taking care of Akim since the day that he’d been born, and that made him more than just a brother to me. He’d always been my responsibility, and I refused to fail him. Unlike me, he had a family, and if anyone should take the heat for Nikel’s unhinged way of thinking, then it should be me.

“I’m also having trouble wrapping my mind around the entire situation,” I admitted. “I understand that childhood trauma shapes us all differently, but it’s frustrating to know that he is trying to get revenge for a skewed reality. Dimitri Barychev was a piece of shit dirtbag, and Nikel was better off without him.” I leaned back in my chair. “I mean, I understand wanting to avenge his mother, if that is what this is. However, he really is a better person for not having had Dimitri in his life.”

“You know, it is possible that he’s hiding out in one of the other territories,” Avgust posed. “The O’Briens and Sartoris wouldn’t be looking for him the way that we are.”

I shook my head as I reached for my glass of vodka. “The truth of the matter is that he could be anywhere. It truly is a waste to speculate on where he could be when he could be anywhere.”

Eyeing me, Avgust said, “I could always put a couple of more men on your brother.”

“And have Akim lose his shit?” I snorted.

Avgust grinned again. “It is important to allow a man to be a man.”

Changing the subject, I asked, “How is Samara doing?”

“She is doing well,” he answered. “Our son keeps her busy.”

Through no fault of her own, Samara had been kidnapped by Louie Manziel last year, and he’d been a big enough bastard to torture her enough to leave a lasting impression. Thankfully, Samara had never been much of a wallflower, and so she had managed to get free and kill Manziel in the process. Avgust, Samara, and I had all gone to school together, so our history was a long one, and through a lot of trials and tribulations, she and Avgust were now married and working on their family.

After giving him an acknowledging nod, I said, “We’ll need the ports for a last-minute shipment that’s supposed to come in next month.”

“Make the call to Provenza,” he instructed. “As far as I know, the rates are the same.”

“I hate being trapped in the middle of those two assholes,” I remarked before taking another sip of my liquor, a comment that I made continuously.

“It is not ideal,” Avgust agreed. “However, you have to admit that business has been better ever since Sartori got rid of Emil Schulz.”

A few years ago, Emil Schulz made the mistake of going after Nero Sartori’s wife, and to return the favor, Nero had wiped out the entire Schulz organization, giving us and the O’Briens pieces of their territory. Though divided up evenly, the Sartoris still controlled all the ports, and the O’Briens controlled the northern border and the airports. So, in order to benefit from either one, we had to pay a cut. Granted, things were a lot more civilized these days, but they were still the enemy at the end of it all.

Before I could say anything more, our waitress was back with a fresh round of drinks, and it was hard to miss the way that she was adding an extra bit of flair as she placed my new glass on the tabletop next to me.

“Mr. Barychev,” she cooed, her low-cut top pulled down enough to see that she wasn’t wearing a bra of any kind, which easily announced that her tits were fake. There was no way that breasts that large could be that perky if they’d been real.

Avgust let out a low chuckle, and I almost flipped him off. Once upon a time, he would have been in the same boat as me, but the man continuously made his devotion to his wife clear for anyone and everyone to see. If a woman made the mistake of hitting on him, he dealt with her harshly. In fact, it was to the point that most women didn’t look at him longer than it was necessary to speak to him. Avgust had already lost Samara once in his life, so he was adamant about making sure that such a thing never happened again. To say that Avgust Kotov loved his wife was an understatement.

“Thank you,” I replied simply.

“Is there anything else that I can get for you, sir?”

I tried to ignore the huge grin on Avgust’s face as I answered the woman. “As far as my drinks are concerned, I am fine, kukla.”

“Good thing that my wife is not here,” Avgust remarked evenly, knowing why I called certain women doll and why it bothered Samara.

Ignoring Avgust, the waitress asked, “What about anything else?”

Though sex wasn’t my drug of choice, a blowjob always went a long way to relaxing a man, and I could definitely use some relaxing. “Meet me in the men’s restroom in ten minutes,” I instructed. “Be on your knees and ready, kukla.”

She grinned as if she’d just won the lottery before turning to see to her other tables. As soon as she was out of earshot, Avgust said, “And that is my cue.”

“Not all of us can be married to the love of our life, Pakhan,” I joked.

“Well, since you have never been in love before, that’d be kind of hard for you, no?”

This time, I was the one that grinned. “I like to live dangerously, but not that dangerously.”

Standing, putting an end to our evening, Avgust said, “Akim will be fine, Maksim.”

“He’d better be,” I replied, needing it to be true.
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Chapter 4
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Katja~

I always had mixed emotions pulling my car into this particular parking lot, but there wasn’t anything that I could do about that. As much as I wanted my grandfather at home with me, I didn’t have the time or training to take care of him in the way that he deserved and needed. It also didn’t matter what my mind knew, because my heart ached every single time that I pulled into the parking lot and drove off from it.
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