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The blood dripped from my nose as pain rushed through me from the blow of the man’s fist, and I had to bite my lip hard so no sound would escape.

He would get no satisfaction from his actions. 

 “A Cosa Nostra’s princess and the pakhan’s woman,” the man proclaimed greedily. “Never thought I’d fuck one of those.” He licked his knuckles while groaning in pleasure, tasting my blood. I barely contained my gag reflex, my stomach flipping inside me. His constantly shifting eyes scanned my body and clothes, or rather, what was left of them. The glint in them at my nakedness couldn't be ignored. “I’ll enjoy tasting their little Rose.” Slowly, he started to take his clothes off, piece by piece, and his disgusting, toned skin covered in various scars, which looked like nail scratches, came to light. He had a huge dragon tattoo, located right in the middle of his chest. It was almost a crime putting such a magnificent animal on this fucker’s skin.

His two bodyguards chuckled, their guns pointed at me, but I could see the hint of lust in their gazes. They were aroused by everything the man did—fuckers. Normal people wouldn't have worked for this sick man. 

 “You will regret touching me,” I warned with a shaky voice, trying one more time to jerk the chains off my hands, but they wouldn't budge. The granite wall behind me scratched my back to the point of bleeding, and I couldn't remember the last time I had food or clean water in my mouth. My eyelids felt heavy, and for some reason, all I wanted was to sleep and forget ever being here, even though I knew I had to be 100 percent focused on the danger in front of me. My legs were numb from the guards kicking them a few hours ago. Fear rushed through me at the idea of never walking again. “Dominic will kill you for laying a hand on me.”

The man smirked, inhaled his cigarette one more time, and threw it on the floor. “Doubtful, but by the time the precious daddy and boyfriend come, you’ll already be acquainted with my dick a few times.” He palmed his appendage and moaned in pleasure. “Yes, it will be exquisite torture for both of them. Serves them right. I became collateral damage in their war for you. Now, I’ll get the spoils.” With those words, he darted after me, and my scream of terror echoed through the basement.

For the second time in my life, I was a victim of a man’s desire to inflict vengeance for something I had nothing to do with. 


Unfortunately for me, this time I had no hope of surviving. 
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Sixteen years ago

Dominic
 

Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick

The sound of water slowly dripping, drop by drop, from the nearby sink drove me crazy, and I barely restrained myself from pulling my hair and screaming in frustration, even knowing it was pointless. 


My body trembled as the wind slowly touched my skin. I wrapped my arms around myself, hoping to hold some heat inside. The blanket draped over my shoulders was worn out and provided more of a sense of comfort than it gave actual warmth against the cold. My lucid mind still thought Damian’s scent was on it after all this time. I scratched my arm, wincing in pain as I touched the sensitive spot where Richard used his chains frequently. 


I still smelled like that awful man, because John didn't allow me to shower anymore unless I was meeting a client. After Damian and the twins escaped, they wouldn’t let me do anything that might help me break out of my ‘prison.’ I suspected they did it out of spite too, to punish me for the sins my brother had committed. 


Well, fuck you, assholes. 


It had been almost a year since they escaped, and never once did I regret helping them. The knowledge that Damian was out there living a better life than I was, well… it brought me happiness and gave me a sense of peace. And I was so fucking glad he thought I died, because otherwise, his mind would never rest and he would’ve tried to save me.

I knew full well my days could be counted on fingers here, and soon they’d get rid of me. Richard liked chaining and fucking me once a week, but even his eyes didn’t light up with lust as they used to. After all, fifteen-year-old boys didn't resemble the small child of six who he used to love.

I closed my eyes and rested against the wall, ignoring the pain it provided. My imagination, the one I used rarely, took me to another place where it was hot and the sounds of waves crashing calmed my nerves.

The Gulf of Mexico.

My mind barely remembered it, but I could still inhale salty, fresh air and feel the warmth of the sand under my toes. 


I would die soon.

I couldn't fucking wait for this nightmare to finally be over. 

 

Two Months Ago
 

Rosa
 “Would you like something to drink?” the stewardess asked, a tight smile on her face as she straightened her black uniform. She constantly threw disapproving glances toward Vitya and Michael, who snuggled on a nearby chair and whispered into each other’s ear. Clearly, the woman didn't like man-on-man action. 


Truth be told, I was surprised with their display of affection, considering gays had no place in the mafias and usually were punished for it, if they couldn't be discreet. However, it was evident to everyone how much they loved each other, and the romantic in me even envied them for it. 

 “No, thank you,” I replied, and rested my head on the window, dismissing her. She muttered something under her breath, and by the click of her heels, I could tell she headed to the front of the cabin. 


Gazing at the bright blue sky with soft-as-cotton white clouds, I tried to focus my mind on anything but the sexy Russian Mafia boss who sat opposite me, and even without looking at him, I was sure his whole attention was on me. 


My hands, bound tightly, lay on my lap, so I didn't have anywhere to go, even if I wanted.

And I didn't want to, because it made no sense.

The man kidnapped me and believed I belonged to him. No amount of reasoning would change his mind, so why waste the energy?
 “This time, for sure, you started a war.” I spoke softly, finally locking my eyes with his as my breath hitched. Amber pools were filled with desire and longing, and his fists were clenched, probably from the inability to touch me.

Dominic shrugged, not caring in the least for the consequences of his decision.

Arrogant jerk.

Sexy, smoking hot, delicious, arrogant jerk.

The man exuded an aura of dominance and danger, and everything inside me wanted to submit to him, to let him have his way with me. 


His shoulder-length, dark hair emphasized his amber eyes with long lashes and his tanned skin. His bulky figure was completely covered with tattoos. I wanted to trace them with my tongue. Looking at the man filled me with images of our sweat-covered bodies entwined on white satin sheets. 


Control, Rosa. Control. 


My shifting uncomfortably on the seat didn't escape his notice, and a frown marred his face. “Are you all right?”

I wondered if he regretted the promise he had given me. Raising my hands, I wiggled my fingers, and asked, “Is that really necessary? I don’t know about you, but I wouldn't jump out of the plane. Even if it meant escaping your company.” His eyes narrowed, but he ignored my words and continued to sip his coffee. However, I was so freaking tired of him, my dad, and their war that I poked the bear when I probably shouldn't have. “I wish I were back in Italy though. Lorenzo sure is a much more interesting man to talk to than you.” Sighing heavily, I added dramatically, “Too bad you snatched me right before our engagement.” The last part was a lie, because although Dad kept on pushing me toward him, he never mentioned a wedding as a sure thing. Not to mention, the guy in question was scared shitless of the pakhan of the Bratva. He wouldn't dare touch me.
 “Oh, shit,” Michael murmured, as Vitya shook his head at me. I didn't have much time to study their reaction though, because in a second, the sound of a glass breaking exploded throughout the small space. I shifted my focus back to Dominic and noticed the broken glass in his hand, his eyes filled with fury. 

 “Enough.” In one swift move, he stood up, freed my hands, unfastened my seatbelt, picked me up, and darted to the secluded cabin at the back of the plane. 


With all my might, I started to hit his back. “Let me go, you crazy man.” He slapped my ass, and I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning in pleasure. Because any touch from the man stirred deep desire inside me. 


Finally, he reached the room. He opened the door, closed it with his foot, and immediately pressed me against the wall. We both breathed heavily as my legs circled around his waist and my fingers laced through his hair. “You had to go and make me crazy.” 


Leaning forward, I licked the seam of his lips, and he growled, opening his mouth and capturing mine with his. The kiss curled my toes as our passion collided in a soul-searching duel. With tongues entwining and his erection pressing against my core, I whimpered. Then he let go of me.
 “You allowed another man to touch what’s mine.” The steel didn't leave his eyes as he ripped open my dress, giving him a perfect view of the lacy push-up bra showcasing my breasts quite nicely. 

 “I need to get you out of the clothes you wore for him,” he growled, and his words snapped me out of my frenzy. 


As I tugged on his hair painfully, he finally raised his eyes to look at me. “I wore them for you.” The amber of his eyes became almost black from the possessiveness that shadowed them. 


His hands hiked my dress up, pushing my panties to the side, and then three of his fingers entered me as his lips latched onto my nipple. My head hit the door as pleasure and pain overpowered me. 


How I missed my man and his caveman tendencies to mark what was his.

But I should probably start from the beginning and the events that led us here. 
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Five years ago

Rosa
 
 “Rosa, sit down,” Sister Wanda chastised, to the snickers of the other girls, and I listened, even though I couldn't wait for the bell to ring to finally get away from this stupid class.

The Catholic school for girls that Dad had put me in sucked big time, but no matter how much I begged, he wouldn't listen. 


Well, I was damn tired of this and decided to take matters into my own hands. 

 “Next time, do your homework,” she added, as though the humiliation she just made me experience at the board wasn't enough. “How would you be able to go to medical school if you can’t even read English literature properly?” Her eyes lovingly settled on another student. “You should take some tips from Marisa. Her speech and pace are excellent.” My teeth grated at her words. Hell would freeze over before I’d do anything to be more like Marisa, the bitch.

Yeah, I said bitch in Catholic school and felt damn good about it, even if it was only in my head. 


Sister Wanda’s opinion of me meant nothing to me. She didn't understand the problem of dyslexia, and I didn't bother to point it out. I excelled in the main classes and had already gotten into medical school, with all the prerequisites met.

So both of them could suck it. I barely restrained myself from waving the acceptance letter in their faces, but in the final months of school, the last thing I needed was more problems with Marisa. 


Finally, the bell rang, and I quickly grabbed my things and exited through the door, on a mission to get to my room before the other girls decided to make fun of me or my nerd tendencies. Or my chubby buddies, as though I could control my oversized breasts and ass. 

 “Rosalinda,” a voice called behind me, and I wished the floor would swallow me, as the dragon was apparently out. 


Sighing heavily, I turned around and came face-to-face with Principal Monica’s cold and distasteful stare. “Come to my office, please. Now.” As though I’d dare disobey, my feet dragged while I followed her. My mind chaotically searched the reasons for this ‘conversation.’ I used the term loosely, because it always meant she found new shit to scorn me about. 


Sister Monica hated the Cosa Nostra and everything it stood for, but she didn't mind the money my dad so generously gave them. I think it was the only reason she still tolerated my ass in this place, considering how much trouble I caused. 


We entered her office, and she pointed at the bare, wooden, un-freaking-comfortable chair as she sat on hers just opposite it. Her office had white walls, a black floor, and a heavy, black, wooden desk and two chairs. A giant cross rested behind and above her head as she pinned me with those icy blue eyes. The design of the room was so boring and uninteresting I had no freaking clue how anyone could sit here for hours. The depressing mood would have killed me. 


Seriously, because of her, I started to detest the color black—I shit you not. She wore the nuns’ standard black habit. Her chin was raised so high her pointed nose was emphasized even more. Her wrinkled hands were clasped atop the table, while her fingers knocked on the wood several times as though she considered how to proceed with this conversation. Overall, the office’s owner was dull, uninteresting, and as scary as the rest of this establishment. 

 “As you know, you received an acceptance letter to Columbia University in New York.” 


I almost laughed out loud, but managed to hold it in. Know? It was a dream come true. My days were spent googling New York, the universities there, and imagining what life could be like for me there. My notebook was already full of places I planned to visit, and different maps I printed during my vacation at home. 


One would think the idea of living in a huge metropolis excited me, but the truth was pathetic as it went. I was born and raised in New York but denied the freedom to enjoy it because of my dad, who happened to be the don of the Cosa Nostra.

Well, now he wouldn't have a choice.
 “Yes,” I replied quietly, and she nodded, continuing. 

 “Your dad was contacted about it, and we had a long chat. We came to the conclusion it would be better if you attended a community college with strong ties to Christianity.” I blinked a few times, letting the information she shared settle inside me. Then she added, “Thankfully, a Catholic university is located an hour from here, and most of your class will attend it too.” Was this information supposed to make me feel better? Because it only fed the desperation running through me. 


My dad did what now?

He never let me do anything I wanted, and he tried to push me into the little cocoon where he could protect me.

I got it, I really did. He couldn't protect Mom, a pain I still felt anytime I thought about the
beautiful woman who never got the chance to fully enjoy a life with her family, but today it just infuriated me.
I was sick and tired of living in the shadow of my father’s fear. “That’s nice and all, but I’m still going to Columbia.” 


Her lips thinned and she shook her head in displeasure. “It’s already decided, Rosa. The letter has already been sent.” Cold seeped into every bone in my body. 

 “What?” I whispered, as my eyes watered. She must be wrong, right?

Right?

An unpleasant smile graced her face. “Yes, and you have been accepted at the university here. So everything has worked out well. After your graduation in May, you will relocate there.” This was a nightmare, and I would wake up soon. She lied.

But by the pleasure her unkind eyes held, I understood with a sinking stomach she told me the truth. 


My dad would never do this to me. He knew how much going to medical school meant to me, the way I worked my ass off for this scholarship. 


But maybe the principal had been contacted by Uncle Allegro, who didn't believe in women having a higher education and preached Christian values to anyone who’d listen.

With that hope in my mind, without another word, I went outside, took the cell phone from my bag, and dialed my dad’s phone angrily.

He answered on the second ring, and his soft and loving voice calmed some of my anger. He probably didn't know. “How is my princess doing?” 


With a trembling sigh, I answered, “Not good.” 


Immediately, his mood shifted, as he growled into the phone, “What’s going on? Do you need me to come to you, Rosa?” 


Clearing my throat, I asked the most important question for me at that moment, the one that would determine the direction for the rest of the conversation. “Dad, is it true? You pulled out my application from Columbia University?” 


He grew silent for several seconds and then exhaled heavily, giving me the answer I needed. 

 “It was my dream, Father! Why would you do this to me?” Didn't it matter to him that I dreamed about becoming a neurosurgeon?
 “Princess, the world is full of dangerous things. New York is not safe for you.” Was he essentially saying he didn’t want me to live with him? 


I understood his pain through all the years. Years I either spent with my grandmother in Italy, or in boarding schools, where no one ever cared about me. I knew my dad loved me. It wasn't about that, and despite his profession, he was a good man with morals.

Well, as much as he could have, being the Cosa Nostra’s don. But his ignorance of my desires, hopes, and dreams? Right in that moment, it killed me, and the pain threatened to break my already shattered heart. 

 “Mom died ten years ago, Dad.” His breath hitched. “How long would you punish me for the mistake of another man?” Without waiting for his reply, I disconnected our phone call and let the tears slide down my cheeks. 


I darted outside to the small forest inside the high walls, but I couldn't admire the beauty. My eyes were blurry from the tears as sobs overtook me.

I wanted to live freely and enjoy my life as a normal teenager, a young woman. Why was it wrong? Why were my dreams crushed because of the lifestyle my parents led? Why couldn't my dad understand all this without breaking my heart?

Why did I have to sacrifice my life in order to make him happy? What about me?
 “Didn’t even have to sneak inside the building. The prey came out by herself.” The unfamiliar voice from behind me sounded odd. It was enough to stop my hysterics, but before I could turn to see who it was, out of nowhere, I was hit on the back of my head. The pain overwhelmed my senses as a cold cloth pressed against my mouth, and then everything went blank. 

 

Present 


Three months ago 

 

Rosa
 “Don't go too far, sweetie! ” Sapphire yelled to Kristina, who happily bounced around the big playground in the park, soaking up all the attention from the kids and “new adventures,” as she called them. To Sapphire’s and my surprise, the whole playground had a Pirates of the Caribbean theme with ships painted brown, golden hooks, ropes to swing on, and some treasures to play with. The sandbox had several makeshift sharks and stairs above to play on, so whoever fell inside would be ‘eaten’ alive. Truth be told, had I been a kid myself, I’d probably go nuts in there as well. Kristina blew Sapphire a kiss accompanied by a wink. The kid was as cocky as her dad. Although, with her black hair and sapphire eyes, she was a little angel who I couldn't help but want to hug and smother with kisses. 


The playground was full of excited kids who attacked the ship as though it was real and could take them away from here.

I could relate, really. 


The soft New York breeze touched my heated skin and I welcomed it, enjoying my stay in this city. It had been a long time since I’d been here, and it was as beautiful as I remembered. 


Crowded streets, magnificent buildings, fashion shows, theaters, and cuisine. People who treasured creativity and intellectuality always drove forward, trying to accomplish things. It didn't mean other places in the world didn't have the same tempo and atmosphere, but no place ever felt like home, or like I belonged.

Except New York. 


One of the reasons Frank Sinatra’s “New York, New York” played through my headphones as I enjoyed the delicious taste of a chocolate brownie filled with almonds. You could call me a sentimental sap.

"Mama, look!" Kristina shouted as she climbed up on the ship, waved her hands, and jumped on the rope as a gasp left Sapphire’s mouth. She stood up, clenching her hand to her chest, and walked to where Kristina bounced up and down, clearly having a blast after scaring her mama bear shitless. 


"Baby girl, this is for older kids. Don't do it again." The kid rolled her eyes and whispered something to her mother. 


I sat near Juanita, who was knitting some shit on the bench, and I couldn't hear how Kristina justified her actions. However, it allowed me more time to study Sapphire. She was a stunning woman with the bluest eyes I’d ever seen and long, wavy, mocha hair. Add to it an hourglass figure, and it explained why Damian went nuts for her.

Well that, and her loving him even though he was Sociopath. Not many women could claim that, I imagined. 


Sapphire shook her head and slowly walked back. Her eyes noticed me as I popped another brownie into my mouth, and asked, "Didn't you plan to finish the series?" 


During the five years she had been in witness protection, the girl became a romance writer and was the one whose books I loved to read. She was none other than S. Victoria Fray. When my eyes found the bookshelf with her latest novel in print copies, the one that was about to hit the bookstores in a couple of months, needless to say, I attacked it like a freaking crazy person. Reading was life for me, seriously. Well… that and food. 


And dancing.

I loved to dance and couldn't wait for this nightmare to finally be over so I could enroll in some classes to learn it professionally. 


I sounded like a lazy ass, but what else could a girl do when she was on the run from the mafia, had a sociopath for a honorary brother, and couldn't live a carefree life?

Shrugging, I answered, "I grew bored, decided to hunt you down. Nice playground." Yeah, me getting bored with the book wasn't the case. The truth was, after the whole incident that happened to me five years ago, I couldn't stay alone at the house or anywhere else. Immediately, nightmares would creep in with all the hands and voices from the past. I hated my weakness, hated not being over it. I always tried to reason with myself. 


No one knew the full truth of what happened to me. They assumed, but if only they knew. Damian would have probably killed all those people straightaway. However, I had people around me who suffered way more, and they stayed strong. 


The guilt sometimes ate me alive, not that I shared it with anyone, ever. 


"Yeah, Kristina is excited." Her loud squeals of joy caused peals of laughter from all three of us. 


Juanita, the older woman who accompanied us on this stroll in the park, used to be Damian and Dominic’s housekeeper before they were kidnapped, sold into child prostitution, and abused for years. After their parents’ death, Juanita was named guardian of the boys and all their financial assets. When Damian escaped captivity, she mourned with him the loss of his twin and helped him create a plan for revenge. 


Juanita was a petite Latina with the kindest of smiles. She had flawless, tanned skin that went well with her green eyes. Her hair, usually in a long ponytail that hung down her spine, was black, but gray strands could be seen in the bright sunlight. The woman reflected class and beauty on a level many girls tried to achieve but failed. She looked not a day older than forty, but Sapphire told me she was fifty-three. After she shared this little tidbit of information, I had no choice but to high-five Juanita, because, dude, I so freaking wanted to be as gorgeous as she was when I was as old as her. 


Sapphire’s phone vibrated in her jeans pocket. She furrowed her brows, but picked it up with a calm voice. “Hello?" A beat, and then she said, "Uncle Benjamin? How did you get my number?" she asked with confusion, although I noticed traces of fear in her eyes too.

Who the hell was this guy? Didn't she cut all her connections once she went into WPP? Whatever he said made her paler, and she desperately scanned for Kristina, who sat in the sandbox studying the sharks. Her eyes widened as she spotted something, and then took a sharp intake of breath. 


"Why?" she questioned, another pause, and her phone fell to the ground with a thud.

Her eyes focused on Juanita and me, as she said, "You need to go home. Now. And fast." Juanita's eyes grew with fear as she darted toward Kristina, but Sapphire stopped her with her hand. "No, she and I stay. Go." 


She what? Shaking my head, I argued, "No, Sapphire. No!" 


"She has a sniper mark on her. He will kill her. It's him." Her reply almost brought me to my knees. Not our little angel!



My lips trembled as my eyes watered, but even in my emotional state, I understood we were powerless against the enemies. With one last look at Juanita, Sapphire ran to Kristina, picked her up in her arms as the child wiggled in displeasure, and then she shoved her daughter’s head to her chest, covering her from the deadly aim as much as possible. "Mommy, no, I want to play,” I could hear Kristina whimper, while Sapphire patted her back. The man standing by the car wearing glasses was a muscled mountain who could probably squish me with one arm. His face held a permanent snarl. When he pushed them inside roughly, I decided not to be a coward and ran after them. 


God help us all.
 

Dominic 


Rosa rushed after Sapphire, making me curse as I exited the car and stopped her with an arm around her waist right before she was seen. Although I bargained with them for her, who the fuck knew what they would have done had she tried to stop them? She struggled against my hold, as I got distracted inhaling her sweet scent and enjoying the feel of her in my arms for the first time. 


My sweet girl.

"Let go of me, you fucking piece of shit!" she screamed, and I grimaced when her mouth proved to be less than sweet. I spun her around swiftly. Her tits pressed against me, and her eyes grew huge once she had the time to study my face. "Who are you?" She placed her hands flat on my chest and tried to push, but I wouldn't budge. "You aren't Damian.”

"No." 


Then she blinked rapidly, and whispered, "Dominic?" And because she knew my name and the way my body reacted to her despite the danger looming over us, I pressed a hard kiss against her stunned mouth, almost moaning in pleasure at the softness of her lips. Letting go of her, I removed the cross from my neck and gave it to her. "Keep it." She frowned. "Don't follow them. It's dangerous. Connor and I will handle this problem. Leave with Juanita." 


A loud gasp from behind Rosa confirmed the old woman heard everything as her eyes drank me in. “Dominic."

Emotions.

She was part of my memories, but there simply was no time for this. "Go home and stay there. Now." I wasn't satisfied until she nodded, and then I jumped back in the car as Vitya sped after S's vehicle.
 

Rosa
 “Dominic, it was my Dominic,” Juanita chanted, as I used all my strength to pull her back from the playground and push her in the direction of the apartment. Damian’s penthouse was a short distance away, and right then, it seemed like the safest place on earth.

Although, when I thought about it, Sapphire’s dad kidnapped her from there, so who the hell knew if the bad guys knew about it? What if they had the address?

Tears slid down her cheeks as she sobbed quietly, probably not even comprehending where we were. “I know, Juanita, but we need to go.” Even saying those words felt surreal, because I believed, like everyone else, that Damian’s twin was dead.

Although he had many tattoos, a bulkier figure, and wore jeans, there was no mistaking the startling features and amber eyes they shared.

Or the air of dominance and sophistication at the same time, which he had in common with his twin.

Juanita leaned on the wall next to the sidewalk and refused to go. She closed her eyes, and continued to cry, “Dominic.” Although she looked spectacular for her age, she was still old enough that her heart could give up, so her condition concerned me.

What the hell do I do?

Contacting anyone was strictly forbidden. Plus, none of them left any numbers for me. 


There was only one option, and considering everything that had happened in the last few minutes, it seemed like the only right choice.

Flipping open my smart phone, I dialed the number I promised to only dial when I was in danger.

On the second beep, the phone was picked up, and with a shaking voice, I whispered, “Daddy?”
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My eyes snapped open, and immediately, a piercing headache assaulted me, and my dry mouth desperately needed water. Blinking a few times, I tried to adjust to the dark that created fear in the pit of my stomach.

Sitting, my back was pressed against the wall and my legs were numb, so I tried to move them, but failed when I realized they were bound together, probably by a tight rope. A scream of terror begged to shoot from my throat, only for me to realize my mouth was covered in duct tape and my wrists were cuffed. The only source of light came from under the door. The room smelled of garlic. Slight noises were coming from the corner, and when something started to slowly climb on my lap, I knew what it was.

A rat.

Shifting as much as I could, I was trying everything to make it go away when the door suddenly snapped open and hit the wall harshly. Two men wearing black jeans, shirts, and masks stood there as one of them sipped beer from a brown bottle. 

 “The bitch woke up,” he cursed, and then spat on the floor. Nausea hit me as they came inside. The light from the door allowed me to study my surroundings. 


Rusted walls and floor, a toilet, and a sink where a disgusting smell came from. I didn't even want to think what it was coated in. Plates of food that had seen better days, no bunks or lights, and finally, the rats.

Several of them with their angry red eyes. 


My breathing escalated. I couldn't suck enough air into my lungs from the fear that overshadowed everything else. “Fuck, she’s panicking.” The other guy in the mask cursed then kneeled in front of me and, with a painful jerk, removed the tape. My lips burned as though he peeled a layer of my skin, and even the light breeze hurt it more. He slapped me hard on the cheek, knocking my head to the side, and tears came to my eyes. “Calm down, bitch. Or you don’t know what we might do to you.” He licked his lips as his alcohol breath fanned my hair. “Those lips would look good around my cock.” The look in his black eyes made me want to crawl out of my skin, and without thinking, I spat in his face.

Despite the panic and agonizing pain, I was still my father’s daughter.

And a Cosa Nostra’s princess didn’t bow or take disrespect from anyone. 


He raised his hand, but was stopped when another cold voice ordered, “Mark, step away from her.” My blurry eyes could barely focus when the third man came into my line of vision. With blond-as-the-sun hair, he wore an expensive suit and a sinister smile that didn't reach his blue eyes. I seriously, freaking hated that color. 


Grimacing in disgust, he shuffled away. Mark sat on his haunches, gently touching my cheek even though I made a move to tilt my head back. He grabbed my hair painfully and pulled on it, making me gasp in pain, as he warned, “You better learn to listen, Rosalinda.” His eyes roamed over my face and body, and they slowly started to fill with an expression I didn’t recognize. “What a pretty girl,” he whispered, but somehow his words made me feel dirty. “You’ll be a good little wife of mine.”

What?

But before I could react or demand answers, he pressed on the side of my neck, and in a second, I was out.
 

Rosa

Juanita stopped sobbing enough for me to lead her from the sidewalk to the far corner of the street, away from prying eyes, and she still had this dumbstruck expression on her face.
 “He was such a sweet little boy, my Dominic.” Cleaning her nose with the end of her sleeve, she added, “Always polite. Always happy.” 


The sweet little boy turned into a man. My finger lightly touched my lips, which still burned from his kiss. Even if that peck couldn't really be considered as a real kiss, it was the closest contact I ever had with the opposite sex. Well, willingly at least. 


Amber pools filled with longing so profound, everything female in me wanted to reach out to soothe him. For a second, when he held me in his arms, desire struck me like a bolt of lightning, and it couldn't confuse me more. 


How could I react to him so strongly if he reassembled his brother so much? A twin brother at that, who had saved my life and become family to me. 


Could it be because my hormones just demanded to have sex, and he was a magnificent enough specimen of a man to get a reaction from me?

Suddenly, the screech of tires on the street had my attention. Three black Jeeps lined up at the sidewalk, and in an instant, my dad got out with several of his bodyguards, who held guns.

With a cry, I ran toward him, and he picked me up effortlessly. His strong arms embraced me in a hug so fierce I didn't think I could breathe, but I didn't want to let go. 


The scent of cigar and his same cologne washed over me, reminding me of all the Christmases we spent together and the long walks in the park when I was kid.
 “Daddy,” I whispered, and he squeezed me tighter for a second, and then we both leaned back to study each other.

Years apart weren't kind to him. The wrinkles under his eyes became deeper and more visible, and since he didn't believe a man should dye his hair, many gray locks were entwined with the black. He was still tall. To me, he always seemed like a huge brick wall. He had the softest blue eyes, which gazed at me with love and worry. Plus, he wasn't that old, just turning fifty last month. He would be considered hot among women, although I didn’t want to think about that. 

 “Rosalinda.” His knuckles ran over my cheek. “Finally, you’re with me.” 


During our separation, my heart broke for my father, knowing he’d blame himself for this, just as he did with my mother. Especially considering our last conversation, which made me an easy target for them to begin with—not that I ever planned to tell him that. Some things were better left unsaid. 

 “Daddy, Sapphire and Kristina are in danger. We need to contact Damian and Connor.” His eyes darkened, and he turned around to bark at one of his enforcers. All those faces were unfamiliar, and it honestly surprised me. Five years wasn't a long time for some of them to retire, but I didn't address the fact. “Get the woman inside.” 


One of them, the youngest, kneeled in front of Juanita, whispering to her gently as his hand inspected her pulse and reactions. My dad had a rule about his mafia. One of the enforcers on call should have a medical degree or at least have knowledge of advanced first aid. They never knew when guns might be fired and stuff might happen. The man addressed my dad, “She is in shock. I don’t think it’s more than that. I’d still run her by the hospital though because of her age.” 


Dad nodded and pointed at the third vehicle in line. “Take her there and then bring her to my house. Make sure she doesn't say anything she isn't supposed to.” With a nod, the man picked Juanita up and proceeded with his instructions. 


Dad’s hand gently patted my head. “Don’t worry, honey. She’ll be fine.” 


As sweet as what he did was, Juanita wasn't my main concern right now. “Dad, didn't you hear what I said? Call Damian!” 


His lips thinned, and dread settled inside me. Why wasn't he willing to call for help? Damian, Connor, and Luke worked with him closely as they tried to catch horrible S and punish him for the evil he had inflicted on all those innocent and stolen lives. 

 “Dad.” I grabbed his arm, but he didn't even budge. “What’s going on?” 


Sighing heavily, he gritted his teeth. “It’s part of the plan.”
 “What plan?” My brows furrowed in confusion. So I was worried sick for nothing? All that shit that happened back at the playground was some kind of make-believe? Nice of Sapphire and Damian to put me through this! 

 “Connor is handling it.” The sound of his voice, and the way he winced a little, let me know this wasn't something good.

Connor was an FBI agent, and he and Damian didn't agree on a lot of stuff, more so after Connor fell for Honey. 


If he was handling something, then it meant…

No!
 “Dad, tell me he didn't go behind Damian’s back and set up some stupid plan.” Since my dad stayed silent, it was answer enough for me. “Do something then!” 


He shook his head. “He has the help of the pakhan of the Bratva. They will handle it.”
 “What? Uncle Vasya is here?” Growing up in the mob, you kind of had a family of criminals, called your dad’s various acquaintances uncles, and got presents from them. Not that anyone could enter our house, but the relationship between my dad and Uncle Vasya was friendly enough. I remembered him as a man who never took anyone’s bullshit, but also brought me expensive gifts and supported my dreams of making my own living. Usually, it ended with him arguing with my dad about my future. 

 “No, Vasya is dead.” My eyes watered. So many freaking dead people. “Oh, then who?” The Bratva had slightly different rules for appointing the next pakhan than the Cosa Nostra, but Vasya must have died a long time ago, if they’d already replaced him. 

 “Dominic.” Blinking a few times, I processed the information he gave me as I realized what it meant.

Shit.

What the hell did I get myself into?

His phone vibrated and he picked up. Whatever someone said on the other end of the line was bad enough for him to clench his fist and snarl in disgust. “We will be there in thirty minutes.” Hanging up, he wrapped his arm around me and started to move us in the direction of the car. 

 “What happened?” I swear, people needed to learn how to talk to me! Unless I asked, no one was willing to share anything.
 “There is a fire. Dominic and Damian are still inside. Sapphire and Kristina are fine, on the way to the hospital in the ambulance.” My stomach flipped. “Connor wouldn't tell me more. Let’s go.” 


Once we were seated in the car, I kept on nibbling on my thumb nervously. My dad’s voice penetrated my panicked mind, and everything inside me stilled.
 “I won’t allow it, Rosa. Never.” 


Confused, I asked, “What exactly?” 


His fingers picked up the cross on my neck, the one Dominic gave me—I had completely forgotten about it—and raised it to my chin. “This thing between you two. Never,” he repeated, and the steel in his eyes and voice made it clear his word was absolute.

We held each other’s stare for a few moments, but then I rested my head on the window as I gazed at the busy streets of New York as Dad’s voice echoed in my mind.

Never. Never.
 

Man with the dragon tattoo 


The Cosa Nostra’s princess was back in the arms of her daddy. I had to admit the kid grew up quite nicely, with her shapely legs, full tits, round ass, and beautiful face. Her lips would look good wrapped around my cock. Just the thought of her terrified eyes watching me as I stripped my clothes could get me off like nothing else, because the pleasure would be heightened by the knowledge of how much this would hurt her precious daddy. 


Licking my lips, I ordered my cock to wait for the right time for taking payback on what was to come. 


My eyes didn't miss the cross on her neck, the cross of the pakhan of the Bratva. He’d staked his claim on her, which meant she was important to him. That fucker crossed me many times too, and I lived for the day when I’d be able to get revenge for what they both did. 


Rosalinda Giovanni seemed like the answer to all my prayers.

Let the game begin.
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For the second time in a row, I woke up with a groggy head and in pain. Only this time, it happened in a warm bed, and my body wasn't restrained by anything. The soft breeze came from the open window as the white curtain flew through the metallic bars. 


Glancing down, my brows furrowed as I noticed that someone changed me into a lacy nightgown. Wrapping my arms around my middle, I closed my eyes and hoped everything that happened was just a bad dream.

But if it was a nightmare, why didn’t I recognize my surroundings?
 “You’re finally awake,” mused the man, who rested his arms on his knees as he sat in the chair in the corner lit only by a lamp. The same man who was in my nightmare. “Good.” He stood up, and with two quick steps, he reached my side and sat on the corner of the bed. I moved my hands to cover my exposed body, and in return, he chuckled, sending shivers down my spine. “No need to hide your beauty on my account.” The light allowed me to study his features. He had blond hair and green eyes with rather pale skin. His lean body could be considered good enough wrapped in a suit. It was probably supposed to give him an aura of authority or a more sophisticated appearance, but it seemed out of place on him. I was sure he had a few years, if not more, on me as well.
 “Who are you?” I asked, and to my surprise, the action was painful to my throat, which felt like thousands of cats had scratched it from the inside. He rose a little and grabbed the bottle of water on the nightstand, poured it into a glass, and placed it in my hand. “Drink.” Since he just opened the bottle, I wasn't scared to try it, and my dehydrated body welcomed the cooling sensations as the dryness in my mouth disappeared. The pain was still there, but even breathing was less of a chore. His finger traced the corner of my lips, so I shifted my head back, not liking his touch or the way his eyes lit up in pleasure at my disobedience. 


I had attended Catholic school as long as I could remember, but it didn't mean I didn't have access to the internet or romance books, which maybe weren’t age appropriate for me, but who cared? I spent hours reading them under the bedcovers, and well, there was a lot of helpful information.

A lot.

That knowledge was the reason this man’s eyes worried me.
 “Back to your question. I’m your future husband.” 


Clenching the glass in my hands tightly, I asked, “What?” 


His mouth lifted in a sinister smile. “You heard right.” The glass fell to the carpet, and I clenched the bedcovers tightly, raising them up so he’d stop looking at me. “I’m only seventeen years old.” 


Somehow, the idea of me not being legal for the ceremony had him laughing. “It won’t stop me.” Something flashed in his eyes. “In fact, your age is icing on the cake.” 


Scooting back when he wanted to run his sleazy hand over my cheek, I shouted despite the pain, “My dad will never allow it. Ever.” 


Again, that disgusting laughter. “He won’t have a choice. Once you are no longer a virgin, like a good Italian father with Catholic views, he’ll marry you off to me to hide the shame. And then he’d have to agree to my father’s terms. He wasn’t willing to listen before, but his love for you is legendary.” 


My mouth hung open at those absurd words, because this whole situation was ridiculous. The only reason Dad put me in that school was because it was the safest way, in his eyes, and attending church on Sundays was a tradition. He’d never even brought up the talk about my virginity. 


Certainly, he wouldn't want me to be married to this crazy man. “He won’t stand for it.” 


He stood up, removed his jacket, and slowly started to unbutton his shirt. “By the time I’m done with you, he won’t have a choice.” I had a minute before he lunged after me, pinning my tiny body with his huge one. One hand covered my mouth while another grabbed my hair painfully. “I’ll love fucking you.” His nose ran over my neck as fear paralyzed me. I couldn't move any muscle in my body. “Taking your virginity painfully should be the greatest sexual experience of my life.” He grabbed my chin brutally, pressing on my mouth and smashing my lips. “I promise not to be gentle.” Then his lips covered mine as his tongue tried to push inside. His action shattered the haze around me.

The only thing left was my desire to survive, to stay alive. Using all my strength, I kicked him harshly as my hands pushed him away, and since he didn't expect it, he fell down on the side of the bed. Although it gave me the perfect opportunity to rise up, he gathered himself quickly. If anything, his eyes shone with excitement. 

 “Yes, fight me for this.” He ripped open his shirt, pulled out his belt, and wrapped it around his hand. “Come here, honey.” A repulsive voice and man. On my hands and knees, I made it almost to the end of the huge bed, when he circled his hand around my ankle, and with a victory cry, he flipped me on my back and once again pinned me to the bed. He pressed the belt across my neck on each side of my head, making it hard for me to breathe. His laughter washed over me, dread filling me with anticipation of his next move. 


Then out of nowhere, the door burst open, and an angry voice shouted, “What the fuck are you doing, Erik?”

Erik.

At last, I had his name. No fucker would be left alive once my dad heard about it. 


Erik huffed, annoyed, glanced over his shoulder, and snarled, “You interrupted my playtime.” 


The man at the threshold, who wasn’t visible to me, replied coldly, “Don’t give a fuck, boy. Your father wants to see you. Leave the bitch here and fucking look decent.” The door shut loudly, the only indication we were once again alone. 


My heart beat so rapidly I thought it would fly out of my ribcage. He licked my lips, and I barely contained the gagging sounds that threatened to spill from my mouth. “Later then.” Finally, he let me go, picked up his jacket, and with an evil smile he exited through the door. 


The sound of the lock clicking echoed in the room. Only then, my mind registered my naked state as the shredded nightgown lay on the floor and trembles assaulted me. I covered my face with my hands and cried.
 “Daddy,” I whispered. “Please, help me.” But even as I prayed for those words to come true, part of me understood it was a hopeless dream.
 

Rosa
 “So nothing is wrong with them?” 


The female doctor adjusted her eyeglasses and nodded. “Well, they both suffered from smoke inhalation. Damian Scott also has a broken leg, so we put a cast on that, and he has some minor burns. As for Dominic Konstantinov…” She sighed. “His hands are burned. We are treating them. They should be fine with the help of a plastic surgeon.” My fingers reflexively touched my cheek, remembering the cruelty of the wounds inflicted on me by Erik. 


Wounds that still held nightmares, despite the plastic surgeon permanently removing them from my face.
 “But other than that, there is nothing to worry about?” I pressed, and she pursed her lips, clearly annoyed with my questions. “I already said yes. They just need to rest.” Then she frowned. “Who are you exactly? The nurse said you introduced yourself as his fiancée?” My cheeks heated, but I tried to keep a cool face. Well, what else was I supposed to do? They wouldn't give me information otherwise, so I had to tell them Dom and I were engaged. I could’ve used Damian’s name, but then Sapphire probably would’ve cut my head off for it. The girl still felt bitter over the time I spent with Damian, bringing him back to life, and she held a grudge. 


It was a lie I regretted, judging by the stormy expression on my dad’s face. “Yes, that’s me. Well, thank you for your information,” I said too cheerily, hoping she’d drop the subject. Her gaze lingered on my dad, who seemed oblivious to attention. Although, I damn well knew he hadn't stayed a saint since Mom’s death.

The minute she left our side, he opened his mouth, probably to scold me or something, but I raised my hand and he stopped to listen. “First, I’ll go check on Sapphire and the rest. Next, you can give me a lecture about never, ever being with Dom, okay?” 


He lifted his eyebrow. “Don’t think I like this cocky attitude.” 


Rolling my eyes, I gave him a quick peck on the cheek and winked. “Get used to it.” Without waiting for his reply, because he would have plenty to say, I darted to Damian’s room, which thankfully was on the same floor at the far end of the hospital. 


The picture I saw there made my heart melt. Leaning on the doorjamb, I allowed myself a few moments to enjoy it. 


Damian lay on the bed, various wires attached to his body and a mask over his mouth. His leg had a cast. The machine beeped with each thump of his heart. The growly man seemed so out of place in the hospital gown, but somehow, he managed to make even it look manly. Sapphire rested against his shoulder, hiding her face in the crook between his shoulder and neck while his hand subconsciously hugged her. Kristina occupied the blue chair in the corner with a blanket spread over her body as she slept soundly, her chest rising and falling in even breathing. 


Watching them in that moment, jealousy stirred inside me despite how bad it sounded. Who wouldn't want to have a man who loved you as much as Damian loved her? 


Damian Scott, aka Sociopath, was one of the most notorious and ruthless killers in the States. He’d sent an email to his victims with one word, Sociopath, and they’d know the end was coming. No one knew where he kidnapped them or what he did to them, but it wasn't hard to guess by the remains they’d found. No one could catch him or figure out who he was, and more importantly, no one understood his sick desires. He killed respectable men of society, family men who adored their children, and who were perfect husbands. 


On the surface, that was the truth, but deep down… He punished all those who were involved in child prostitution, avenging his dead twin, Dominic, in the process. His main goal was to destroy the organization Sapphire’s father ran, and he succeeded until he met her. According to what she told me, their connection was instant, and he became obsessed with her. However, her dad supposedly killed him on the edge of the cliff, and to the world, that was the end of it. Sapphire moved into the WPP, gave birth to their daughter, and learned to live again. 


What she hadn’t known was that I saved Damian, and he was alive. 

 “Your man is in the other room, honey.” A gentle voice interrupted my thoughts. I shifted my eyes to the nurse, who patted me on the back. “You’re probably worried about him. Come on.” Without giving me a chance to explain, and really, what could I say? I didn't want this nice woman to think I was a liar. She took me a few steps away, and we ended up in another room almost identical to Damian’s, except the bed was occupied by only one man with his hands bandaged. 


My breath hitched as I studied his rugged features, his silky, black hair under the hospital cap, and the five o'clock shadow my hands itched to touch. 

 “You both have handsome men.” She winked at me and then pointed at the clock on the wall. “Take your time, sweetie. I’ll be back in an hour.” With one last pat on the back, she left me standing alone in the middle of the room, feeling like a fool.

He seemed so freaking alone in this world, and I knew some of the things he had endured with Damian, but not all of them. I suspected Damian shared all of it with Sapphire, but she was his woman. He hated going back in time, down memory lane, and I couldn't blame him.

Did Dominic have nightmares too?

Did he sometimes zone out?

Did he have a raging inferno inside his heart that demanded justice for himself and his twin?

And more importantly, how did he manage to escape when everyone thought he was dead and become the pakhan of the Russian Bratva.

Taking a few tentative steps to him, my hand almost touched his chest when his eyes snapped open, and for a second, our gazes clashed, his fiercely possessive and mine surprised. He mumbled something, but then he was out again.

It was enough, however, to wake me up and to understand I was stepping on a dangerous line.

Dominic Konstantinov was not the man for me.

Never. Never.
 

Dominic

I sprang awake with a loud gasp as paralyzing pain pinned me on the bed. My nose filled with antiseptic smells as I noticed my left arm was strapped to an IV drip. Motherfucker!
Holy fucking shit, my hands hurt like hell. 


What the ever-loving fuck was going on?

My eyes adjusted to the bright light, allowing me to see my surroundings. I was in a private room in the hospital, with one chair in the corner and a TV on the wall. It was a rather modest room, if you asked me, but then again, when I did end up in hospitals, they usually had VIP rooms ready for me in advance.

What the fuck happened to me? The last thing I remembered was getting us out of the fire and passing out on some grass that tickled my nose. 


Ignoring the pain this time, I pushed up and noticed my hands were covered in bandages. I furrowed my brows in confusion. I wasn't injured, so why would I even be in the room?

"You have second-degree burns on both of them. Some of it was painful to look at, really. You'll have scars, man, not to mention the smoke you inhaled," Vitya said from the doorway, as he stood there with Michael, both of them holding coffee mugs in their hands and wearing grim expressions. "Maybe those will teach you to actually include your family in your business next time you have a death wish." His voice was harsh and full of anger. S was an unpredictable killer and a sociopath, so endangering more people than necessary was out of the question. We both knew he would get no comment from me, so I focused on the information he had given me first.

I shrugged. "Won't be my first scar." Michael came inside, patted my arm, and sat down on the chair. Vitya kept glaring and just rolled his eyes. 


"Seriously, babe, let it go. We all know how these things usually go." 


Babe? Clearly, being in the States changed how freely they felt about displaying their relationship. "At least tell me you had a good fucking reason to exclude me?" Vitya continued. 


I held his eyes with mine, as I steadily replied, "Yes." After a beat, he nodded and joined Michael in the chair by lifting him up and settling him on his lap. "So… how long am I stuck here?" I always hated hospitals, useless waste of time unless you had some serious injuries, and second-degree burns on my hands weren't something I considered serious. 


Michael snorted. "They want to keep you for a week." 


"I'm not staying here for a week," I growled, as they both lifted their eyebrows.

"Tell that to those doctors. We wanted to take you back to Russia immediately. Anton came here last night, but that Connor guy who thinks he is the king of the fucking world"—Michael's accent thickened when he was annoyed—"wouldn't let us. Said you had some unfinished business here. That true?" 


I rested my head against the headboard. "Yeah." Closing my eyes for a second, the memories of seeing my brother for the first time came back and a familiar longing settled in my gut. I wanted nothing more than to go to him, see how he was, and have a conversation about our life.

However, I knew the risks I took when I agreed to endanger Kristina in this plan. One thing Damian never forgave was a betrayal, so a warm reunion with my brother was out of the question, but we still had unfinished business. "Where are those motherfuckers?" 


"In FBI custody." My lips lifted in a half smile at the idea of the pain they would soon experience. The state could fucking have them to rot in prison, but not until we got our fill first.

"Good." To fully inflict what we always wanted on them, we both needed to heal, and even though Damian would hate my guts once he woke up, he'd never pass up the opportunity to get his final revenge. 


Once it was done, I could go back to my useless existence in Russia with the knowledge that some broken things couldn't be mended.

Vitya cleared his throat, which made me frown, and I snapped my eyes open. "What?" Both of them had their attention on the door with their brows raised in disbelief. My head automatically turned as my body tensed.

Rosa stood there, wearing some kind of silky red dress, her dark hair in a ponytail, her eyes wide with shock. She held my cross in her hands, the one I had given her right before I left her at the park and rushed into the car to save Damian. Her eyes kept on blinking rapidly. "Well, hello," Michael said, amused. 


Rosa ignored him. Then after a few seconds, she took a few steps toward the bed and stopped right in front of me. She lifted her hand and softly touched my cheek as her eyes roamed over my body and face in wonder. She frowned, noticing my bandages, and she asked softly, "Does it hurt?" 


I gulped, too shocked at her presence and caress to answer, so I just shook my head in denial. 


She ran her fingers over them, pressed the button above me for the nurse, and in a moment, a middle-aged woman wearing green scrubs appeared. "Yes?" 


Rosa adjusted my IV drip, and replied, "The patient woke up. Could you page a doctor to check on him? He needs pain meds." 


My mouth opened in protest, but she covered it with her hand, and I barely restrained myself from licking and biting the soft flesh. "We both know you are in pain, so cut the macho bullshit." 


The nurse gave her a skeptical look, but Rosa hurried her, "Now." Clearly understanding it wasn't the fight she wanted to take on, the nurse promised to call the doctor and left the room. 


"I'm Michael, by the way." His face spread in a wide smile, clearly enjoying her bossy nature. 


"Rosa." Then she cast her eyes down. "Nice tattoo." 


Michael lifted his left calf, which had a Siberian white tiger on it. "Well, thank you, honey. You into tattoos?" 


She wrinkled her nose. "Nope, never wanted to have one. I can appreciate good art, though. I just prefer my skin not to be a canvas for it." Why were they having a stupid conversation over my bed when she came to see me? Despite the pain, my hand twitched with a desire to smack Michael and then choke him for taking her attention from me. 


"Well, Dominic here has his whole body painted." And just like that, he was granted life again. I gave him a sideways glance and noticed his wink at me. 


"And you know that personally?" she questioned, her eyes shifting from him to me. "Are you gay too?" she asked me bluntly, as Vitya and Michael burst out laughing. 


My face reddened. "Trust me, красавица,
I do not desire men. Only women.”

Her brow lifted. "Women, huh? Have a lot of those?" 


Was that jealousy I heard in her voice?

Vitya whistled, and then murmured, "Right in the trap." Then he said loudly, "Well, he isn't a monk.”

"Ah, my heart is shattered," she said, holding her hand to her chest. "I hoped for a virgin." Now she laughed with them as I sat there grimly.

For fuck's sake! They acted like a bunch of kids discussing the latest rumors. And why would she even think about other women, when I'd told her she was mine right before I gave her my cross? Then again, I never really spent time with women unless I was fucking them, so no wonder I didn't understand shit. 


"Just so you know, there aren't any women," I said gruffly, as my eyes held hers. Something flashed through them, but before I could dwell on it, the doctor walked in holding a tablet in his hand. He wore navy-blue scrubs, had round brown glasses and mussed dirty-blond hair, along with darker skin. He looked around my age. 


"Hey, Mr. Konstantinov, it's good to finally have you back." 


Then he shook hands with Rosa with a smile. "And you must be the lady who demanded to see me." 


"Yes, I want you to check him before he runs away from here." 


He chuckled. "That so, huh? Eager to leave the hospital?" 


"Yes." My reply was met with another chuckle. 


"Yeah, I predicted something similar. Unless you want to have plastic surgery for the burns to limit the scarring, I don't really have any reason to keep you here." He read something and then typed on the tablet. "You'll have to change your bandages daily though, and apply a special ointment. In a week, check with a doctor, but you can do it with anyone.”

"Doc, have you seen my body?" 


He blinked in confusion. “Yes."

"Do you really think I'm afraid of some scars on my hands? I don't give a shit. I'm leaving now." I had to check on Damian and create a plan. My apartment seemed much more comfortable for that than this little excuse for a room, and I wouldn't have to deal with anyone's shit.

"But he suffered from smoke inhalation and his hand was hurt," Rosa complained.

The doctor nodded. "I'll prescribe painkillers for the first few days, and his blood test came back clear for any effects from the smoke he breathed. So considering—”

Rosa interrupted him again. He sighed irritably, and my eyes narrowed. My woman could say whatever the fuck she pleased, so he better not upset her with his harsh comments or voice. 


"Dr."—she glanced at his nametag—"Bailey. Are you absolutely sure he's fine? You kept Damian, and he only has a few cuts and a broken leg." 


Bailey frowned.

"Damian?" he muttered. "Oh, Mr. Scott. Yes, I did, because he has a concussion, and we want to keep a close eye on the whole family. That's the only reason they are staying one more day." 


One more? Wait a fucking minute.

"What do you mean? How many days have I been in the hospital?" I covered up the relief I felt over Damian's condition. We both got lucky, considering the situation. If there was a slight chance of him wanting to see me, I’d run to his room immediately. 


We were twins; however, if he had done with my woman and my baby what I did with his, forgiveness wouldn't have crossed my mind for a long time.

"Just one, you slept all the way through," Vitya replied, and then stood up, pulling Michael along with him. "We'll get all the papers ready, call for the car, and they'll bring your clothes," he said with satisfaction, clearly anticipating shoving them down Connor's throat. "Doc, could you also give us a list of things he needs to take?" 


The doctor nodded. With no further questions from Rosa—who got quiet and studied the green plant at the other end of the room with fascination—he left the room with a quick goodbye as his pager beeped. 


The silence between us unsettled me, so I cleared my throat. Her attention snapped back to me, and once again, I couldn't help but wish to drown in her expressive eyes. "Thanks for caring so much about my health." I cringed inwardly. Those weren't the best words to start a conversation. Blyat, I didn't have any experience in this, so no wonder. She shrugged and sat down on the foot of my bed.

"It's all right." Her hands still held the cross. She placed it on my stomach gently, but not before I noticed how she trailed her fingers over it. "You gave it to me yesterday. You should have it back. I hope you'll get better." She stood up quickly and made a move to leave, but I caught her hand right in time. I couldn't keep the groan of pain from spilling out as my raw skin brushed over the bandage when I squeezed my hand. Fuck, it did hurt like a fucking bitch after all. 


"Oh, my God, what are you doing?" she exclaimed. "You shouldn't use your hands!" 


"You wanted to leave. And the cross is yours," I said simply, and her eyes widened.

My cross was an indication she belonged to me, and everyone would know it. It belonged nowhere else but on her graceful neck, above her heart. 


"Listen, Dominic. It's just weird keeping it, okay? I wanted to check on you, and that's about it.”

"That's my claim of ownership," I stated, and this time, her jaw hung open. Why was she surprised at my statement? She lived all this time with Damian. Hadn’t she recognized the signs of a man possessed?

"Excuse me?”

"It means you belong to me. What's there not to understand?" 


She shook her head in disbelief, took several steps back, making it impossible for me to reach her, and exhaled a heavy breath. "It's impossible. I—" She licked her dry lips. "You look so much like him, the same face, even if everything else is different." My brows furrowed as I tried to make the connection with me being Damian's twin.

Why would she care so much if I—

Fucking realization hit me like ton of bricks.

The only reason she'd feel out of sorts with my resemblance to Damian was if she had a crush on him all this time and covered it up under the whole pretense of a brother-sister relationship he created. "I see." My voice was cold and detached. Not that I expected her to want to be with me from the start, but the idea of her being in love with my fucking twin never crossed my mind. A little harmless crush, yes, but a first-love kind of thing going on? No fucking way. 


I wouldn't have cared if she were confused or unwilling, as shameful as it sounded. Men like me generally had no conscience. However, second best wasn't the title I wanted to have in the relationship. 


"You do?" she whispered. 


I nodded. "Yes, your explanation was quite clear. You can leave the cross and go." She blinked a few times and opened her mouth to add something, but I waved my hand dismissively. "Just go." For a split second, I thought her eyes watered and hurt flashed in them, but it was quickly gone, and she left the room, leaving me to dwell on my own misery.

Rosa turned out to be nothing but one more bitter disappointment in life.
 

Rosa

My heart beat rapidly in my ribcage. Breathing heavily, I sat down on the bench outside the hospital and tried to calm my hectic mind. The intensity of emotions I felt when I was close to Dominic couldn't be explained. My hand touched my neck. I already missed his cross. Somehow, it fit perfectly and I barely felt it.

I'd never had any experience with men in my life, and truth be told, I never had a real crush on anyone. All the guys seemed immature, and then once I started living with Damian, dating was kind of out of the question.

Dominic was another story altogether though. Even those two little snippets of moments we shared, he overwhelmed me with his masculinity and the powerful energy coming from him in waves. 


I didn't believe in love at first sight, even though I loved reading romance books. My deep attraction and fascination with him had another name.

Desire.

The tingling sensation in my body, images of his tattooed skin against mine, his deep, low voice talking to me in the heat of the moment. I longed to explore it and finally find out what all the fuss about sex was.

But he was Damian's twin. If I tried anything with him, everyone would think I had a crush on Damian all along, and it just wasn't true. He was like a big brother to me. The idea of seeing him in any other light but platonic grossed me out. 


How could I react so differently to the same face? And how could the universe screw me so much? Weren't there other men on the planet to tempt me?

Wiping away the tears that unexpectedly rolled down my cheeks, I plastered a smile on my face and went in the search of the Scott family.

On the way to Damian's room, I ignored the little voice that urged me to let go of all those stupid insecurities and run to Dominic.
 

Man with the dragon tattoo 


Cleaning my knife, I admired the shape and form of it, not to mention the way it shone in the dim light.

Perfect to cut flesh.

A woman whimpered in the cell, and annoyed, I glanced back at her as she sat on the floor holding her knees to her chest. She had a split lip and several knife wounds I’d left on her. “Shut up,” I ordered, but she just sobbed harder, and I barely restrained myself from pulling out my gun and killing the bitch.

Loved her tight cunt too much for that though. Besides, who would willingly pass up some good pussy when she was also a looker? She had nothing on Rosa, but she would do until I got my hands on the princess. 


She was a vision to behold in that red dress of hers. 

 “Please,” she begged, from where she sat on the floor. “Stop doing this to me.” Throwing everything on the desk, I got up, not caring one bit about my nakedness. I tugged her hair painfully. Her groan of agony was my reward, and my cock immediately got hard.

Too bad I didn't have time for it now. “Don’t forget whose life might end if you refuse me or open your mouth.” Her lips trembled as she closed her eyes. Leaning down, I licked her cheek and then bit it roughly, leaving marks. I didn’t stop until I felt the metallic taste of blood. Those weren't nice caresses by a lover. I was a fucking animal. Another groan and her nails dug into her knee, leaving bruises. 


Fuck the meeting.

I could spare ten minutes for some savage fucking. 


Standing up, I pushed hard into her mouth and moaned in pleasure. There was nothing better in the world than an unwilling woman on her knees in front of a man. Too bad images of a dark-haired beauty dampened my pleasure.

Soon, princess. 
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After I noticed there was a bathroom attached to the room, I quickly ran inside, locked the door, and turned on a hot shower, hoping it would at least warm my ice-cold body. I did not intend to step inside, because who knew when the crazy man would come back? My eyes chaotically searched for something to cover my body, and finally, they landed on a worn bathrobe. Although it was once white, the grayish color and heavy odor of cigarettes and whiskey didn’t prevent me from gaining a small sense of dignity when I put it on. 


Opening up all the drawers, I hoped to find at least some kind of weapon, like a razor or scissors, but there was nothing useful. A few small black clips allowed me to pull my wild hair up and out of my face.

Leaning on the sink, I closed my eyes. The only sound I heard was my rapidly beating heart. 


Think, Rosa. Think! 


Despite my dad being in the mob, he always tried to protect me from this lifestyle. He never taught me how to protect myself in dangerous situations. The resentment I felt at that moment couldn't be described. 


He and his Cosa Nostra family put me in this mess; a madman planned to marry me for my virginity. Could his words hold even a tiny bit of truth? Would a plan to deflower me mean that Dad would marry me off to the one who took it? 


What the hell happened to my father? Had life without my mother changed him so much?

I heard footsteps, and then someone entered the room. Quietly going closer to the bathroom door, I pressed my ear to it, listening to the conversation if there was any.

No freaking way was I getting out of this bathroom. Just the idea of him touching me again… Shaking my head, I swallowed down the bile rising in my throat. 

 “Hello?” a woman’s voice asked worriedly, and everything inside me stilled.

Help! A woman would help me, right? As naïve as it sounded, hope blossomed inside my heart.

I burst out of the bathroom and came face-to-face with a young girl around my age who held a tray of food and water in her hands. Her oily blonde hair with black roots could use a washing. Her skin had several bruises. Her brown eyes, underscored with wrinkles, reflected utter hopelessness. She wore a tight black dress and stockings. “Here you are. Food is here.” She placed the tray on the bedside table, and then without even giving me a glance, marched back to the door. I couldn't let her leave.

Grabbing her hand tightly, I spun her around, and immediately regretted it once I registered how her body stilled and her hands rose to cover her face, a reflex that happened when someone beat you repeatedly. “I’m sorry.” I let go of her and pushed my hands behind my back. “Please, help me.” Her eyes widened, and she shook her head while I continued to beg. “Please, they keep me here unwillingly. That guy wants to rape me.” 


She straightened her unwrinkled dress and then swallowed, before answering, “Whatever he does, it’s for the best.”
 “What?” I exclaimed, as she nodded.
 “They always do the right thing.” The way she said it, with such conviction in her voice, proved she believed the crap coming out of her mouth. 


Hysterical laughter spilled from my lips, as I pulled my hair tightly and exhaled loudly. “Don’t you see what they are doing? Please let me go or call for help. That’s all I’m asking.” A beat passed, and something flashed in her eyes, coming alive in those pools of death and hell, but she still shook her head at me once again. God, was that what they did to women here? Stripped them of any sense of dignity, convinced them they were nothing, that they deserved to be raped and abused? Who could be such monsters?

Why didn't she fight for her life?

Or at some point, did she give up trying? Did the same future await me as well?

She paused at the door, where she couldn't be seen as she pointed at the ceiling in the right corner, and I noticed a small, black device. The thing was almost invisible, unless you had those at home and knew exactly what they were. My dad was freaking obsessed with safety—not that it did me any good at the moment.

Camera.

Had those fuckers watched everything I did?

Then she placed an object on the floor, pressed her index finger to her lips in a silencing gesture, and closed the door quietly behind her. Following her, I kneeled on the floor as my hands touched a kitchen knife with sharp edges.

A weapon.

She left me a weapon.

Gratefulness washed over me, thinking that after all they did to her, and I suspected she was in this hell way longer than I even wanted to think about, the girl hadn’t lost her spirit.

Understanding that my emotions couldn't be seen by those villains, I hid the knife in the pocket of my robe, which was deep enough to conceal the whole thing. Then I rose up, paced back and forth, and then smashed the tray to the floor, scattering all the food around.
 “Let me go!” I shouted, breathing heavily as my mind hectically came up with several plans for escape.

I had to be prepared for the next time Erik came.

Because no matter what it took, I wouldn't give up without killing him first. His vile hands would not touch me again.

I might not have any hope of coming out of it alive. Who knew how many more men were outside? But inside my pocket was a weapon that could kill a rapist, or me if I wanted to. Dying seemed better than one day becoming a walking corpse like the girl who brought me food. 

 

Rosa 

 “How long have you been in New York?” Orlando asked, with an easygoing smile on his face, as I tried my damnedest to act interested in this conversation. 

 “Born and raised here.” Orlando’s brow raised in surprise, and then he leaned forward. The smell of his cologne washed over me, and for some odd reason, I wanted to shift back.

I really shouldn’t. Finally, I had the opportunity to date. 


Damian killed off all the enemies who hunted them. Those enemies were also the men who did me wrong all those years ago. Turned out, it was Erik’s father, so those who wronged me were punished as well. I had no reason to hide anymore.

I could grab my life back in my own hands and enjoy it to the fullest. Wasn't everything perfect?

Or it would have been, if the amber eyes of the pakhan didn't haunt me. 


Damn it! 

 “So would you like to go somewhere? We can leave Frankie and Chase alone.” 


When a guy ‘sort of’ asked you out, it probably wasn't good to wince. But I couldn't help it. Orlando had a lean body, amazing, silky blond hair, and the greenest eyes I’d ever seen. He had the whole Scandinavian look going on, and really, girls wouldn't consider it a hardship to go anywhere with him.

No one but me, apparently.

Before I could answer though, Frankie gasped. My eyes travelled to her as she sat closer to Chase. Whatever he said earlier to her must have shocked her enough to sit there with her mouth wide open, an expression of utter disbelief on her face. 

 “He did what?” her voice rose to a high pitch, a good indication she was losing her shit quickly. 

 “Frankie—” Chase started, but she raised her hand and stood up, grabbing her bag. “I’m going to kill him. Seriously, kill him!” With those words, she stormed out of the restaurant and left me alone with the guys.

I had strong suspicion who the he was. 


Giving the guys an apologetic smile, I put some money on the table to cover hers and my bill, and they didn't even blink.

Not that I was against feminism or anything, or didn't believe a woman should pay for herself, but when she was on a so-called double date? Hell, freaking yes, men had to pay. So this attitude put me off the guys immediately. “See you later.” They either were too stunned to answer or simply didn't care, as they just nodded.

Quickly running out of the restaurant, I studied the sidewalk on the left and then on the right. Noticing a vision in red, I quickly followed her. If she were going to her twin brother, Connor, it wouldn't take long, as he lived ten minutes away from here.
 “Frankie!” I called, but she either didn't hear me or preferred to have nothing detain her from her mission.

Shaking my head in amusement, I took out my headphones and placed them inside my ears. Living without the beat of music was almost impossible for me. For so long, it was the only source of comfort I had, and I got used to it.

I got anxiety attacks without it, I kid you not.

The time allowed me to notice several men passing by Frankie gave her admirable glances, and rightly so. She was a thing of beauty. Her long, wavy blonde hair, way down her back, went amazingly with her emerald-green eyes and pale, freckled skin. A tight red Hervé Léger dress hugged her perfect body. She had long legs, a narrow waist, and firm, bigger than average-sized breasts.

Connor introduced me to his sister a few months ago, and we kept in contact. For the last month, she helped me to re-enroll in Columbia University and vowed to get me laid, as she claimed sex was one of the best things in this world. She should know, considering the girl was a ‘love them and leave them’ type. Although I had a strong suspicion someone broke her heart in the past, but I didn't pry. We all had our demons, after all. 


Finally, we reached Connor’s house, and without bothering to ring the bell, she used her key and stormed inside as I quickened my step to catch up to her. 


I arrived just in time to hear a snippet of their conversation from where they stood in the living room a few feet away from the hallway.

"I'm kind of in the middle of something here, so could you come another time?" Connor asked, annoyed.

"No, I can't. It's important," Frankie replied, clearly not liking the suggestion. Slamming the door, I decided not to give away the fact that I overheard them. Breathing heavily, I burst into the room.

"Frankie, what the hell? You left me alone with them!" 


She rolled her eyes. "Please, I had to settle something with almighty Connor here. Plus, Orlando really likes you, and I think you two could hook up." My cheeks heated as I noticed the audience we had in the room.

Damian, Sapphire, and… oh, my freaking God, Dominic? Why were they all here? Was the meeting today?

Once the danger was all over, I’d decided to move back in with my dad for the time being. Damian let me, albeit unwillingly. But seriously, I didn't want to go back to North Carolina, where he lived with his girls. My dream of living in New York was starting to come true, and I wouldn't let anyone take it away from me this time. 


"I don't want to hook up with anyone!" I exclaimed, and Frankie frowned in confusion.

"Since when? As long as I can remember, you’ve wanted to get rid of your holy"—she made air quotes for the word—"virginity thing, and all of a sudden you’re picky?" Taking a deep breath, I cursed all the times I cried into a tequila bottle with her about the fact I never had any willing experiences with men and how it sucked. 


"Yes, I am, okay?" I hoped she’d just drop the conversation altogether. The last thing I needed was for my insecurities to be brought up in a room full of people. 


"Listen, if this is about that guy you have a crush on, the one who burned his hands, then I suggest moving on," Frankie advised, as I blinked a few times.

Oh, no.

The air in the room shifted to something dangerous and possessive, and I didn't need to guess why.

I had a strong suspicion my so-called plans just now went to shit. 

 

Dominic 

 “Listen, if this is about the guy you have a crush on, the one who burned his hands, then I suggest moving on.”

Rosa lied to me the other day in the hospital. She wasn't in love with my brother. Not caring about the audience we had, I said harshly, "You lied to me?" The cross on my neck burned my skin ever since she gave it back to me, because the only place it belonged was on her, and after tonight, she'd finally learn it. 


She touched her hand to her chest, breathing heavily as her eyes widened in shock, and she groaned in mortification. "Why are you here?" She gave the room a long look. The blush, visible on her skin, spread to her neck and cheeks, creating a rather cute picture. "I didn't lie to you," she answered defensively, not meeting my eyes. 


"I claimed you, and you started to talk bullshit about my brother and your crush on him!" Sapphire gasped while Damian quickly went to her side, as quickly as his cast allowed him at least, and wrapped his arm around her while frowning. They both watched Rosa closely, clearly wondering how they missed the signs of her being in love with him before. 


"Are you out of your mind?" she asked in disbelief. "I never said I had a crush on him!" Her eyes focused on Damian. "And for the record, I don't, okay? That's the whole point." She gestured in frustration with her hands. "You guys have the same face. I have nothing but platonic feelings for you, but when I see him, I just—" She stopped talking and exhaled a heavy sigh. "I can't control that I want to sleep with him." She glared at me. "Happy now? I said it aloud, and I'm freaking proud."

"This is better than the soaps I watched in the dorms," Frankie commented excitedly, and for a moment, my attention shifted from my woman to Connor's sister, as I tried to recognize in the gorgeous woman, the little girl who slept in my arms while I promised to save her. 


"Beth?" What was all this Frankie shit anyway? At hearing her name, she froze, and the smile slowly died. The amusement in her eyes faded, replaced with confusion and uneasiness. 


"Nobody calls me that anymore," she whispered. Then realization must have hit her, as she let go of the bag in her hand and raced to me in record time, ending up with her arms wrapped around my neck, squeezing the life out of me. Her strong perfume didn't bother me, and I returned the hug, incredibly happy that her life turned out all right. 


"Dominic," she said, and buried her face in the crook of my neck, something no woman had done before. Although, considering Beth a woman was laughable, she was like a kid sister I always had in the back of my mind. Her life had been saved, so she didn't have to go through the hideous things Damian and I did. "I thought I'd never see you again." 


"Me too." My eyes searched for Rosa, and I narrowed them as Connor raised her chin and caressed her cheek with his thumb. I didn't miss the pained expression cross her face. "Honey, I'm thrilled to see you, but I have something to take care of. Get my number from Connor and we'll meet." She nodded, and I pushed her aside, and in two short strides ended up next to Rosa. My hand removed Connor's, and I stooped down and hoisted her over my shoulder while she squealed in surprise and then outrage as her small hands hit my back. Like her gentle touch could hurt me? What a laughable concept. 


"Let go of me, you Neanderthal! Why don't you just take Frankie?" she asked viciously. Was that jealousy I heard? Ignoring her words, I spun around, my stare meeting Damian's. His expression didn't give away what he thought, but I could see both amusement and anger underneath it all.

"She's mine now. No longer your concern." And how fucking nice it felt to finally say it. "I dealt with Don too." 


This whole meeting was supposed to break the ice and to come up with a plan to hurt those fuckers, but not enough for them to die. They still needed to face retribution in prison. However, all this conflict was between my brother and me. And it had to be discussed between us only; otherwise, it'd turn into a circus like this meeting had. 


"Let's meet in Houston in three days. At Mom and Dad's grave." He nodded, confirming my suspicion it was he all along who'd created such a beautiful area around there. With that, I left the room with Rosa's constant threats of harming my balls if I didn't put her down. Once we were outside, I slapped her ass hard, which finally silenced her for a moment, and I pushed her inside the car and slid in after her. 


"You don't have the right to decide!" 


Ignoring her outburst once again, I addressed my driver. "Home, Vlad." My finger pressed the button, and in a second, the black glass wall separated us from his inquisitive eyes. 


"And if you think—" I grabbed her by the neck, leaned forward, and for the first time in my life, I kissed a woman properly. This kiss resembled nothing like the tame peck we had in the park. The act seemed too intimate to share it with any other woman before; not to mention, I'd never wanted to. She gasped in surprise, which allowed me to push my tongue inside and seek hers, and she gave it tentatively. The sounds and movements were sloppy, our teeth clashed, and we awkwardly angled our heads. Clearly, my Rosa had no fucking idea how to do it right either. That knowledge filled me with so much satisfaction and primal need I could have come right there. It wouldn't have mattered to me if she had a thousand men before me, but fuck if I wouldn't love to be her one and only lover. 


"I don't think we're doing it right," she murmured against my lips, and her words, for the first time in forever, brought lightness to my soul.

"It's all right. We have the rest of our lives to learn, krasavica." 

 

Rosa

Ignoring his words, because really the guy was insane if he thought we’d spend the rest of our lives together, my fingers laced through his hair as I pressed my mouth harder to his. I moaned as our tongues entwined. No wonder people loved kissing and sex. Books didn't really give justice to the act. Or maybe some things were just better to experience yourself, before you could truly appreciate them. 


His hands rested on my round hips, and with one swift motion, he picked me up and sat me on his lap. For the first time ever, I willingly felt a man’s erection pressing into my core. “Oh.” My breath hitched as his lips trailed down my neck, leaving small bites of ownership that sent tingling sensations down my spine. 


This was crazy. What the hell were we doing? “Dominic,” I whispered, but he captured my mouth once again, devouring it as though he were a starving man in the desert.

When my body, of its own accord, started to slowly push against his cock, it was his turn to groan into my mouth. 

 “Rosa—” But whatever he wanted to say died on his lips as the car came to an abrupt stop, and if it wasn't for Dominic’s hands holding me, I would have slid off his lap and hurt myself. His eyes narrowed, and he snapped in a furious voice, “Vlad!” But no answer came from the driver. Instead, the door on our side opened, and a gun was pointed in our faces.
 “Out, Pakhan.” To not recognize this voice was impossible. We grew up together and were always supposed to marry.

Or so was the plan between our fathers when we were kids. “Lorenzo?” My voice was full of disbelief and, yes, happiness, because growing up, he was one of the good kids who always had kind words for me. His ripped body and broad shoulders, along with green and black hair reminded me nothing of the geeky kid he used to be. With a surprised gasp, I got up quickly, but Dominic’s hand stilled my movements. “Let go of me.” He narrowed his eyes at my order, while Lorenzo repeated, “Get out.” Dominic growled, but we got out. I noticed we were in a secluded area of Manhattan. Some sort of brick wall concealed us, so no one would know what was going on. Several cars were parked behind Lorenzo, and my dad got out from a black Jeep. My jaw almost hit the concrete. 


Wasn't he supposed to be in Los Angeles, attending the wedding of his close friend? One of the reasons we scheduled that double date with Frankie. 


I shrank under the disappointed look he sent my way before his eyes travelled to Dominic. I found it impossible to read what he felt or thought. “Get out of my city if you want to stay alive, Dominic. You didn't have my permission to enter it,” he said in a calm voice. “You’re lucky I’m letting you leave after your show of disrespect.” 


Dominic didn't even budge; not one muscle moved on his face. I took a step toward my dad, when Dominic wrapped his hand around my waist and pressed me against his chest. Immediately, the heat from his body enveloped my bones, which were cold from fear. All I wanted in that moment was to close my eyes, lean back on his chest, and allow him to deal with this situation. 

 “Not without her. She’s mine.” The way he said those words, casually but possessively at the same time, put my body on electrified alert, which only he could soothe. 


I didn't think my reactions were normal, but maybe my sexually repressed body demanded attention. Frankie once showed me research that said repressing your urges or dealing with them on your own does serious damage to your health, and she shared all this information while gifting me a vibrator on my last birthday.

Not that I ever used it, and I considered her a little weird, but now I wondered if maybe there was truth in her words after all. 

 “She’s not yours,” my dad snarled. “My daughter will stay with me.” 


This was ridiculous! I was a grown-ass woman with my own plans for the future. Why was my dad making such a big fuss about a little harmless fun with Dominic?
 “Rose will go to Russia with me,” came Dominic’s confident reply, and— 


Wait, what? Blinking a few times, I spun around to study his facial features, hoping he was joking or just irritating my father, but it wasn't the case.

He was freaking calm! The crazy Russian really believed what he was saying!

Clearly reading my dumbstruck expression, Dad smirked, while several of his people raised their guns higher. “Based on the shock she’s in, it’s news for her as well.” Dom’s focus snapped back to me, and something shifted in his eyes, something I couldn't name but desperately tried to. “And it doesn’t matter, even if she wanted to. You are in my territory, and you will leave, or otherwise I won’t hesitate to order my men to end your life.” 


Just as Dad had finished saying the words, three black Mercedes Gelenvagens joined us, and in a flash, seven men with guns in their hands got out led by Vitya. All of them wore suits and stood behind Dominic as a brick wall that would always have his back.
 “Doesn’t look like today,” Dom mocked, his voice detached. “Rosa, let’s go.” Apparently, Dom’s unwillingness to listen was enough for Dad, because in an instant, he was beside me with his gun pointed right at Dom’s forehead. 

 “You don’t listen, regazzo, leave,” my father hissed, calling him a boy. 


Dom wrapped his hand around the gun and held it still. “Out of respect for your age and being her father, I’ll let this slide.” A beat, and then he stated, “But point your weapon at me again, and I won’t hesitate to act.” Oh, my God, what was happening?

They both had lost their minds!
 “Stop!” My scream snapped their attention to me, both of them studying my reaction as I breathed heavily. I positioned myself between them, right in the middle of the whole mess, and wondered how I ended up in such a situation, and if there even was a solution. My patience finally snapped, and I could see that any second now, this thing would escalate to epic proportions. If it hadn't already. “I don’t want a war. Are you insane? You’d start a gunfight because of me?” Since neither of them bothered to answer, I continued, “Can’t we find a solution?” 


Dad smiled for the first time. “There is no solution here, baby girl. It’s either this or the other.” My eyes travelled to Dominic, but he gave me nothing. 


Blank freaking stare. 

 “I don’t want this.” The decision I was about to make would probably ruin my chances of knowing what it was like to feel this powerful man against me again, but I couldn't allow him to hurt my family. The spark we had between us was nothing more than sexual desire, which happens sometimes between people, or so I’d heard. But if it happened once, surely it could happen again with someone else?

Resting my open palm on Dom’s chest, I said quietly, “You have to go.” Everyone around us froze, and from the corner of my eye, I could see men from both mafia houses were confused, and slightly disappointed. Did they want to measure their dicks in a fight? “He’s my dad.” I didn't know why I added this last part. Wasn't I supposed to let him go? Instead, it felt like I explained myself to him. 


Like I apologized for my choice.
 “Rosa,” Dad barked, but I couldn't keep my eyes away from Dominic’s as he held them in a long stare. Then something passed between us.

Something I still couldn't name, and wasn't sure he could either. 


Dominic raised his hand, and all the guns from the Russian side lowered slowly. I didn't miss Vitya’s sigh of relief or the wink he sent my way. Wrapping both his hands around my neck, Dominic brought me closer to his lips. My breath hitched right before his mouth crushed to mine. He gave me a deep and punishing kiss. His tongue seeking mine sent a jolt of electrified pleasure all through my body. Forgetting myself, I wrapped my arms around his waist and an unconscious moan escaped me. 


All too soon, it was over, and I blinked a few times to get rid of the haze he had created.

Dominic pushed me back, right into the willing arms of my dad, and then without another word to anyone, he sat in the car as his men followed his example and did the same. One by one, the cars disappeared, leaving me standing alone with my ‘family.’

Only then, my mind registered the chilly weather sending goose bumps down my naked arms, and I rubbed them, hoping to get warm. 

 “It’s for the best,” Dad said quietly, and he was probably right.

Why then did it hurt so much that he left me without a backward glance? And why, God, did my lips burn as though he branded me with his claim, right in front of everyone again?
 

Man with the dragon tattoo

Well, well, well. 


Trouble in paradise.

The combustive explosion that happened between the two mafia houses was interesting to watch. I expected Don to agree to such a good candidate for his daughter, but his flat-out refusal played well into my plan. 


The pakhan wasn’t known for giving up or doing as he was told. 


Whatever it took, I had to antagonize a war between them. Because once they were totally focused on fighting each other, neither of them would notice their precious Rosa was snatched from right under their noses.

And by the time they did, it would be too late. I would’ve already cut up her little body piece by piece, after I enjoyed torturing it thoroughly. 


A sinister smile slowly stretched across my face as I enjoyed thoughts of what was to come.

Revenge, motherfuckers.
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My eyelids felt heavy. Dizziness overtook me. Fear ran through every bone in my body. My arm had fallen asleep and desperately demanded to be stretched. 


I lay on the bed with a blanket over my shoulders, as the night was quite chilly and this place didn't seem to have a heater. Maybe those violent men didn't want to waste it on me. 


My arm was under my head and my knees pulled up to my chest. Every minute, I expected him to walk in. The knife was safely between the bed and me, ready to be taken out the minute someone showed up.

No matter how much I willed myself to calm down, I couldn't, so the trembling wouldn't stop. My teeth chattered against each other, and I burrowed my face deeper under the covers. An owl sounded in the background in the otherwise silent night, which made me think we had to be outside of town in some kind of forest. The image of Snow White came to me, where she was running in the forest like crazy when the Huntsman took her there to die and she couldn't find a way out. With my luck, those ‘huntsmen’ wouldn't take pity on me, and the nice animals of the forest wouldn't have any chance of getting me out of this mess.

How the hell could I escape from here? Why didn't being a princess of the Cosa Nostra come with a handbook of instructions on how to handle certain situations? If we had such traditions, then maybe our fathers wouldn't have to be so afraid of letting us leave. 


Before I could dwell on it more, the door opened and Erik stumbled inside, laughing. “Rosa.” He smiled; the bright light in the hallway almost blinded me as it shone right in my face. “Time to have some fun. Father has finally allowed me to have my way with you.” 


His walk was wobbly as he stumbled again, and then he straightened up. He ripped open his shirt—this time a dark one—and pushed down his pants, and got out of them, toeing off his black leather shoes in the process. “Have to admit I wasn't into fucking you until you fought me a few hours ago.” He licked his lips, taking a huge sip from his whiskey bottle. “Can’t wait to finally break you.” He plunged onto the bed, spilling the bottle in the process. At once, the smell of expensive whiskey floated in the air, but the action only made him laugh louder. “Now I can lick it off you, along with your blood.”

Blood?

Bile rose in my throat once again, and for a second, I didn't even breathe. Just what did this sick man plan to do with me?
 “Here you are,” he proclaimed, trailing his fingers over my lips as I wrapped my hand tightly around the knife, not caring if the sharp edges broke my skin. When Erik was about to pull the blanket away, I attacked him with the knife, aiming for his heart, but he managed to shift to the side, so I missed him. 

 “Fuck!” he cursed, and slapped my cheek with all his power. Just like in cartoons, tiny stars played in front of my eyes from the blow. Then he threw me on the floor and stood over me. “Thought you could kill me?” Kicking me hard in the stomach, he picked up the knife from the bed. The silver glistened from the moonlight slipping through the window. “You’ll learn to obey.” 


My hands rested on my stomach as I fought nausea and dizziness. I tried to get up, but Erik kneeled swiftly and pinned down my hands so I wasn't able to do anything as he sat on my legs. “I wanted to be gentle with you this first night, just enjoy the blood of your virginity. But since you beg for it to be rough, so be it.” 


The craziness in his eyes was impossible to miss. He was almost in some kind of trance, enjoying the fruits of his actions. He brought the knife closer to my face, and whispered, “Yes, blood and pain.” Chanting it, he ran the knife from my forehead to my left ear, and then the second cut went from my cheek to my right ear. My scream of terror was so loud I thought my throat would give up and I’d lose my voice. 


Agonizing pain assaulted me. It seemed to come from everywhere as my skin burned under the silver knife, and my blood slowly dripped from the wounds. The soft touch of wind coming in through an open window only intensified the horrific feelings on the raw meat of my face. As though layers and layers of my skin were peeled down until nothing was left. The cuts were deep enough to cause permanent scars, but not deep enough for me to die from them. He leaned down and licked my forehead as I pushed and pushed at him, but he wouldn't move. His saliva was like salt on my wounds; the pain never seemed to defuse or go away. My body burned feverishly as some of the blood entered my mouth, the metallic taste of it paralyzing me. 


Erik wouldn't stop hurting me. He opened the robe and squeezed my breasts brutally, while his knee pushed into my lady parts. He couldn't stop moaning in pleasure. Strength was slowly leaving me; pain, blood, and despair everywhere. 


And then, for a fraction of a moment, my nana’s voice came to mind, when she’d take me out for an ice cream and give tips on how to handle boys who picked on me in school in an unkind way.

All men have one weakness. 


Back then, I didn't understand what it was, but now I did. Maybe it wasn’t the brightest idea, but no other options were available. So with everything left in me, I slammed my knee right into his erect penis. He cried out in agony, and I slid out from under him as my eyes searched for any kind of advantage in this fight while he palmed his dick, laughing. What could possibly be funny? The man was a lunatic. 


The iron bedside lamp with a green, mushroom-shaped shade caught my attention.

Without thinking, I grabbed it, and with all my power, I smashed it right in the center of his head. He fell down, eyes closed, as blood spilled onto the white carpet from his skull, the kitchen knife still in his hands.

It might sound awful, but I didn't give a shit if he was dead or not. Wrapping the robe tighter around me, the adrenalin rush miraculously dissolving every ounce of pain, I took the knife coated in my blood and flew to the door. 


The hallway was silent. Stretching widely with several doors on each side, the house reminded me more of the biker compounds I’d seen pictures of on the internet. The walls colored in dull whites and black were accompanied by green carpet, which had seen better days. The smell of alcohol, smoke, and something else, which I had a strong suspicion was sex, hung in the air. I fought not to cough. 


My head spun, as the hallway tilted to the side in my vision. I grabbed the wall, leaning on it with my shoulder, while I willed my heart to slow down and calmly searched for a way out. 


Suddenly, an unfamiliar male voice shouted, “Did you hear that? I heard some kind of noise.” 

 “Let’s check.” 


The footsteps echoed loudly in the night. I searched for a place to hide and noticed a small opening in the last room in the right corner. As quietly as humanly possible, I tiptoed hastily, and once I reached it, I closed the door behind me and pressed my back against it. The smell in here was even worse, like urine and shit, and my bare feet could feel concrete under my toes. 


However, I couldn't care less, because my eyes locked on something, a rectangular window, which surprisingly had no bars. Sheer curtains hung from a rod, making it difficult to see what was outside. I rushed forward to find out the ground was only a few inches away, as we were located on the first floor. The view opened onto a big green field and a small, narrow pathway, which led right into the scary-as-shit forest. 


The voices from the hallway got louder and louder, so I snatched the curtains back, and with all my power, I pushed up on the window. It gave on the third try. The opening was small, but I managed to get through it and fell down on my knees painfully, silencing the cry of pain with my palm. 


The grass was wet and itchy. Nothing but forest surrounded me, although the sound of the road could be heard in the distance.
 “Fuck, the bitch escaped. Call Mark.” They started to scream through the night, so I wasted no time and darted away fast, running for my life. Despite my discomfort and weakness, I ran and ran. The bulbs switched on in the big stadium-like spotlights. The sounds of motorcycles and cars revving their engines and shouted instructions could be heard. “The bitch needs to stay alive. She can’t run for long.” 


The words were enough for me to speed up. I hid in the forest, where several kinds of briars, thorns, and sharp things attached to my feet, creating blisters and wounds painful enough to make me want to stop, but I didn't have that luxury. 


Dogs barking.

Guns firing.

Birds chirping and coyotes howling.

Go. Go. Go.

Finally, my luck ran out. I stumbled on a rock, and because it was near the cliff, over I flew, rolling in the process as everything I came in contact with painfully dug into my skin and face. It felt like an eternity until my body landed, plastered right near the road. I lay still as my eyes watched the night sky filled with thousands of stars and fitful breaths escaped my lips. 


The last thing I remember thinking was that it was a really awful way to die at my young age, and I hadn’t accomplished any of my dreams. What did people do when someone or something came to take them away?

Then numbness and oblivion overtook me, and I welcomed it, because it brought such needed relief.

Over.

Everything was finally over.
 

Rosa

Wrapping my hands tightly around the black Beretta Brigadier .40, I pressed the trigger and it fired loudly. The bullet hit right in the middle of the target, creating a deep hole through which light streamed. 


Fire. Fire. Fire.

No matter how many times I pulled the trigger, I always hit the target. When Damian took me under his wing nearly five years ago, he, Connor, and Luke made it their mission to teach me everything about self-defense. 


A memory of four years ago came to mind. 

 “On the side,” Connor shouted, as I dipped my head from the onslaught of the punching bag flying right at me and several plastic knives that were thrown my way. I managed to slide to the side just as he instructed. Next, I climbed the rope, pulling myself up despite the blisters throbbing on my palms, and I started to swing fiercely then dropped onto the mattress, landing on my feet, my hands at my sides. Glancing at the clock, I bent my arms at the elbows and danced a few salsa steps. Five seconds faster than the last time.

The kick behind my knees came out of nowhere. I lost my balance and ended up on the floor, my eyes glued to a stain on the ceiling. 

 “And you are dead.” I glared at Connor, who stood above me. His muscled body was on full display in his workout shorts and tee, which stuck to his sweaty torso. His short blonde buzz-cut hair attracted the sunlight. His emerald-green eyes shone with satisfaction and displeasure at the same time. 

 “It’s not fair. My training ends at this point.” 


Shaking his head, he took a sip from the water bottle he held. “Darlin’, you should always be ready. You never know when danger is lurking. Learn to stay focused until the mission is over.”

Frowning in confusion, I questioned, “What missions, man? I’m not planning to become an FBI agent, you know. Just learn self-defense.” Connor was in the FBI and helped Damian solve his case. Both Connor and Frankie were kidnapped by the same child-prostitution trafficking ring, and they probably would’ve faced the same fate had it not been for Luke and the twins. 


After my tragic story—and they didn't even know half of it—all three men decided it was crucial for me to learn how to take care of myself. So three times a week, Connor brought me here, some old gym owned by some ex-military guy, and he provided much-needed action training. Three other days each week, I worked out at home, building muscles and strength training, while Luke gave me his notorious lectures about not forgetting to be a woman in all this.

Connor shrugged and pointed his index finger at me. “Remember, Rosa, when it comes to self-defense, there is no such thing as too much.” 

 “This girl is on fire,” a voice said behind me, snapping me from my memory, and loud enough for me to hear despite the headphones I was wearing. Ignoring his words, I continued firing the gun until he finally stepped into my vision and stopped me. “Is that a way to greet me, Rosa?” Damian wore jeans covering up his cast, a black shirt, and a boot. His hair had grown a bit longer, so he shoved it back in a messy man-bun. 


All-in-all, he looked good.

Unfortunately for me, he was almost identical to Dominic, which right then didn't really make him my favorite person in the world. 


Like at freaking all. 

 “Are you ignoring me?” 


Taking off my glasses and headphones, I raised my brow and flashed him a million-dollar smile. “Whatever made you think so?” 


His eyes narrowed, and he pointed a finger at me. “Cut the bullshit. I’m here to talk.” 


Turning my head from side to side, I searched for Sapphire and Kristina, but the field and terrace of the house were empty. “You came alone?” It was hard not to notice the disbelief in my voice. 


He chuckled and then sat on the nearby bench, patting it for me to follow suit. “They’re home. I needed to speak with you alone.” Sighing heavily, I joined him but still refused to hold his stare, so I just focused my attention on the beautiful rose garden my dad had at his New York mansion.

The mansion was located thirty minutes from the city on several acres of land, enough for all Dad’s favorite hobbies and his constant guests. 


He had fountains, flowers, and arches along with marble statues in his garden. Everything was surrounded by black and red roses, my mom’s favorite. The grass was as green as emeralds and so soft to the touch. The effect was the same as lying on thousands of silky sheets. A round alcove stood right in the middle, covered in orchids that grew in the greenhouse a few feet away. Our butler, Bob, cared for them and made sure they blossomed. 


The firing range was located at the far end, closer to the house in case something happened. Dad’s pigeons lived in a special cage farther into the garden. They were all white, and he allowed them to fly freely, as they always came back. He could spend hours with them, whispering something, and probably reminiscing about old times.

Part of me suspected he kept it all the way it was and took care of it religiously, because it was Mom’s dream and her design. He still couldn't move on, no matter how much he tried. As a child, I found it romantic. As an adult, it broke my heart. Living in the past sucked. Didn't he need love? 

 “We’re leaving for North Carolina tomorrow.” 


Damian’s words snapped me back to our conversation, and I turned my head to him. “So soon?” While I knew about their desire to go back, I thought we’d have more time to explore the city together with Sapphire. She promised to show me around, and advise me on some good places for food and books.
 “Kristina misses Jason.” I barely contained my laughter, remembering her obsession with her friend. The four-year-old legitimately thought they’d end up together, and needless to say, Damian didn't like it at all. “And what she wants, she gets. We’ll come back in about a month or two, and then you’ll have time to go shopping with her or whatever the fuck you guys planned to do.” 


Nodding, I stayed silent, because, for the first time, the weight of the whole situation crashed over me. For the last five years, Damian had been the only constant in my life, the one person who protected me and always had my back. 


He became my brother, and now he was moving on to be with his family, because his revenge was finally over. On a level, for me, it was the end of an era. “Well, that’s great.” My voice shook a bit, but I tried desperately not to show him. It wasn't that I didn't want him to be happy or that I had a stupid crush on him as Dom had thought, but for so long, he was the only family I had. The only actual person who understood my hopes and dreams, the one who never thought any of it was impossible. 

 “Yeah, I can’t wait to start my life with my girls.” He was silent a beat, and then said, “I was in Houston. Visited my parents’ graves. Dominic was there too.” My heart stilled and then pushed against my ribcage.

Dominic was still in the States? Since I hadn’t heard from him in the last three days, I assumed he went back home.

Licking my dry lips, I asked, “When is he going back?” Even an outsider could understand from the pitch of my voice how interested I was in the answer, let alone him. 

 “Soon,” he replied curtly, and honestly, in that moment, I really wanted to smack Damian. 


Was it so hard to help a girl out?

We grew silent once again, and I didn't understand what we were doing when he stood up and motioned for me to do the same. Furrowing my brows in confusion, I did what he asked, and immediately his arms closed around me in a squeeze so tight I could barely breathe. “Rosa, no matter where I live, you will always have me as your big brother. One call, girl, and I’ll be here.” My eyes watered at his words, and I hugged him closer, for a second closing my eyes and basking in the knowledge that he’d always be there for me. Until he said those words, it felt like I was losing him. 

 “Thank you,” I whispered, and after a second, he leaned back and his thumbs gently removed the tears sliding down my cheeks. 

 “Another thing.” 


Wiping my nose with my sleeve, I studied him through blurry eyes. “Yeah?” 


A mysterious smile appeared on his face. “Dominic is my twin, but if he hurts you, I will kick his ass. Remember that.” 


Waving my hand in denial, I replied quickly, “It’s a nonissue. He gave up, and Dad is against it anyway. Plus, I’ll be too busy with med school for all this drama.” Damian tilted his head back and laughed loudly, which unsettled me, then pressed a kiss against my forehead as he shook his head. 

 “You clearly underestimate him.” Too stunned to answer, I just shrugged as he hugged me one last time. “I have to go. One call, Rosa.” And with those last words, he walked back to the terrace and disappeared behind the glass double doors.
 

Dominic

Thump. Thump. Thump.

My fist hitting the black leather punching bag as I poured all my frustration into the thing was the only sound in the empty gym.

Sweat glistered on my skin. My soaked T-shirt and sweatpants were plastered to my body, and my hair was pulled back in a tight bun. My hands had no boxing gloves as bandages covered my palms, but I enjoyed every ounce of pain running through me from my blistered and bloody knuckles. No matter how much I tried, my mind wouldn't rest. The same scenes would play.

Rosa leaving me for her dad.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

Don taking away my woman.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

Rosa was pleading with her fucking eyes, without even realizing it, for me to take her away and have my way with her.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

I couldn't eat, sleep, or function without her by my side, and part of me, the deepest part, resented her for showing up and then choosing her life here over me. 


I didn't want to be the bad guy who shattered her world, but she left me no choice. My nights were filled with images of her on my silky black sheets with nothing but candles illuminating her body as I slowly learned every soft, sensitive spot she had. Images of tasting her, something I’d never done to a woman in my life but couldn't wait to do to her. My cock was constantly erect, and no amount of jerking off to fantasies helped me, so I gave that up too. It only frustrated me more. 


She ruined me from the first glance. I didn't know what love was, but the thing I had for her was a big obsession. And the beast inside me yearned to finally claim her and finish this nonsense. 


Despite the AC running, the boxing, frustration, and heat exhausted me. I wrapped my arms around the bag and pressed my forehead against it, breathing heavily. 

 “Is there a point to this?” An unfamiliar voice had me snap my eyes open, as all my senses went on high alert. I’d already counted how long it would take me to reach for the knife in my shoe and the gun in my bag nearby.

The pakhan of the Bratva couldn't rest. My enemies would use any chance to stab me in the back. A sad truth of my life. 


I studied the tall, older man with a beard and wide shoulders. His kind, curious eyes ran over me. He had military written all over him.
 “Who are you?” My voice was cold and uninterested as I grabbed the towel hanging on one of the ropes, wiped the excess sweat from my face, and left it hanging around my neck. 

 “Luke.” Well, fuck. What the hell was he doing here?

Luke Harty was ex-military and a mercenary who was on Tony’s team and used to know our dad. They were the ones who tried to save us years ago and succeeded in getting Damian and the twins out.

I was the only one left behind, because the knife wound appeared fatal. While I choked on my blood, I begged my brother to leave me so he could run away and have some chance at normal life. Damian became Sociopath and killed our enemies to avenge me, or so everyone said.
 “To what do I owe the pleasure?” 


He chuckled and then stepped inside the ring, coming into the light. He sure filled up a lot of space. The man apparently never took bullshit from anyone. “I doubt it’ll be a pleasure. I need to speak with you.” 


Running my fingers through my wet hair, I asked curiously, “About what?” Was he in some kind of trouble and wanted help? Personally, the man was a stranger to me, but since he helped my brother, I would do a favor for him.

Unless it was something shady, then he could go fuck himself.
 “Rosa.” I paused my neck-stretching routine, and my fists clenched. “Judging by your reaction, it’s not something you want to discuss.” 


Taking a huge drink of water, I replied indifferently, “No offense, old man, but that’s none of your business.” Vasya taught me to respect the old, but fuck it if someone had another lecture for me in mind.

I’d heard enough of those from Michael and Vitya. For some reason, everyone felt fucking entitled to dictate how I should proceed with the problem that arose with Don. 


Somehow, no one took into consideration the fact that I played poker with him a few weeks ago and won, and he
was the one who showed disrespect to
me
by not following up on his word. He agreed to give me permission to claim her if I bested him, which I did easily. 

 “I’m not here to give you advice.” Luke’s voice brought me back to the present, as my insides still lashed with fury from Don’s refusal to honor the game, which I won fair and square.
 “Then why?” 


He extended his hand with a white, rectangular envelope and waited for me to take it before continuing. “It has all the information you need.” 

 “Meaning?” 


He pointed at the envelope. “Open it up.” I tore the flap and a few sheets of paper appeared with some kind of code and numbers. Confused, I raised my eyes to look at him as he shrugged. “Heard Don is against you being with Rosa. Figured you needed help. The paper has all his security codes to every mansion here or in other places.” A beat, and then, “If you want to kidnap the girl, that is.” After Rosa decided to stay with her dad, I called in all the hackers I was acquainted with and promised them a lot of fucking money for this information. But seven fucking days passed with no results, so I was contemplating on giving up on this shit and just barging in with my men when he least expected it and starting a gunfight.

The only thought stopping me was the idea of Rosa or Don being hurt in the process, not that I had any sentiments toward the man. But my woman wouldn't take kindly to it if I did.

Yeah, cold fucker. I fucking knew it and didn't give a shit.
 “Why?” I asked, not really understanding why the man who essentially was a stranger to me would give me such valuable information.
 “I didn't get to save you all those years ago. I didn't get to watch you grow like I did with Damian. But still, he is my kid in my eyes, and well, you are an extension of him. So in this, I support you.” My jaw ticked. I didn't know how to react to it. The man didn't owe me anything, but he accepted me as part of the family.

Still, I didn't need any favors. 

 “Listen, if I have to pay—” 


Shaking his head in disappointment, Luke sighed. “Just accept it, kid. I like that girl. You can handle Rosa with all her baggage. She is vulnerable, even if she hides it under the cheery persona she has going on,” he warned, and as crazy as it was, it displeased me this man had more knowledge about my Rosa than I did. “So take good care of her. However, if you need any help with Don—and trust me, kid, you will need help—my numbers are on the back. Do not hesitate to call me. I’ll be on your side.” Before I could answer him, he hopped out of the ring and left without a backward glance.

Fuck.

What the hell was that?

Besides the late Vasya, no one had shown me an act of kindness without demanding something in return. All this absolute acceptance from Damian, Luke, Juanita, Connor, Frankie, Sapphire… unsettled me, because no matter what, I couldn't return the sentiment. My intention wasn't to hurt them, but I just didn't know how to behave for them to accept me without trying to break into all those parts I locked a long time ago. Despite loving my brother, I had absolute no desire to visit him or catch up on all the years we’d spent apart. 

 “Fuck!” I cried out, giving a kick to the punching bag, spinning my entire body in the process, and landing straight. The thing fell on the floor and a chuckle escaped me as satisfaction at destroying something ran through me. 


Grabbing my gym bag, I hopped down onto the floor, enjoying how my muscles ached in all the right places from my recent workout. Any pain was welcomed as long as it took the thoughts of Rosa away temporarily. If that didn't speak of desperation, I didn't know what did. 


Exiting the space that belonged to the Bratva, I closed and locked it with my keys. I raced to the car waiting, with Vlad already holding the door open for me.

Before I could slide in, Vitya cleared his throat behind me, and I glanced over my shoulder. Noticing how he grated his teeth and the frown on his face, I spun around to face him. “What’s going on?” Making a show of looking behind him, I gasped sarcastically. “No Michael in sight?” Vitya and Michael, despite both belonging to the Russian Mafia house, were a couple and pretty much stayed joined at the hip during our stay in the States. They didn't have such luxury back home, nor did I allow it. 


Some laws had to be followed in the Bratva; otherwise, all the discipline would go to hell, and I didn't want to deal with the fallout. Everyone knew they had a thing going on, but until it was confirmed, no one could say shit or go against them. 


Vitya rolled his eyes. “He is doing some photoshoot outside. Apparently, ‘Houston has amazing lighting that he just has to capture.’” His voice took on a higher pitch to mimic Michael’s, but then he sobered up, delivering me bad news. “We have a problem with Radmir.” My mood darkened at his words, and sighing heavily, I asked, “What the hell did he do now?” The last thing I wanted to do was deal with Radmir’s shit, which the last few years had become unbearable. 


Clenching the papers tight in my hands, I ordered, “Schedule a meeting with him tomorrow afternoon. After that, we are going home.” 


Vitya raised his brow at my words, surprised, and then he cleared his throat again. “What about, Rosa?” Vitya was one of my closest friends, beside Radmir, and I valued his opinion and feedback. However, no one was allowed to question me about my woman.

She was mine.

Mine.

No one else’s.
 “She is not your concern, Vitya.” 


He jerked his chin in acceptance, recognizing the steel in my voice. “As long as you understand the consequences of your actions, Dom.” We faced off for a moment, and understanding passed between us as he clasped his hands and nodded. “Fine, I’ll get everything ready. Make sure you don’t regret it though.” 


Regret was a funny concept.

I learned at a young age that it had no place in my life; otherwise, the power and pain of it would suffocate me to death. 

 

Man with the dragon tattoo 


Leaning back in the hot tub, I enjoyed how the warm water eased my sore muscles, and the classical music allowed my mind to drift to my favorite places.

Like cells where women cried in pain as I fucked them.

Or blood spilled from different fucks who crossed me. 


Or, and my favorite, when all those victims begged to be spared, and I’d promise it to them, only to squash all their hope in the next few minutes.

Currently, Lola was massaging my head, making me moan, and the only thing that ruined my paradise was her fucking shaking hands.
 “Relax,” I barked, as she stilled for a moment, but then resumed working with ease. Closing my eyes, I wondered if maybe the time had finally come to fuck this little bitch. She was only sixteen, but then, I had younger pussies before. With all those fantasies about Rosa, I couldn't get release anywhere I tried. I needed something to enhance the process for me, and what better way to do it than an underage girl with no hope of surviving?

My cock stood up at the thought, and I grabbed her hand painfully and pushed her forward. Her whimpers added to my need. “Get naked and join me.” Fear widened her eyes, and she shook her head, so I slapped her hard. “Fucking get naked.” She slowly took off her tight, black dress and heels—she was naked under it per my instructions—and joined me. 


Dominic and Don were acting civil, and right now, it seemed the pakhan had given up all together on his woman. 


The time had come to speed up their reunion, or it would take ages to finally deliver my blow. 
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Something cold pressed onto my forehead, as my mind slowly registered itchy pain all over my body and especially my face, but I shifted my head on the soft pillow, as though I wanted to get away from a mosquito bite. 


When I raised my hand to remove whatever it was bothering me, someone’s gentle voice shushed me.
 “Shhh, you are too weak. Let me help you.” The voice belonged to someone new. I wasn't familiar with it. And indeed, everywhere the wet cloth touched me brought instant relief. Although I still felt every bruise and stab of pain running through me in other parts of my body, and I groaned loudly. 

 “Poor little thing. What happened to her, Dad?” Another voice, even gentler than the first.

I tried to open my eyes to understand what was going on around me, but my eyelids were too heavy, and it seemed like I had no control over myself. Then long fingers smashed some kind of sticky, cold ointment onto my wounds from the knife, and they instantly started to burn. I cried out in agony, thrashing on the bed, but two strong hands restrained me.

I opened my mouth to protest, but it was dry as hell, and I couldn't utter one single word. 

 “Dorothy, give her a sedative. She won’t let us treat her otherwise.” Even furrowing my brows seemed like an impossible chore, but I did it right before something sweet-smelling rose up to my nose, and in a second, I was out.

And for a second time in my life, I welcomed it as it freed me from pain. 

 

Dominic

Sitting in an un-fucking-comfortable chair, while my folded bandaged palms rested on the plastic table in front of me, I tried to study the prison with an open mind. 


The room had beige all over: walls, furniture, and even the fucking floor. The three small windows, which allowed in some natural light, had black metal bars on them and brought nothing positive into the picture. Several cameras surrounded us. A vending machine was on my left, although I doubted anyone used it, because why the fuck would you even want to drink coffee or grab a snack here? Police officers walked around the place, their guns ready to strike any minute and disable any danger.

The police and I, back in Russia, had a very cautious relationship. We flirted, but I never wanted to make the commitment they wanted. In other words, no matter how many times they tried to catch me with some shady stuff, I always came back from it clean, and it drove them crazy.

What the fuck ever. Seven people, mostly women with hopeless expressions, occupied the other tables and waited patiently like me for the prisoners to arrive. 


Needless to say, all this didn't brighten my mood, which was shitty to begin with. Catching my reflection in the black polished part of the vending machine, I noticed red eyes and a pissed off vibe.

I didn't get any sleep last night.
 “Now get on your knees, put it in your mouth, and bring me to heaven.”
 “Please,” I begged, but only got a slap with a belt over my back in return. Closing my eyes, I held in the cry of pain, knowing it would only antagonize him more. 

 “You are no good for nothing but this, boy.” One more slap. “Better listen the next time.” The sound of a zipper lowering, one of the most hateful sounds in my life, and then his flesh was in my mouth as he got off on my gag reflex and the tears sliding down my cheeks. 


The lid of the phone cracked in my hand, sending a small jolt of pain to my palm. It was the only thing snapping me out of the past or things that haunted my sleep.

Benjamin and Richard, men who made my and Damian’s childhood a living hell, were now behind bars and enjoying their punishment there. Originally, we were supposed to take matters into our own hands, but Damian decided not to do it and to send them into the system. I agreed with him, but part of me still demanded justice I felt we didn't get. 


A buzz sounded, and a moment later, a tall, brooding man entered with two guards holding his hands behind his back before they let him go. He had massive shoulders and a bulky figure, way more buff than I remembered. Even the veins in his neck were strained. His head was clean-shaven and various tattoos ran all over his body. His eyes scanned the room, landed on me, and I rose from my seat to greet him.

His granite face lifted up in a half smile that barely reached his grey-as-metal eyes as he pulled me forward and hugged me close, patting my back as his hand held mine. 

 “Dominic,” he said. 


I squeezed him harder, as I replied, “Radmir.” 


After a second, we let go and sat opposite each other. “Why are you here? Where is Vasya?” He frowned. Clearly, he didn’t like that his request wasn't honored. Last night, he had all but demanded to be seen by the pakhan. 


I held his stare, as I replied, “He is dead.” 


His eyes widened in shock as his hands clenched into fists, and a flicker of sadness passed across his eyes. “When?” he finally asked, containing his emotions. 


Clearing my throat, I gave him the information, knowing the reaction coming. “Almost two years ago.” 


He rose swiftly as his fists hit the table loudly, and several women gasped. “And you are just telling me this?” At once, the guards were on him, holding him as a deadly expression spread over his face. 

 “Успокойся, Радмир.”(Uspokoisya, Radmir) My softly spoken words in Russian were enough for him to understand the importance of staying calm, and after a moment, the guards pushed on his shoulders, so he sat back down. They retreated, but not before one of them issued a warning. “One more time, and this visit ends.” Nodding, I focused my attention back on my sovietnik. “Five years in here and you still can’t get hold of your temper?” 


He snarled. “You try living in a fucking cell and stay civil.” Realizing what he said wrong, he gritted his teeth and he paused. Radmir, aside from Vasya, Yuri and Vitya, was the only one who knew about my past. Seven years my senior, he was the one who greeted me into the mafia and taught me a lot of stuff. “I’m sorry, Dom,” he said, remorse coloring his voice.
 “It’s fine.” And it really was. I understood him like no one else. 

 “Who is the new pakhan?” Without saying another word, I opened the sleeve of my shirt to show him my green snake tattoo, and recognition filled him. “Fuck, you?” Immediately, his mouth spread in a happy smile as his eyes shifted to my neck. “You don’t have a cross.” A cross was a gift from Vasya when I became a full member of the Bratva after I did my first kill. Once it was given, you couldn't take it off. Unless you wanted to stake a claim. 


Radmir shook his head in disbelief. “You have a wife now?” Before I could answer him, he fired another question. “Who is your sovietnik
then?” Nothing but indifference showed on his face.

The Bratva, or in other words the Russian Mafia, was a crime organization, which raised generations and generations of people with the same values and loyalty code. We lived, fought, and died for the brotherhood. There was a specific hierarchy that could never be broken or questioned, and everyone had to know their place. 


As the pakhan, the boss, I was the head of the organization and could appoint new head members if I wanted to, because they’d work by my side. 


The sovietnik, the counselor, was the left hand of the pakhan, and his job was to supervise the actions of the boss and everything that went under the Bratva dealings, take care of legal aspects of the organization, and the financial situation. But the most important part of the sovietnik
was to be an impartial adviser to the pakhan, and solve internal conflicts. For this purpose, the sovietnik
should be devoid of any interest or ambition, meaning he didn't know half of the shit that went under the radar. 


When Radmir went to prison for a crime he didn't commit, I took his place for three years, and it was a damn hard job, considering I wanted to kill half of the shits creating trouble. “No one.”

He shook his head in disbelief. “What do you mean no one? You need to have a sovietnik!” 


Narrowing my eyes at him, I said calmly yet with a harshness he wasn’t used to, “Do not question my decisions.” His brows raised, but he nodded. 


As much as Vitya and Radmir were my friends, no one was allowed to show disrespect to the pakhan. Some things just needed to be followed religiously; otherwise, uprising could occur. 

 “You’re still the sovietnik. Once you’re out, you can take back your position.” He was taken aback by this information. 

 “No matter this?” He pointed at his cuffs and orange uniform. Usually imprisonment meant retirement in the mafia. You were still part of the lifestyle for life, but at the same time, you weren't an important member. If you were stupid enough to get caught, no one valued your opinion or your position in the brotherhood. “Radmir, yeah.” 


Another chin lift, and then he said, “Get me out of here then, Pakhan. I’ve waited long enough.” The plastic of the table almost broke from his tight hold on it. “I want justice. And I want to be the one who does it.” 


Looking to the side, I noticed a man happily chatting with his family. Love shone through the woman’s eyes as she studied her man with adoration and wonder. What was it like to be loved like this? No matter what bad stuff you did, you’d still get this kind of love? Was it fate, or finding the right woman? Or a woman who was fool enough to fall for the wrong man and couldn't go back in time to change it?

Would Rosa be a fool for me?

Closing my eyes, I cleared my throat and delivered a blow Radmir wasn't expecting. But the truth couldn't be hidden anymore. “Vivian was the one who framed you, Radmir.” 


Surprise and denial erupted. “No, she wouldn’t. She couldn’t.” But even as he said those words, he was probably reminiscing the last days of his freedom, and some facts and dots he couldn't connect before clicked. And with that came deep fury, which even his indifferent stare couldn't hide. 


His voice, cold and low, proclaimed, “Then I will get my justice on her.” 


Adding to my friend’s misery wasn't something I wished to do, but he needed to fully understand what he was asking of me before I agreed to it. “She married Alex, and they have a four-year-old son.” 


And with that came fury that couldn't be tamed. With his hands, he threw the table over. His chair fell down when he stood up abruptly and he breathed heavily. He struggled when guards wrapped their hands around him, used a taser to his side, and then removed him from the room. But not before he had time to whisper, “Yes.” And it was a sign that he still wanted my help in getting out.

Flipping my phone open, I waited for few beeps, and once Dima, our lawyer, picked it up, I ordered, “Proceed with Radmir.” Hanging up on him, because he had no comments I’d be interested in, I walked out of the prison, passed all the doors and signed the papers, and thought back to my friend.

What I didn't mention to him was that the son she had was his. And that Vivian never really stopped loving him, despite putting him in prison for life.
 

Three Days Later
 

Entering Don’s office felt like déjà vu, except this time his bodyguards breathed down my neck. He occupied his chair, whiskey in one hand as usual, while the other held a newspaper, probably studying broker deals he had a good eye for. His eyes filled with anger, as he huffed annoyingly, “What does it take for you to leave my town, Konstantinov?” 


Grabbing the chair opposite him, I spun it around and straddled it while pointing over my shoulder to the other men in the room. “Call off your dogs, Don. I won’t leave until we talk. So can we stay civil for fifteen minutes?” 


He studied me with an unreadable expression then nodded and clicked his fingers. A second later, the door closed quietly, and we were left alone facing each other. 

 “You didn't honor our agreement,” I stated calmly—straight to the point approach was always best. 


He raised his brow, taking a sip. “And you thought winning a game of poker with me, as impressive as it was, considering no one had done it before, would mean Rosa was yours?” He laughed. “I merely amused myself.” 


Deciding not to take the bait and be disrespectful, I calmly replied, “She is it for me.” 


The table shook from the blow he delivered with his fist to the middle of it. “It for you? You don’t even know her. You think I believe in this love at first sight shit? Love takes time. This thing you and Damian call love… is madness and obsession,” he finished, and I shrugged. 

 “I never called it love.” He choked on his drink while I proceeded to explain. “Something shifted inside me when I saw her picture, and I never felt it toward a woman before. But love? I don’t know what that even means.” He opened his mouth, but I raised my hand. “However, I understand your desire to protect her. Like I said before, my intention was never to take her away from you. Allow me to woo her on your land.” His brows rose up in surprise. “Dates, whatever she wants. As long as you don’t say no, it allows her and me to explore whatever this is. I doubt she is against it.” 


He pointed an index finger at me. “Watch it.” His thumbs played with each other, as he looked to the side contemplating my words, thinking of a way out, but what he really needed to understand was the fact I gave him a generous pass. 


No matter what he suspected, I wasn't some stupid pakhan who craved to destroy his daughter’s life.

Sighing heavily, he nodded, but not before warning, “Hurt her or take her away, we are at war. And real war, at that, Dominic. Don’t ask for mercy.” 


Standing up, I threw the papers with the codes and locations on his table. “Better cover this shit up. That’s my woman’s safety we are talking about. But also keep in mind, I’m not known for mercy either.” With that, I left his office, slamming the door loudly, putting on my sunglasses, and murmuring, “Let the games begin.” 


Operation: Rosa was in motion.

Too bad the old man would be disappointed. 

 

Rosa
 “So according to Charles Darwin, evolution—” The professor kept on clicking on PowerPoint presentation slides as the students in the auditorium looked on with bored expressions on their faces. Some typed on phones, others did homework on their laptops for a different class, but the majority just zoned out of the whole thing. Exhaling heavily, I rested my chin on my palm and hoped the time would go faster, and someone would finish this torture soon. 


Yeah, I belonged to the last group. Seriously, why did we have to study the basics in college? All this stuff was covered back in high school, and hardly anyone needed a reminder about evolution. 


The auditorium was huge, around a hundred students inside, and it had different levels and a stage. Thankfully, I sat on the right corner, right in the middle, so she wouldn't be able to see whatever I was doing. Opening up Sapphire’s latest book on my lap, I started reading it, eagerly losing myself in the incredible world she created. 


A paper slid in front of me, and my eyes focused on the text.
 

Too bored?

Glancing to my left, I noticed a redheaded guy with an easygoing smile playing with the pencil in his hand, who winked at me. The shorts and shirt he wore showed off his pale skin covered with freckles. Curious, I wrote back, although I was alarmed at the sudden interest.

Who wouldn't be?

He chuckled quietly, replying in a second, while the professor’s voice continued, “Darwin’s theory allowed us to—” 


True story. Are you a transfer? I haven't seen you on campus before. 


During the last five years, I had plenty of time to study every book there was about medicine, had hands-on experience with Damian’s case, which impressed some doctors who treated him, and as a result, they had recommendation letters ready. Between them and my excellent grades in high school, combined with my exceptional results in the placement exam, the dean had no choice but to admit me at the sophomore level.

Well, I hoped that was the case, and not because his face paled the minute he noticed my surname. 


Sort of. You?

Before he could answer, the lights went up and Professor Josie finished her lecture. “That’s it for today, people. Don’t forget to read your syllabus. It’s a summer course, so everything goes faster now. We don’t want you to be behind on anything.” With that, she dismissed the class. 


Everyone rose from their seats, picked up their things, and loud noises echoed through the auditorium, along with laughter. My bag felt heavy on my shoulder from all the books I borrowed from the library, but my car wasn't far away, so all was good. I made for the door, completely forgetting about my conversation with the guy, when someone poked me in the back, and I glanced over my shoulder.
 “I’m Aaron.” With a goofy smile on his face, he said, “Wanna hang out in the cafeteria? I gathered that since you are new, you could use new friends.”

Getting out of the class while a hundred other students tried to do the same was an impossible task, so with an exasperated sigh, I stood by the wall, waiting for everybody to leave so I could do the same in peace. “Sounds good, but I can’t today.” 


He waved a ‘no worries’ gesture and nodded. “Sure, but here is my number in case you need it.”

Honestly, had I not been so tired from the five classes and a sleepless night thinking about my future, I would have found his behavior suspicious, but I simply didn't care at the moment. Shrugging, I took the piece of paper he extended and sent a smile his way. “Thanks.” Noticing the coast was clear, I added, “See you later.” Dragging my feet through various floors, I finally exited the building and breathed in the fresh air, enjoying the breezy weather of New York in July. 


Columbia University had one of the most beautiful campuses in the world in my opinion. It had big buildings that reminded me of museums with their gothic architecture and muted colors. The big grassy field almost created this castle-like feeling, and I loved getting lost there only to discover new places to visit. 


However, with all the deadlines I had for my classes, tonight, I preferred to go home and spend some time researching different apartments to rent. Living with my dad was never part of my plan. 


My phone vibrated inside my pocket. Taking it out, I slowly walked to the gate.

<Frankie> French fries and wine in our favorite place?

A few weeks ago, she took me to this bar on the edge of the city located in Brooklyn. Our entire way there on the subway, I was sweating bullets, expecting danger to lurk in every corner, but Frankie just laughed. I seriously preferred to use my feet than the metro with questionable people. Closed spaces were on my shit list after my captivity. 


The bar was a small family establishment designed in a wooden cabin style with various mounted-animal trophies, wooden tables and chairs, and a jukebox, which played old rock-and-roll songs when you put a quarter in it. 


<Me> Not today. I’m dead.

<Frankie> Bitch. *judging you*

<Me> Love you, too. *eye roll*

<Frankie> Whatever. Guess who had sex last night? Ha! Me. 


<Me> Who was the unlucky prey now?

<Frankie> Unlucky prey? I’m offended. I’ll have you know I’m very good at it. *winks*

<Me>
TMI.

<Frankie> He sucked though.

<Me> Maybe just stick to one.

<Frankie> Nope. Never. Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me. 


Shaking my head at her reluctance to ever fall in love again, I didn't watch where I was going and bumped into a hard chest. I would have fallen down, had the strong arms not grabbed me and hugged me tight.

My eyes travelled up from my phone, to a muscled chest in a navy-blue shirt, to Dominic’s face, which was covered in blue Ray Ban shades as he grinned at me. “Krasavica.” 


Blinking a few times in surprise, I blurted, “What does that mean?” Oh, my God, he showed up out of the blue when I looked like shit in my sweatpants, T-shirt, and a messy bun, and the only thing I cared to ask was the meaning of the word? Glancing behind his back, I noticed Dad’s car with Lorenzo holding the door for me, while another black car waited for Dominic, with Vitya in charge. He waved at me, and stupidly, I waved back. 

 “Beautiful.” 


Huh? “Excuse me?”
 “The translation of the word. It means beautiful.” 


My cheeks heated as a blush spread over me. Despite the confusion, I felt my stomach flutter at the idea of him complimenting me like that. He was as freaking handsome as ever, with his hair loose over his shoulders. I barely restrained myself from tugging on it and bringing his mouth closer to mine to—

Earth to Rosa! 


He grinned, and I quickly added, “I don’t need problems with my dad. Just leave.” A group of girls passed by us, giggling loudly as they scanned Dominic’s body, one of them winking cockily at him. Since his blank face gave no reaction to them, they went on their merry way with disappointed expressions. “Don’t hold back on my account,” I advised spitefully, and he raised his brow, right before satisfaction shone in his eyes. 


Okay, my being exhausted equaled stupid things. Any second now, he would think—
 “Jealous?” 


Yeah, exactly that. “No, I don’t care.” Before he could say anything else, I repeated annoyingly, “Dom, just go. A fight with my dad is not on my agenda for tonight.” 


Instead of doing what I asked, he extended his hand at me with a pink box wrapped in a red ribbon. “It’s for you.” He removed the heavy bag from my shoulder. “I handled stuff with your dad.” 


Staring at him stupidly, I asked, “Handled what exactly?” 

 “He allowed me to woo you.”
 “Woo me?” Again, an amused smile, and why wouldn't he be amused, considering I acted like a damn parrot!
 “Date you, in other words.”
 “I know what woo means. It’s just not in the hands of my dad to decide it,” I snapped. “So—” 


He wrapped his arm around my waist, squishing me to his chest as he held my eyes with his intense stare. “One date, Rosa. Give me that, and if you are not interested, I’ll stop wooing you.”

As much as my body sang “Hallelujah” when he was close, like how my freaking nipples puckered against my bra, I wasn't so sure about this whole dating thing.

But what the hell.
 “Okay, fine,” I gave in, because who wouldn’t?
 “Tomorrow night, I’ll pick you up at seven.” Placing one hand on my hip, as the other one was still occupied with gift I had yet to unwrap, I said, “What if I have classes?” 

 “You don’t.” 


I didn’t, but how did he know? “And you are so sure, because…?”
 “I checked your schedule online.”
 “You did what?” I shouted, but he just shrugged. 

 “Seemed easier, the date required planning.” Then unexpectedly, he caressed my cheek with his bruised knuckles, and murmured, “Until then, krasavica.” With that, he gave a chin lift to Lorenzo, put the bag inside my car, and left me standing there like a freaking idiot.

What the hell was going on here? This guy barely reminded me of the possessive beast from our every other encounter.
 “Just what is your game, Dominic?” I whispered, but even with my doubts, I couldn't deny the happiness blossoming inside me from the fact he hadn't given up.

Once he was out of view, I tore the ribbon away, opened the lid of the box, and my eyes widened at the beautiful emerald earrings reminding me of teardrops. Similar to the ones Angelina Jolie wore for the Oscar ceremony in 2009. 


Dominic Konstantinov sure knew how to give one hell of a gift.
 

Dominic

As the car slowly drove in the New York traffic, I had time to admire the city’s beauty. Tall buildings, constantly busy streets, people wearing all kinds of clothes, and in all this, accepting whatever the fuck they wanted. Strangely enough, New York represented freedom and energy, making you always move forward, and it could swallow you whole if you didn't get with the program.
 “Amazing. She’ll love the present.” Michael assured me from the front seat, while Vitya drove the vehicle. He turned to me, steaming coffee in his right hand as his left held tight to his man. “See? You can act like a normal man around her.” Vitya chuckled. 


Michael frowned and raised his eyes to me. “What’s so funny about it?” 


Ignoring the question, I closed my eyes and rested the side of my head on the window as lights flickered on the streets. 


Dating Rosa was for her.

However, the minute dating wouldn't be sufficient, or she decided to end it? She’d be fucking kidnapped to Russia and married to me.

Brutal? Yes.

But she was mine.

Mine and nobody else’s. 

 

Man with the dragon tattoo 


Smashing the bottle of whiskey against the wall, I breathed heavily, my eyes searching for other things to destroy. With a shout of displeasure, I threw all the toiletries on the nightstand on the floor. A female cry penetrated the haze of anger surrounding me.

Bianca, beaten up and bruised, tried to become invisible in the darkest corner of the room. Her blonde hair was sticky from the blood pouring from her wound, which she got from me slamming my belt buckle against her head. She trembled, because the air conditioner was running on high.

Hot. I always felt fucking hot, to the point of my clothes sticking to my sweaty skin even in winter. “Shut up!” 


She jumped, pressing her fist over her mouth like it fucking helped with the sounds. “Please,” she begged, as she shook with sobs. “Stop hurting me.” Reaching her side in a few short steps, I grabbed her hair painfully. One more groan of pain erupted from her.
 “Next time, you think before instructing me on how to behave.” Slapping her cheek hard, I added, “I saw how you looked at him.” 


She wrapped her hands around her knees. “No, I didn’t. Please don’t hurt him.” 


Tilting my head back, I laughed bitterly. “Why? You wish to fuck him?” Her neck probably burned from the leather of the belt as I squeezed her, almost choking her on her own saliva. Her wrists and ankles were bloody from the cuts, and finally, my favorite, knife wounds all over her legs, stomach, and back. 


Too bad this time I really didn't have time to fuck her again.

Don and Dominic had a truce. The pakhan surprised me, but their victory wouldn't last for long.

Don Giovanni would pay for how he treated me all those years. And the pakhan would for the humiliation he inflicted on me years ago.

I just had to be smarter this time.
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The smell of a pasta sauce, bolognese I suspected, penetrated my nostrils, and instant hunger overtook me. 


Slowly opening my eyes, I was blinded by the bright sunlight coming through the open door. The room appeared quite blurry. The soft sound of the birds chirping floated on the light breeze that brought relief to my heated skin. My mouth was so dry I was barely able to croak, “Water.” Since my head was turned to the side to hide from the light, the only thing I heard was someone dropping a pan lid, liquid pouring into a glass, then a few short, heavy steps, and the cup was near my lips as I welcomed the cooling sensation and hydration my body cried out for. “Slowly,” said the same soft, male voice from the other times I woke up, and then he took the cup away and a cold cloth swept over my face, removing the traces of sweat. “Hungry,” I replied, because my stomach grumbled to the point of something unbearable forming in my throat. 

 “I will give you soup.” I was too weak to nod, so he left my side as I breathed through the pain, only now registering in my mind I probably should have been scared of this man and that I was at his mercy. But I wasn’t. Somehow, without knowing his name or even having a good look at his face or my surroundings, I felt safe.

For now.
 “Hurts.” My whisper was so low I was afraid he wouldn't hear, but he did. 

 “Eat, and then you will sleep again.” He sat on the edge of the bed, and after he’d adjusted the pillow behind me and scooted me up a bit, which sent a jolt of pain to my ribs, he pressed a delicious-smelling spoon of something to my mouth. 


But probably everything in this situation would have smelled heavenly to me. 


As my taste buds enjoyed the last of the minestrone soup, the vegetables almost melting in my mouth and not hurting my throat as I swallowed, sleepiness overtook me, and then my eyes closed of their own accord, even though my mouth still chewed slightly. 


The man lay me back on the bed, changed the sweat-soaked blankets, and I fell asleep to the door shutting loudly as the room darkened again.
 

Rosa
 “Frankie, it’s not funny.” 


She kept giggling as we moved through her warehouse in the middle of the night. She turned on the lights one by one, as my eyes took in the beauty she had created a few years ago.

The warehouse and design studio was located in Brooklyn, in one of the nicer neighborhoods. Connor had breathed down her neck about safety. Her place had five different rooms. Frankie and her assistant’s office walls were painted white, while the table, chair, round fluffy carpet, lamps, and laptop cover were all in shades of red. The second office had several desks for her staff of fifteen. The third space was a glass see-through room with a huge oval table for meetings. The fourth was a break room, so it had coffeemakers, microwaves, food, and other miscellaneous kitchen necessities.

And finally, the fifth one, with various cupboards, shelves, and boxes, was where the finished creations lay. 


Frankie’s heels clicked loudly on the marble floor as she frantically searched for something. 

 “Can I help you?” 


Giving me a side-glance, she murmured, “No, thanks.” 


Folding my arms, I said, “I do have a sense of style, you know.” 


She giggled, and then responded, “Right. Is that why you are going to classes in gym clothes?” 

 “Hey, they’re comfortable,” I replied defensively, and she shrugged. 

 “Seems stupid to me. You basically had no life all those years, and now, quite frankly, you look like shit. Take care of yourself, girl.” Her tight green dress hugged her perfectly, as she clipped her blonde hair up. “Okay. So this date. Do you need him to… what?” 


Frowning, I picked up a magazine she had lying around. “What do you mean?”
 “Is he supposed to lose his head and get hard, or get scared and run away from you? What’s the agenda?” 

 “Well…” Shit, why was I blushing? 

 “I got this,” she replied, opening up the huge closet on both sides as her finger slid from dress to dress on the hangers. There had to be thousands of those in there. Occasionally, she’d ask questions. “Dinner, or something else? What’s your shoe size? Hmm… perfect, but not your color. Too big of an ass, no offense. It’s a compliment, actually, for this dress.” My head spun from all this, so I plopped onto the lonely chair in the left corner and let her do her magic.

This whole date on short notice required desperate measures, and who better to ask for a dress than Frankie? She lived and breathed fashion. Once she’d earned her bachelor’s degree in it, she opened up her own design studio with a loan from the bank. As she explained, she needed to do it on her own, even if she failed. However, she slowly gained popularity and was about to receive her biggest project, a collaboration with a lingerie brand. So far, her brand existed only online. 

 “Finally!” she squealed, snapping me out of my thoughts as she took out a dress covered in a black garment bag. “Perfect for you, girl!” Standing, I tugged on the zipper, but she slapped my hand lightly. “No, no. Open it tomorrow.” 

 “Why?” I wondered suspiciously. Rolling her eyes, she grabbed her purse and motioned for me to follow her to the coffeemaker. “‘Cause I want you to. You can do that for me, right? After you showed up here on short notice?” 


Guilt took root in the pit of my stomach. She was already asleep when I spontaneously called her about my problem when I couldn't stop worrying about it. “Fine.” 


She put something inside the round coffee thing, placed two cups under the machine, and it buzzed loudly, making the hot drinks. 

 “Tea would have been better.” 


She wiggled her nose in distaste. “God, no. I’m preparing decaf anyway. I have an important business meeting at noon and need to rest.” 


At that moment, I noticed her rather tense stance and the way she kept frowning. “Oh, my God, the deal for the collaboration? Why didn't you tell me before? I would have let you sleep.” She waved my words away, picked up the steaming cups, and sat opposite me. 

 “The dress is an important part of the look, darling.” She took a sip, moaned, clearly enjoying the taste of caramel and milk in her mouth, then continued, “So… he’s a hunk, huh?” Despite knowing she had no interest in him whatsoever, the green-eyed monster started to grow in me, and I wanted to shout that he was mine. Who was the caveman now? Studying my expression, she grinned so bright I thought her white teeth would blind me. “Jealous, huh? No, seriously though, you like the guy. Why are you making such a big deal of it?” 


Resting my chin on my hands, I exhaled heavily. “Because it’s not normal.” 


She crooked her neck to the side. “What?”
 “This need to be with him and the desire I feel when I’m near him. No other guy ever did it for me. Plus, all his possessive tendencies… normal people don’t do this.” 


She was silent for a moment, and then, “Girl, you were never near guys generally. How can you even know what normal is, for that matter? Just enjoy it while it lasts. Explore it, if you heart desires it.” 

 “He promised to let me go, if I wish.” She raised her brows in surprise, as her lips sipped coffee. “I believe him.” 

 “Okay, then.” Somehow, I thought she evaded my last comment. “So just buckle up and enjoy the ride, babe.”
 “And if it doesn't work out?” 


She shrugged. “Then run, because he will hunt you down.” She laughed at her own joke, and although I joined her, I couldn't help but worry her words held truth.

And part of me, the unexplainable part, was thrilled at the idea this man would never let me go.

How freaking confusing was it?
 

Dominic
 “My hands are tied here, Pakhan,” Dima explained, scattering all kinds of paperwork on the bar in my penthouse in New York as I had my morning tea. I purchased the apartment a few years back, on my last visit to New York. It gave me a perfect view of the Empire State Building, and the height gave me a sense of power just gazing at the city. The thing wasn't even fully furnished. A white couch sat on the black marble floor. I had a kitchen and bar, three empty bedrooms, and one—mine—with a mattress, candles, and painting equipment. 


What the fuck else did I need here anyway? Once I got together with Rosa, she could decorate it the way she wished. Or buy something else. I didn't give a shit where we lived, as long as she stayed by my side. 

 “Not good enough. Radmir has to be out of prison by the end of the year. Find a loophole.” 


Dima gritted his teeth. “And how do you think I’ll accomplish that, Dom? He fucking killed a man! In this country, there is nothing that can save him from this!” 


I restrained myself from hitting him right in his pretty face. As much as the information pissed me off, I couldn't help but agree. 


Radmir had no chance back then, and Vasya did nothing to bring him back to Moscow so he could serve his sentence there. We had a fighting chance, but Vasya just wouldn't listen to reason. 

 “Dima, I don’t care. Fix it.” 


He placed his hands on the bar top while he stared at me. “Facts. The whole truth. What the fuck happened back then? I cannot defend him if he doesn't want to cooperate with me.” 

 “I have no information about it either.” 


He cursed, “That fucker is the toughest nut to crack.” 


Tapping with case folder on the wood, I ordered once again. “End of the year, Dima.” 


Sighing, he nodded, scooped up all the documents, and with a chin lift exited the apartment, leaving me to enjoy this beautiful morning alone.

I padded softly to my sunroom, grabbing a brush in the process. My hands itched to color the blank canvas. Opening the window so the breeze would dry my painting more naturally, I dipped the brush in water then yellow paint, and recreated the image of New York in the twenties. I loved the vintage era, the great fucking Gatsby.

Art was the one beautiful, exceptional thing that could calm me down in this world of chaos. The sounds of brushes or pencils touching the canvases, the smell of dry paints, and aching muscles from all the hours of hard work soothed me as nothing else could.

And finally, moments free of anything but the feeling of creating something beautiful.

But then another image in my head assaulted me. Long, silky, dusky hair spread on black satin sheets as her eyes widened when my cock entered her tight heat. 


Rosa, my Rosalinda.

After four hours, my exhausted body fell onto the mattress as I closed my eyes anticipating tonight. I would have an opportunity to display my woman to an entire world and stake my claim.

Sleep during the day didn't have nightmares after all.

No vile voices of Richard or Alfred.

No feeling like a piece of trash with no rules to live.

Nothing.
 

Man with the dragon tattoo 


So the pakhan wanted his sovietnik
back in Russia, so he could inflict revenge on the people who wronged him. 


A sinister smile spread across my mouth as I picked up the phone to call one of my men in the Texas prison.

Radmir Abdulabekov wouldn't survive another dawn. 


And I would make sure all traces lead to Cosa Nostra.
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My head rested on the pillow as my eyes scanned the room until Quinn would show up from his afternoon stroll in the woods. 


I appeared to be in a wood cabin with a few chairs, some blankets, and a wooden table. The smell of chamomile and mint filled the air. A vase stood on the table with a couple red roses about to bloom. The soft petals still hadn't open up. 


My back ached from being in the same position. But lying that way, I didn't feel pain in my ribs or arms. My face throbbed, despite the healing cream Quinn and Dorothy applied on my wounds daily, and I didn't miss their flinch any time their eyes landed on them.

I was yet to see it all. 


A huge mirror hung on the wall near the doorway. I probably could have asked them to bring it over so I could learn the damage this awful man did to me. 


But could I face it?

Deciding not to wait on someone’s pity anymore, I picked up the cane next to my bed—the one I used on my trips to the bathroom, which was indoors, thank freaking God—and on my wobbly legs, despite the pain, I slowly made my way to the mirror, all the while hoping Quinn wouldn't barge in.

I needed to do it alone.

Step after step, my bare feet padded on the floor. My toes didn’t really enjoy the harsh wood underneath. Finally, taking a deep breath, I faced my fear head-on. A horrified gasp escaped me as my reflection registered in my mind.

One long, red line went from my right ear to my full lips, and another line spread across my forehead to my left ear. My face was swollen with bruises marking my cheeks and nose. My eyebrows were gone. Quinn had shaved them off to have a better view of all the wounds. I saw only raw meat and nothing that reminded me of the girl I used to be. 


Ugly.

So unbelievably ugly.

Without thinking, with all my strength, I raised the cane and smashed the mirror. I kept hitting and hitting it as it shattered into tiny pieces around my feet, but I didn't care. I wanted to destroy it all despite my blurry vision from the tears. 


Sobbing loudly, I fell on the floor as my hands covered my bruised face, wondering who’d ever want to look at such a creature as me. Romance novels had the whole Beauty and the Beast
theme, but I never came across a book where the heroine was the beast.

These evil men didn't just take me away from my home.

They destroyed any kind of hope of finding true love.
 

Rosa

She was dead.

So freaking dead.

Screaming in annoyance, I threw the phone on the bed since Frankie refused to pick up. I paced back and forth in the room, considering my options. Unfortunately, none came to mind in my panicked state. My closet included only a couple of dresses, because jeans and shirts were more comfortable during my stay with Luke and in North Carolina. And I didn't have time to have a proper shopping day to fill in the gaps in my closet.

The dress Frankie found for me was completely unacceptable, and I had no one but myself to blame for not looking at it all day. In my defense, last night, I came home exhausted and slept ten hours straight. Then I rushed to the university for two classes, where that redheaded guy kept begging to be my friend, so we hung out together for an hour. Then I quickly came back home, and since the clock showed five o’clock, I had only two hours to get ready.

I stood in front of the mirror. The strapless white dress wrapped tightly around my body, putting on full display my round, full breasts, which looked even bigger with my waist accentuated, and my firm ass. I decided to wear the emerald earrings he gave me, and I picked five-inch stiletto sandals and a clutch in green to match. 


Since my hair tended to get in my freaking face all the time, I spent an hour on a waterfall hairstyle with my straight hair cascading down my back while the top was made into a braid on the side. It kind of gave my cat-shaped hazel eyes a vivid look. The weather was too hot for any kind of makeup, so I just applied gloss on my lips to emphasize their fullness. 


Overall, I looked pretty damn hot.

Which brought me back to the fact that this dress made me seem desperate for attention. I preferred to have more subtle hints about sexuality than putting it all out there. And it ended right above my knees, so it left a lot of skin to admire.

Hearing the doorbell ring just as the huge clock in the living room chimed seven o’clock, my nerves got the better of me. He even came on time! Was there anything this guy did in half measures?

Exhaling a calming breath, I glanced at myself one more time before I left the room and slowly walked down the stairs. Considering the heels I wore, the last thing I needed was to end up face-planted on the floor. 


My eyes once again admired the beauty of my father’s house. My shoes clicked on the golden marble floor, which shone from the huge, Swarovski chandelier lighting up the whole hallway. The house had countless rooms, even I had no clue how many, but everything was decorated in white and gold along with crystals. 


Expensive dark brown oak furniture and lots of vases filled with roses were scattered around the house. The smell of the flowers penetrated every nook and cranny. Framed photos of my mom in different stages of her life hung on the living room walls as well as the dining room’s, where the wide table with place settings of expensive handmade porcelain china was surrounded by twenty-four chairs. 


To sum it up, Dad freaking loved luxury, and it screamed from every corner of the house. Maybe I’d have considered it tacky had my mom not designed it. So being here, in this atmosphere, was somehow being connected to her, even if she was no longer with us. 


Lucretia, our housekeeper of twenty years, winked at me, straightened her black apron over her black wool dress, and opened the door.

Holy mother of God.

Why did he have to be so handsome?

He stood in the doorway, leaning against the jamb with his legs crossed while his free hand was inside a pocket. His black suit hugged his body perfectly, giving off elegance and power, but at the same time, a tightly made bun in the back of his head added wildness to the look. Several tattoos peeked out of the collar of his white shirt without a tie. The cross rested between the open ends, and my stomach fluttered as I remembered how he had put it on me while we shared our first kiss. 


Our eyes locked for a moment in an embrace where the outside world didn't exist. His amber ones were lit with possessiveness as he scanned my body and clenched the rose in his hand tighter, while mine probably reflected the deep desire humming inside me. 


My skin buzzed with the need to run to him, so I’d feel the protection in his arms once again, and I barely restrained myself from doing so.

Dating.

That was what we were doing. God, how did people deal with all this sexual frustration going on? When family obligations and mafia houses didn't breathe down their neck?
 “Oh my,” Lucretia muttered, clearly appreciating his handsomeness despite her being married for thirty years and having five grandkids to raise. “Rosa, your guest is here for you.” She turned around, and left us standing there alone. 

 “You look gorgeous,” he said, his voice gruff. He extended the flower to me. “A rose for a rose.” Okay, not cringing at such a corny line was impossible, and he noticed it. “What’s wrong?”
 “It’s kind of a lame pickup line.” 


Frowning, he rubbed his chin. “It is?” 


Confused, I nodded. “Well, yeah.” Or at least I thought so, based on all those books and magazines I’d read. Romance heroes usually had to be an exception to the rule, who knew all the perfect words. 

 “I wouldn't know. I’ve never been on a date before.” His voice changed to pissed off, as though the idea of me being on one and knowing stuff irritated him. I opened my mouth to reassure him, when the information he supplied stopped me in my tracks.

Um, what? “You’ve never been on a date before?” He shook his head. “But I mean… you aren't a virgin, right?” I almost groaned aloud at how stupid the conversation was turning out to be, and who the hell asked that kind of question on a first date, when the guy hadn't even had the chance to take you out?

Dominic’s eyes darkened as he straightened. “No.” 


My stomach flipped, because my irrational mind didn't like the idea of him with other women. Just imagining him kissing and tasting them… yeah, nope. Wouldn't go there.

He cleared his throat. “Sex… was just sex. Nothing more.” A thin line formed between his eyebrows. “That’s not something a man should talk about with his woman.” 


I almost gave up on this whole dating thing, at which we both apparently sucked, when my dad spoke from the far end of the house, coming out of his office.
 “Do you know how to woo a woman or what, Konstantinov?” he joked, his eyes lit with amusement as he smoked a cigar. When would he finally quit his bad habit? “As entertaining as it is listening to you two, I’d prefer for you to take this date somewhere else.” 


Dad caressed my cheek as I leaned on his open palm. “Whenever you want to end it, just let me know. Stay safe.” He kissed me on the forehead as his smell washed over me, calming my nervousness. Then he addressed Dominic. “My people will follow yours.” He raised his hand. “She is my daughter. I need to know she is safe. Curfew is one o’clock.” 


My jaw almost hit the floor. “Dad, I’m a bit old for that, in case you didn't get the memo.”
 “Not to me. Have fun.” With that, he motioned for me to follow Dominic, and the door shut behind us. Only a bulb on the ceiling of the porch allowed us to study each other. Two black cars waited for us to walk down the few steps. The sounds of fountains and green grass lightly swaying from the wind greeted us. 

 “Let’s start from the beginning,” he said suddenly, lifting my chin with his index finger. “I brought you a red rose, because it reminded me of you. Not yet fully bloomed, but at the same time, already beautiful.” He took it out of my hand and ran it over my collarbone, leaving goose bumps from the soft-as-silk petals. “It reminded me of your skin, and how I wish to cover your body with kisses.” A beat, and then, “Is this explanation better?” I nodded eagerly, and he lifted his mouth in a half smile. “Good. Let’s go.” With that, he wrapped his hand around mine and led me to the vehicles waiting.

I was about to have my first date, and despite the awkward-as-hell conversation before, I couldn't freaking wait for it. 

 

Dominic 


Glasses clinking and jazz music coming from speakers could be heard as we entered the expensive seafood restaurant in the center of Manhattan. Heels clicking, cell phones ringing, and people chatting loudly created a little buzz as waitresses interrupted meaningful conversations. 


A bright chandelier illuminated everyone. Round tables covered with pure-white linen held delicious-smelling food. The long line at the entrance was testament to the status of the place. 


I wondered what kept my fork from bending in half with how tightly I was squeezing it, as all this activity made my skin crawl. 

 “Becoming a surgeon will be a dream come true,” Rosa finished, although I only half listened to her words due to the control I was desperately trying to keep. 


Backtracking to a few moments ago, I remembered we spoke about how much she enjoyed being back in school. “That’s good,” I answered curtly, sipping the wine I fucking hated. Ordering vodka in the restaurant didn't seem appropriate, and I didn't want to look like an uncivilized brute, even if I was one. 


She pushed a strand of hair behind her ear, shifting uncomfortably, but continued, “So… do you enjoy being the pakhan of the Bratva?” She quickly shoveled steaming risotto in her mouth as though shutting herself up. 

 “Not much enjoyment in that.” 


She nodded, gulping water, and sending sideways glances at nearby people who seemed too interested in our conversation. Or maybe those fuckers just liked ogling my woman. She was fucking gorgeous, after all. All night, I restrained myself from whisking her away from here, locking us in my headquarters, and having my way with her beautiful body. Those legs, ass, and tits. My imagination took me to all kinds of dirty thoughts, and I wanted to beat the crap out of any other man who imagined my woman like that. 


So yeah, needless to say, this evening was going to shit. Those voices in my head kept screaming at me to leave, because any place with lots of people unnerved me. 


She opened her mouth to say something. She had a habit, I noticed, that when she was nervous, she tended to ramble aimlessly using a lot of unnecessary words. However, at that moment, we were interrupted by loud screaming from the other end of the room. 

 “You cheated on me!” As if on command, both of our heads turned in the same direction, and Rosa’s eyes widened as a woman wearing jeans and a shirt pointed a gun at the middle-aged, bulky man who sat with a young, blonde woman. Several women in the restaurant gasped in shock as everyone stilled, unable to take their eyes off the scene. “You fucking piece of shit! You promised you wouldn't do it to me again! And you did.” She frantically waved the gun at the mistress, I assumed, as tears slid down her cheeks. “And you took her here, where you proposed to me!” She started to sob, and he rose from his seat, wanting to get to her, but she stopped him quickly by targeting the gun right at his forehead. “Don’t even think about it, Robert.” 

 “Liz—” he started, but she shook her head, her eyes wide. Her hysterical laughter echoed in the room. 

 “No!” she shouted. 


No, hell was worse than a woman scorned, apparently. She was under the influence of her emotions, brave enough to do stupid shit, and would only understand the consequences later when it would be too late to fix them.

And for what? A man who couldn't keep it in his pants? Turning my head toward Rosa to make sure she was all right before I acted on impulse to save the woman, I growled when she stood up and darted to the lunatic. 


What the hell did she think she was doing? The woman spun around to her, the gun pointed at my Rosa.

Fuck! “Leave, lady. This doesn’t concern you. Walk away,” she advised calmly, and I fucking hated I couldn't do anything to help, because me standing up in front of Rosa at this point would only agitate this crazy chick more, and she could fire the bullet, hurting my krasavica
in the process. 


Rosa shrugged nonchalantly. “Why do you want to do it?” 


Liz blinked at her, confused. “To punish him.” 


Rosa raised her brow. “By killing this girl?” She pointed her index finger at the blonde, whose face had turned green as if she were about to puke her guts out. 

 “Yes, he has been cheating on me for four months with her!” she snarled. 

 “Okay, but he did cheat before, right?” Rosa asked, and when Liz nodded, she continued. “So if you kill her, you go to jail—for life, may I add—and he stays out of prison with all his assets and all his women.” She folded her arms, and asked, “What’s the point, then?” 


Liz blinked a few times, opened her mouth, and then closed it, as her attention focused on her husband once again as if seeing him in a new light. 

 “Is he rich?” Rosa probed. 

 “Yeah, we have a business together,” Liz said, the gun slowly lowering. 

 “So divorce his ass and live your life.” Liz cast her eyes down, and in a swift move, I ended up close to my woman, wrapping my hand around her waist, while Vitya, who lurked in the shadows, came behind Liz and disarmed her, gently taking the weapon away. 


People stood up, screaming and calling the police, as the manager ran to us. “Thank you so much. We’ve already called the authorities. They should be here any minute now.” 


Rosa squeezed my hand tight, as she whispered, “Dominic.” 


Exhaling a loud breath, I kissed the back of her head as she shivered. Then in few short steps, I reached the table with the cheater and grabbed him by the front of his shirt. “Listen to me, asshole.” He gulped, his eyes full of fear. “You won’t press charges against her, and you’ll pay any fine. Is that clear?” 


He stayed silent, so I choked him a bit, and he nodded. “Yes, clear.” 


Letting go of him, I continued, “And then, you agree to the divorce and give her half of the business.” Resting my hands on the table, I finished, “And if you don’t do all of these things, you’ll have to deal with me. Dominic Konstantinov.” He clearly had no clue who I was, but my voice, and stance, and Vitya behind me, were enough to get my point across. 


Clicking my fingers, I said to Vitya, “We’re leaving. Now.” Then I grabbed Rosa’s hand, practically dragging her to the exit. 

 “We didn't finish our food, and we were in the middle of a date,” she protested. She tried to dig her heels into the slick floor, but couldn't manage it. 

 “It’s over,” I stated, scaring anyone who wanted to come closer to us.

This whole fucking date was a stupid joke. This evening turned into a disaster. At this pace, I would never win my woman over, so my original plan of kidnapping was the way to go. 


Vlad held the car door open for us. I hauled Rosa’s ass inside. Then the door closed loudly, finally leaving us in silence as the black panel separating the driver from viewing anything that happened in the back seat slid closed.
 “What do you mean, no dating?” Rosa got right into my face, our thighs pressed next to each other as she furrowed her brows. “One awful date and you give up on wooing me?” 

 “That back there was a disaster. I couldn't even sit still before the crazy chick showed up, all those smells and voices.” 


She placed her hands on her hips. “Then why did you take me there?” Our shouts echoed in the enclosed space of the Mercedes, our tempers escalating. 

 “Because that’s apparently the best place in town.” 


She chuckled, but it lacked any humor. “I hate seafood.” 


Say fucking what? I called Damian specifically for this information, hoping to surprise her in a good way. “Damian said you did.” 


She huffed, raising her chin. “Maybe he doesn’t know much about me either.”
 “This just proves how wrong this idea was,” I said, exhaustion in my voice as her head slammed back, as if I slapped her.
 “Fine, then. It ended rather quickly.” Her eyes didn't meet mine, as she pulled her dress lower, or tried to at least. The damn thing was too short to cover up her thighs in a sitting position.
 “What ended?” 


She wiggled a finger between her and me. “Our so-called relationship.” 


Running my hand over my face, I prayed for patience I just didn't possess. “Rosa, don’t wake up the monster in me. We will never end. I’m just kidnapping you. Vlad,” I barked. “Airport.” The car slowed down for a moment then turned abruptly, indicating he heard my command. 


I picked my phone up to set the needed preparations in motion, when she gasped. “No freaking way! You can’t do it. It’s breaking the law.” 

 “Newsflash, darling, I’m the definition of lawbreaker.” 


She cried out in exasperation, and before I knew what was happening, she straddled my lap, her heels digging into the soft black leather as she palmed my face. “Dominic, my life is here. University. Father. Please don’t take me away from the life I love, like all those people did before.” My breath stilled inside me as rage overpowered all emotions. “I lied to Damian.” The abrupt change of subject baffled me. “When he asked what happened to me, I told him I lived on the streets for a few days before I was found. A lie. They found me lying on the road and took me.” 

 “Okay,” I said, not really understanding what it had to do with the current problem. She wrapped her arms around my neck in frustration. 

 “I’m sharing with you right now!” She closed her eyes, and muttered, “See? We need time to date to decide. You aren't a sociopath.” 


My body froze. “What’s that supposed to mean?” 

 “Damian… he is different. He functions differently, but you were around people. You had sex.” 


Not liking the direction this conversation was taking, I snapped, “So did he.” 


She shook her head. “Not like that. He only did if he needed information. No one mattered before Sapphire. But you… I don’t know the demons that haunt you. We all have them, but you are not as dark as he is. So please do not act like him. I’m not her. I don’t want to be kidnapped. I wouldn't be able to forgive you after Erik took away five years of my life.” Just at the thought of those fuckers, my hands itched to torture them to fucking death and then feed their bodies to the bulldogs. “Dominic, please.” Utter devastation marred her face, as she let me decide our future. 


I could have let her know sex wasn't an enjoyment, just a way to relieve the stress and anger always running through me. That it was as clinical as it could get. That deep down, I was as damaged if not more than Damian. But all this information, she didn't need to know, because she was hurting. And since she was hurting, I would put her desires first. 


I slid my hand up into her hair, tilting her head forward so our mouths almost touched, as my tongue licked the seam of her lips. “Okay, krasavica. You have your one month of dating.” 


Her eyes hooded with yearning as her breath slipped. “And then?” 

 “Then we will see.” With that, I bit her bottom lip, giving it a tug before soothing it gently with my tongue and then holding her mouth prisoner for a long, wet, deep kiss. She tasted like honey, while the smell of roses and lavender washed over me as I breathed her in. 

 “Okay,” she whispered. 


I ordered Vlad to take us to Don’s place, all while we kissed in the backseat of the car.

But even with all the emotions she brought up in me, I feared the day she’d discover I wasn't really a polite and easygoing guy who had his shit together. Hopefully, by that time, she’d be too tied up with me to ever question our relationship.
 

Man with the dragon tattoo

The stupid bitch didn't even harm anyone. Just when I thought I’d enjoy a show with blood, hopefully harming Rosa in the process, she magically calmed down.

I purposely supplied Liz the information about her husband, so she’d lose her ever-loving mind and barge into the place. Rosa getting shot during her date, for sure, would have sped up the war between the houses. Sliding my computer chair back, I picked up the phone and dialed the number. They answered on the first ring. “Is it done?” I asked, not liking the pause it took for the reply. 

 “Not today.” 


The crystal glass of whiskey shattered in my hand from the anger boiling inside me. “Why?” 

 “Radmir is too strong. He got a beating, but they couldn't kill him. He was put in an isolation cell for a month. Our hands are tied.” Fuck! Breathing heavily, I hung up the phone and walked to the wide, brown corkboard spread across almost the entire length of the wall. 


Two mafia houses, all the people involved, machinations, and business associates. Taking Radmir’s photo from the trash, I pinned it back near Dominic as my palm smeared blood all over his face.

One month. He got to live one more month, which meant my anger would have to be inflicted on someone else. My eyes landed on the beautiful brown-haired woman holding a laughing toddler in her arms. “Vivian.” Running my fingers across her features, I wondered how much the sovietnik
would be hurt if I raped and destroyed any sense of dignity his woman had.

Smiling in anticipation, I put on my coat and walked outside to the gala dinner hosted by Vivian’s father.

Game was still fucking on.
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 “Are you sure you don’t want us to call the police?” Dorothy bugged me yet again, as we both gathered herbs from Quinn’s backyard ‘garden,’ if it could be called that. The cabin was very small, and since the location of it was near the Hudson River, the forest and cliffs were the only things surrounding us. Quinn had his own land, where he harvested different herbs for health and food, along with some tomatoes and carrots. 


I found it weird too, but the guy just seemed odd altogether. “Yes.” She pursed her lips in displeasure, as her blue-as-the-sky eyes focused on the area in front of us. “This is ridiculous. They could help you.” 


Shrugging, I tugged harder on the carrot’s petiole, and it finally came out. Orange, long, and probably delicious. Placing it in the basket, I proceeded to do the same with the rest. The woman had no idea that the police would be of no help to me, not in the mafia world. Everything was decided there by the upper hand. I wouldn't even make it to the station before some rat spilled my location, and I’d be back to square one. 

 “Who did this to you, Lori?” 


The first few days, I couldn’t get used to them calling me another name, but quickly, I learned to respond as Quinn started getting suspicious. Sharing my real name with them wasn't wise, for their own safety. The least I could do after these people saved my life. 


Instead, I fed them the story that I was homeless for the last few days and woke up like this, with no memory of what happened to me. Honestly, even I found it surprising they bought this shit, because it sounded insane. “I told you, I don’t know.” 


She shook her head and grabbed my arm. “Dad and I are horrified that someone could have hurt you so much.” She ran her finger over my bandaged scars, because walking outside could bring unnecessary infection, and no one needed that after my last fever. “But we aren't stupid. You hide something behind those eyes of yours.” She patted my cheek. “I hope someday you’ll share it with us so we can properly help you.” A single tear slid down the bridge of my nose, but I quickly wiped it away.

Getting emotional made no sense. As much as I was grateful to these amazing people, I would never make a call to my dad, police, or anyone else.

The fear ran inside me that Erik was right, and my dad would make me marry this guy, thinking I lost my virginity. I just couldn't trust anyone.

Not after what was done to me. I was seventeen years old. Life had just started for me, but as I studied the cabin behind me, I wondered if it was all I would ever have in my future.\
 

Rosa
 “We are so fucking screwed,” Aaron whispered right above my ear, as he occupied the chair next to mine. 

 “Would you stop saying that?” I complained. “Everything is going to be fine.” Even though my voice held no conviction, I sure as hell tried to stay positive. We both gathered our books and bags from the library, where people already glared at us for disturbing the quiet. “He’ll understand.” 


Aaron chuckled. “Right. I told you to tell him the truth, but you didn't listen.” We reached the door in record time and exited it to be greeted by a lovely evening in the middle of August. The weather was warm enough to wear short dresses and enjoy long walks, but cool enough not to drown in your own sweat. The clock showed after nine, and it was dark outside, with only lampposts on the street of the campus to light the way toward the main entrance. 

 “I didn't want to bother him with it.” 


Aaron gave an exasperated sigh. “Seriously, Rosa? You could have told him we have finals coming up in a week, so we need to study together. Now he’s going to kill me.” He adjusted the eyeglasses he wore, because he was out of contacts today. “And rightfully so.” We quickened our steps with each of his words, hoping to arrive in time for him to leave before Dominic showed up here. 


Aaron pretty much stuck like glue to me from our first class together, and insisted on providing orientation for me. He had a group of friends, and he sort of adopted me into his family. He loved Star Wars, attended every comic con in close vicinity, and believed in world peace. Aaron was from Kentucky, where his girlfriend, Sylvie, waited for him to get his degree so they could live their happily ever after together. 


Oh, and one more thing about Aaron? Dominic had no clue I had a male friend, or that for the last two weeks, we had studied together for biology and psychology. 

 “You are just a coward.” 


He gave a look, which said, “You think,” and mused, “Um, have you seen that man of yours? I don’t freaking know who wouldn't be afraid of a mafia don!”
 “Pakhan,” I instantly corrected, but he only shrugged. 

 “Same shit.” 


The nerd in me wouldn't shut up. “Well, actually—”
 “Good evening, krasavica.” We both stopped, probably having a deer-caught-in-headlights expression, as Dominic leaned back on his car, while Vitya and Vlad stood by, along with Lorenzo as he sipped his coffee. 

 “So fucking dead,” Aaron muttered, then cleared his throat and extended his hand to Dom for a shake. “Hey, nice to meet you, man.” Dom looked at the gesture, then at me, and then finally returned the handshake, and by the way Aaron winced, Dom made sure he felt it. “Aaron,” he added, snatching his hand back and shaking it a bit to get blood circulation back into the whitened skin.
 “Dominic.” His voice actually stayed calm, and his blank expression gave nothing away. But it didn't escape my notice how his amber pools darkened, indicating the actual depth of emotion. 


Aaron shifted from foot to foot, lifted the backpack on his shoulder higher, and addressed me. “So, Rosa, same time tomorrow?” 


Oh, he would get it from me tomorrow. He purposely worded it like that, so I’d have to explain to Dominic this arrangement. As a guy, he believed my boyfriend, even though I told him he wasn't my boyfriend, should know if his girlfriend hung out with other guys, even if it was completely innocent. 


Licking my dry lips, I replied shakily, not liking the attention of all men focused on me, “Sure.” 


Aaron clenched his hand in a fist and raised it to me, and I did the same as our knuckles hit each other. “Bye, doll.” With that, he went in the direction of the metro, as I stood with a very pissed-off male, while Vitya, Vlad, and Lorenzo didn't hide the fact they watched us closely, expecting drama to unfold.

Was that money they exchanged secretly while murmuring something? Just what were they betting on?
 “Dominic—” I started, but he didn't let me finish. 

 “Rosa, it’s okay.” He smiled, but it didn't reach his eyes. I had a major feeling I screwed up big time, when things between us had just started to move in the right direction.

For the last month, he did nothing but woo me with an elegance and class I hadn't expected from a man like him. Dinners, Broadway shows, trips to the zoo, concerts of classic and rock music, museums, picnics. Each day, he always had something interesting planned for us to do. We explored the city together, allowing me to enjoy the freedom I didn't have before. He never crossed the line, giving me a kiss here and there, but otherwise, he wooed me like a princess, and I couldn't have asked for a better… well, knight in shining armor. 


Dad was actually surprised by all those romantic displays of affection and relaxed a bit. Dominic was present three days a week, with the other four in Russia, where he had business to handle. But on those days, he always called. 


Overall, everything was going great, and he would have been fine with my explanation of Aaron. Dominic proved to me he was not a ‘wild or possessive to the core primitive man’ who would go all caveman on me. 


Yet you went and purposely antagonized him.

Although I wouldn't admit it to anyone else, deep down, somehow I ended up disappointed with that perfect guy who was so understanding about everything. 

 “Are you feeling all right?” he asked, opening the car door for me, as we had a dinner planned. That was one of the reasons I changed into a pink summer dress and high heels in the university bathroom and left my hair to hang loose. “Are you too tired and want to go home?” he scooted inside, instructed Vlad to go to the jazz place we’d visited before, where they had to-die-for steaks, and then focused his attention on me. His eyes flashed something, but it passed so fast I couldn't name it.
 “No, I wanna eat.” Even though just the idea of food brought up nausea inside me, I still eagerly nodded for his sake. He looked to the side, studying the nightlife of New York while I could practically feel the electrifying tension in the car sweeping over us, sucking up the air we needed to breathe.

Noticing his hand on the leather seat close to me, I placed mine over it, and instant calmness washed over me from the touch of his skin, but it turned into dread when he did nothing.

Absolutely nothing!

No words, no touching me back, nothing.
 “Dominic—” 


I had to fix this, but the car stopped abruptly, as he muttered, “We are here. Come on.”

Did I just ruin my relationship with him?

So much for wanting to keep him from being the perfect guy for you. Way to go, Rosa!
 

Dominic

Wanting a woman proved to be a fucking hard task, especially when you had to hide your true nature from her. My insides burned from the desire to throw her over my shoulder, bring her back to my penthouse, chain her to my mattress, and finally, claim her as mine. The cross on my neck unsettled me. It should be placed back on her graceful neck, but she refused to have it. Maybe then, she’d know to tell me in advance if she decided to spend additional time with some university guy.

Mine. 


She was mine, from the top of her head to her pink-colored toes, but she seemed to forget the fact, and I wasn't sure how long I would be able to pretend.

The jazz bar we’d come to was one of my favorite places in New York, or the States for that matter. The café had two floors, with a round stage right in the middle, where talented musicians and singers performed every night, recreating famous band hits with their spin on them. Currently, they played all the hits by the legendary Beatles. 


Gold, black, and red dominated the colors as the furniture consisted of round, wooden tables with two chairs closer to the stage and several closed booths in various corners. They were hidden by golden chiffon curtains and created an aura of privacy and intimacy. 


The staff wore rather extravagant clothes, as they recreated the twenties look, with waitresses pinning their hair up with clips, while wearing flapper dresses and lacy gloves. Men, on the other hand, wore pants, leather shoes, hats, and T-shirts with vests. The AC ran constantly in here, proving to be a comfortable workplace for the people. The lights were subdued, darkening the majority of the café with only lamps provided on tables, so the whole focus was on stage with bright lights for the stars to shine.

Hostess Sonya greeted us with a wide smile, wearing a long dress with an open back and her hair loose. She was a tall brunette with a slender figure who reminded me of the model Claudia Schiffer I once saw in a magazine. 

 “Mr. Konstantinov, glad to have you back,” she exclaimed happily, then shifted her focus to Rosa and her blue eyes dimmed a bit. “You too, Ms. Rosa.” She nodded and then walked us to our booth, left the menu on the table as we sat, and added, “Your server will be here in few short minutes.” With that, she shoved the curtain back, leaving us alone as “Let It Be” started, and Rose closed her eyes. It was one of her favorite songs. 

 “I’m sorry about Aaron,” she suddenly said, surprising us both, but then her cheeks heated up. “It just seemed so insignificant.” 


Studying the menu, I asked without raising my eyes at her, “So you don’t see anything significant in letting me know you are staying longer at the college with one of your classmates?” The rustling sound of her sliding on the booth, then shifting closer to me as her breath washed over me like a wave, created instant longing. 

 “We have a final exam coming up in a week. So we decided to study together.” Since I still refused to look at her for fear of flipping this table over—apparently, in this month, we’d made no fucking progress in her trusting me further—she placed her hand on my cheek and turned my head to face her as our eyes clashed. Hers annoyed and mine unreadable. “Could you just react to this? Shout, scream, or…” She didn't finish. Her skin flushed, and then she leaned back, but it was too late for me. She had already let the cat out of the bag. 

 “What kind of reaction do you want, krasavica?” 


Her breath hitched as her lips parted, my body leaning in to hers, when we were interrupted by Sonya, who grinned brightly at me. With the rate she was going, I would need sunglasses by the end of the night. 

 “Dominic, would you like to personally choose a wine from our vineyard collection? We rarely give access to guests, but since you are our VIP client, we can make an exception for you.” Rosa gritted her teeth. She repeatedly pointed out the woman kept on making a move on me, but I just brushed it off. Who the fuck cared if a woman wanted me, if I only ever wanted Rosa?

But then, wouldn't my going with her teach Rosa a lesson about not keeping shit from me? Kind of like tasting her own medicine? I instantly rejected the fleeting thought, because no matter how angry I was with her, I had no desire to hurt my girl. 


However, my silence confused both women, and Rosa rose, throwing the menu on the table, and poking a finger at me, murmured loudly, “Screw this.” And with that, she darted away before I could even curse. 

 “Dominic, I’m sorry,” Sonya said. 


I nodded and, without a backward glance, followed my woman in time to see her hop in Lorenzo’s car and then drive off at a high speed into the night. Vlad already held the door open for me, while Vitya laughed his ass off. 

 “Trouble in paradise, huh?” 

 “Idi nahyi.” Which basically meant fuck you in Russian, but it only amused him more. 


With all those displays of rebelliousness, she made something abundantly clear for me.

She didn't need a tame Dominic who would be a romantic soul to woo her ass.

She needed the pakhan of the Bratva, and she’d finally get him.
 

Rosa

Entering the house, I passed by my dad, who was deep in conversation with Lucretia. I warned, “Not a word.” He raised his brow, but shrugged as I ran toward the garden. My hands itched to fire several bullets to settle down the fury seeping through every bone in my body like a blazing wildfire.

Want to taste our wine, Dominic?

You look so good, Mr. Dominic.

Mr. Dominic. Blah blah blah.

Sonya couldn't make the fact clearer, if she tried, how much she wanted my man to fuck her senselessly right on the spot. And why the hell did he hesitate? 


This whole dating thing ended up being confusing as hell and didn't bring me much joy, because my body buzzed and longed for a thing I couldn't name, and Dominic wasn't delivering. Stopping outside for a deep breath, I clenched my fists in frustration. 


Cold metal circled around my neck as the cross rested on my
collarbone. Strong hands wrapped around my waist as my back was pulled in to a hot chest, and my breath hitched. Peppermint breath fanned my cheek as Dom’s gentle fingers removed the hair strands from the crook of my neck and his lips trailed down to my shoulder, leaving small bite marks in their wake. 

 “Why did you go, krasavica?” he mused, as his left hand slowly slid up, leaving burning sensations all over my stomach, and ended up on the underside of my breast as he palmed it gently. Pressing his lips to my ear, he murmured, “Answer me.” 


Shaking my head in denial, because the last thing I wanted to admit to him was the jealousy I felt toward the hostess or the longings I couldn't name or explain, but Dominic couldn't accept it. In an instant, he spun me around and took my mouth in a passionate kiss, pushing his tongue deep, entwining it with mine, and I groaned as his hands palmed and squeezed my ass. 


He picked me up, allowing my legs to wrap around his waist as my hands tangled in his hair. My black, silky hair acted like a shield, covering our intimate moment from prying eyes as we continued to kiss. His lips nipped mine, sucking on my lower one and then tugging it, and immediately soothed it with the velvet touch of his tongue. 

 “I want to devour you.” He tugged on the cross on my neck and I cried out in pain as the chain dug a bit too roughly into my neck. “So everyone’d know who made you feel this way.” He sucked harder on my neck. “So they’d know to never come closer than fifty feet of you.” He groaned in pleasure. “Fuck, how I wish it would happen.” He pressed his head tighter to me as mine swirled with all kinds of electrifying sensations I had no idea existed. I couldn't help but wonder about my dad inside my house. 

 “Someone could see us.” 


Capturing my mouth with his for a short kiss, he replied while we took a moment to breathe, “Let them.” 


Palming his head and stilling any movement, I begged, “Not my dad, please.” 


He clenched his fist, wrapping my hair around it, and held my back with the other, as he walked to the greenhouse, confusing me. 

 “Why not an alcove?” 


He sent me an odd look. “Really? It opens up right on his window.” 


Hanging my mouth open, which probably was very unromantic-like in this situation, but… “His room is located at the far end of the house.” 


He shook his head in disagreement. “Darling, tell me whatever you want, but it’s his room.” I probably would have argued ‘til my last breath, but then we entered the greenhouse, and the humidity and smell of orchids overpowered everything else. He placed me on the bare wooden table as his hands pulled my knees apart and he stepped between them. His amber eyes held mine, as he gently ran his knuckles over my cheek. 

 “I’ve never had sex,” I blabbed, and he blinked a few times in confusion. He had been dating me for a month, and I suspected that maybe he thought we’d seal the deal then, but no such stuff. 


As much as I wanted him, sex just wasn't on my mind right now. “So we won’t have intercourse,” I voiced. Man, how lame was that? Way to ruin a moment. Since he still stayed silent, I got nervous and lashed out. “Well, if that’s all the action—” I shifted my hips to slide to the side and leave, but he grabbed my hips, digging his fingers in painfully, as his intense stare caused my breath to hitch, and I was afraid to move.
 “I know.” He swallowed. “And trust me, I’m honored I’ll be your first and last.” The butterflies flew in my stomach, but at the same time, his chauvinistic, archaic thoughts pissed me off. 

 “No one said you’ll be my first, or last for that matter.” 


Expecting some brute reply, he shocked me with his half smile as he slowly lowered the zipper at my back. The dress slid down to my waist, leaving me naked from the belly up. The garment didn't allow a bra, and it was too hot for it anyway. 


His eyes darkened with intense craving as he saw my full breasts for the first time. He explored my neck, drinking from my mouth, and all thoughts about being difficult flew from my mind. His thumbed my puckered, pink nipples, and electrifying sensations spread through me, unfamiliar in their wake and intensity. 


Gasping into his mouth, I threw my head back, entwining my fingers in his hair as he shifted his mouth lower, licking and sucking around my neck then down to my collarbone, and finally his breath fanned over my areola. A beat, and his lips enclosed over one as he ravaged it gently, if such a combination was possible. A moan of contentment slipped past my lips, but it didn't last long as he maneuvered to the other nipple and repeated the action, allowing me to ride the bliss his burning touches created. 

 “Rosa, my delicate flower,” he whispered over my skin, and kneeled in front of me, our height difference allowing his chest to be level with me. Putting my legs over his shoulders, he wrapped them around his neck, and a deep flush spread over my skin from the intimate position. Hiking my dress up, a cold breeze swept over me and aroused my heated flesh more. “So innocent.” Shoving my lacy white panties to the side, he leaned forward, inhaling me, as he murmured, “So fucking sweet,” right before he bit my lower lips, his tongue slowly licking up from my center to my clit, then sucking on the bud eagerly. A cry of utter pleasure echoed in the greenhouse.

Nipping my sensitive skin, he flattened his tongue and swept it over my pussy, creating an electrifying charge inside me as my hands dug harder into the wood, while my whole body leaned on my arms. I read so many freaking books that had described the act of oral sex multiple times in different variations, but none came close to the actual sensations awakening every nerve in my body, lifting me higher than I ever was before. But then, he entered me with one finger, probing inside my tight opening, and immediately it sucked him in, even though a sting of pain happened due to the unfamiliar intrusion. 

 “Dominic.” My voice trembled. I couldn't even keep my eyes open to watch him perform this act with such desire and hunger. Instead of answering me, he pushed one more finger inside and latched onto my clit with all his force while he found some spot inside me, which made all the difference. Instantly, out-of-this-freaking-world bliss assaulted me, and tiny sparks ran down my back as my toes curled in my sandals. My mouth opened to release a banshee scream with my orgasm, but he stood rapidly and covered it with his palm, the one still holding some of my juices. I swept my tongue over it, tasting myself on it as my teeth bit into his skin to hold back. 


Removing his hand, he crushed his mouth over mine. We dueled for dominance in a kiss so fierce, yet so gentle, I couldn't resist wrapping my legs around him and holding him closer as his erection pressed into my stomach. “You didn’t come?” I said, somewhat disappointed, and a bit shocked, because, by the feel of it, he needed it really badly. 


He chuckled. “Hardly, darling. I’ll have to save it for the shower with the memory of your sweet taste on my tongue.” My cheeks heated as he pressed his forehead against mine. “Moya krasavica.” Butterflies settled in my stomach. I loved when he called me that. “Things will change.” 

 “I know.”
 “Tell me,” he insisted, and I exhaled a heavy breath. 

 “I didn't tell you, because subconsciously, I wanted you to show me your possessive side.” 


He grabbed the back of my neck, gazing at my eyes intensely. “No more of this shit, Rosa.” Nodding, I rested my cheek on his shoulder. “Damian has a wedding in a month and a half.” 

 “I know. I got an invitation.” It actually surprised me he was willing to wait that long, but apparently they decided to do a big celebration for friends and family. 

 “We will go together.” A statement, a fact, but never a question. 


Grinning, I nipped his neck and nuzzled his jaw. “Okay.”
 “Good. One more month, Rosa. And then you are fucking mine.” Shit, I might have awakened the beast. Although no promises were exchanged between us, I was aware he looked at it as a life commitment.

But as much as I loved how satisfying he was for my heart and body, I dreaded the moment I would have to refuse going with him to his homeland, because I just wasn't ready to give up my studies or freedom. “One more month.”

One more month before all hell would break loose. 

 

Man with the dragon tattoo 


Vivian Jordan turned out to be a tough nut to crack, but thankfully, her father was impressed with my money and charm, enough to allow me to get closer to her. Still she kept on rejecting me on every turn, and somehow I doubted it had anything to do with her husband. 


Bitch was hardly good to look at. In my mind, she should be grateful I even paid attention to her. Not that I would enjoy fucking the sovietnik’s
seconds, but the idea of him suffering would push my satisfaction higher. 


Radmir was out of isolation, which meant tonight he would finally get the knife wound to end his life. Specifically, a knife that had Italian Mafia written all over it, and if I was sure of one thing, it was the knowledge that the pakhan never forgave deception.

And his future father-in-law wouldn't be an exception to the rule.
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Boring. Boring. Boring.

Whatever activity crossed my mind to begin, it all seemed boring and uninteresting. 


Knitting? I jabbed my fingers so many times and had to put Band-Aids all over, not to mention I couldn't make a scarf like Dorothy. Everything was round and useless.

Reading? Dorothy was generous enough to give me her Kindle, but that chick preferred to read some kind of thrillers and psychological dramas along with fantasies. As much as it sounded cool to start one, I just couldn't stomach all those genres in big quantities. The only romances she had were old paperbacks with asshole heroes. Plus, they weren't as steamy as I liked.

Yeah, being a virgin sucked. The whole almost rape thing got me thinking that if it ever happened again, I definitely didn’t want my first time to be forced sex. So the first opportunity I had after I left, I planned to have a one-night stand, even if everything inside me rebelled at the idea. 


Cooking and gardening? As much as it was interesting to learn from Quinn and my heart soared at the sight of the things that blossomed under my care, I couldn't spend one more day focusing on this shit. Quinn and Dorothy owned a local diner, so they supplied me with food, but they couldn't stay here anymore. He used the cabin for relaxation, but with the busy summer season, they needed the extra set of hands. Quinn trusted me with the cabin, and they checked once a week on me. 


So I made a bold decision, which probably would bite me in the ass, but I didn't care. Wearing my sweater and Dory’s worn out Uggs—no matter the heat, the cold always somehow seeped into my bones—I decided to explore the forest, and the Hudson River I’d never seen before. The cliffs were dangerous, but at the same time, the landscape from the window appeared to be beautiful. 


The rocks and ground crackled under my shoes as my eyes explored nature. Tall, fully leafed, green trees, mushrooms scattered around, birds chirping along with some squirrels running around like lightning. Leaving a bit of bread and some nuts I had at the cabin on the ground, I continued my walk as I deeply inhaled the fresh air, and I opened my arms wide enjoying the breeze. 


The sound of waves crashing caught my attention, and with a frown, I followed it and, in a few steps, I emerged from the forest to the shore. 


The blue water glistened in the sunlight as the white seagulls flew above me, and I became mesmerized with the view.

Why hadn't my dad taken me here before? But before I could dwell on this thought, I noticed something weird on the shore. The area was deserted. After all, Monday morning was not the most popular time to hang out for fishermen or anyone else, but under a black fishing net lay someone. Frowning, I sped up my walk and quickly kneeled next to the body, finding a man approximately ten years older than I was. Blood coated his grey shirt. He had a fishing net wrapped around his neck, scarring the flesh, and a deep wound on his head. 

 “Oh, my God,” I whispered, frantically searching for some kind of help, but no one was there. Checking his pulse, I relaxed a bit, discovering he was still breathing, but my mind spun thinking about a solution.

Think, Rosa. Think!

I needed a knife and car to get him back to the cabin, to help him out somehow.

Jeep! Quinn’s Jeep was still there. She was supposed to come after it this week. Running as fast as I could, I ended back at the cabin, hopped in the Jeep, blessing Alfonso for teaching me how to drive a vehicle, and in record time, I ended back at the shore.

Still, no one to help.

Cutting the fishing net to free him, I winced at his condition. I placed my hands under his arm pits, scooping him up and up, although hell, he was heavy compared to me. Opening the Jeep door, I almost cried, because I just couldn't get him in without help.

Then, an idea, like a light bulb clicking on, popped into my head. Taking the surfboard Dorothy had on top of the Jeep for her upcoming tournament, I put the man on it, strapping his body with the ropes. Then I attached it to the back of the car and sat in the driver’s seat. Driving slowly, I almost sang “Hallelujah,” because the road wasn't bumpy or rutted. In six minutes—I counted due to the information in all the medical books I loved to read—we made it back, and I pulled him inside. 


And for the next two hours, I used everything I knew and all I could find in the available books to save his life. 

 

Rosa
 “You should eat more,” Dad said, as his eyes critically scanned my body in the short black wrap dress. Along with mocha heels, I looked as though I was attending a funeral instead of hosting Dad’s dinner party. 


Rolling my eyes and fixing my hair in a bun on top of my head, I replied, “I eat enough.” Pointing at the candy wrappers scattered on my bedside table, I chuckled. “See? Can’t resist.” 


He scowled. “I meant like dinners and breakfast.” Sighing heavily, finally satisfied with my look, although I seriously hated this dress Dad pushed me to wear, I spun around and gazed at him as my eyes held warning. 

 “You promised.” 


He cursed in Italian, which meant he was highly frustrated, then nodded. “Fine, but I’m still your father and have the right to be concerned.” He finished his short lecture, probably what he was aiming for, and I laced my fingers through his as the doorbell rang, indicating guests were here. 

 “Concern, yes, but not demanding. Otherwise, I won’t stay here, and you won’t be able to stop me.” 


His lips thinned, as he muttered, “I should have killed Damian Scott when I had the chance.” Restraining my laughter, we went downstairs to greet the guests.

When Damian found out who my father was, he went to him, and they came to some kind of understanding that it was safer for the time being for me to stay with Damian. However, both of them shared the small fact that Dad had his gun pointed at Damian’s head, not that Damian could easily be intimidated. The reason Dad currently hated him, though, had to do with my bank account and apartment in an elite neighborhood in Manhattan. He knew how my dad tried to restrict my freedom and schooling back in the day, so he made sure I had the means to be on my own until I had my medical degree. Because no matter what had happened, my dream of becoming a surgeon didn't die, and I still wanted to pursue it, even if I finished much later than anyone else.

We were right on time, as Lucretia opened the door, and the first loud voices echoed in the house as guests entered. For tonight, Dad invited only Allegro, his best friend since childhood, who used to be his counselor equivalent of a sovietnik
in Cosa Nostra, but retired when his wife got cancer. The action didn't save Felicia, as far as I knew, and it saddened me, because she was a nice woman. Dad allowed it, and he was still part of the familia.

Before I could say anything or run into his arms as I used to do as a kid, muscled hands picked me up and spun me around the room. I squealed and held tight to his broad shoulders. Once the world stopped spinning, I was placed back on the floor, and we both leaned back as green mischievous eyes held mine.

Oh, my God. 


Squealing once more, I hugged him close as I shouted. “Alfonso!” He laughed back as a cocky grin appeared on his handsome face. “Rosalinda, good to see you, sweetheart.” His voice held a playful note, but I ignored it as I studied my childhood friend who I hadn't seen in forever. Alfonso was always the nicest kid on the playground, loved goofing around, and never took anything seriously. His olive skin went well with his dark hair. The body under his suit was toned but not overly muscled. The little wrinkles under his eyes spoke of his love for humor, but at the same time, they indicated he knew everything. Maybe he acquired this look as a bodyguard in the Cosa Nostra. 

 “Good to see you too!” 


He grinned. “Who wouldn't be happy to see me, babe?” I opened my mouth to reply when the smell of alcohol and cheap cigarettes stuck in my nostrils. I looked at the man near the doorway, a thin guy who wore black jeans and shirt. His arm was wrapped around a fragile-looking woman with her blonde hair and porcelain skin shadowed with several bruises, which were visible even under the tons of foundation she had put on to cover it up.

Her lip was split. Paralyzing fear ran through her eyes, and she winced a bit when he gave her a kiss on the cheek. “Long lost princess of the Cosa Nostra. Welcome back.” However, his voice was anything but welcoming as his cold blue eyes ran over my body as though he imagined me naked, and it made me feel dirty inside. 

 “Romeo,” I said calmly, because only he could grow into such an ass. He was the one who always hurt girls on the playground, tugging on their hair or throwing dirt at them, and he was always in some kind of trouble. Dad had saved his ass from the police more times than could be counted on two hands. Why he still bothered was beyond my understanding. 

 “She remembers me.” He exhaled dramatically, pressing his hand over his heart and taking a step toward me, maybe to give me a hug, but he was stopped by Alfonso’s harsh warning and dangerously narrowed eyes.
 “Behave and stay the fuck away from her, brother.” Alfonso’s gaze for a second lingered on the blonde, but they were unreadable, and I couldn't name the expression. 


Romeo raised his hands in defeat, shrugged, and then gave the much-needed respect to my dad, who wasn't happy with the scene, if his gritted teeth and fake smile were anything to go by. 

 “The dinner is ready,” Lucretia informed us. Nodding, our fathers followed her into the dining room as I smiled widely and decided to get to know the girl better, as the good hostess I was supposed to be. 

 “Hi, my name is Rosalinda.” 


She smiled back at me, although it was a hardship for her. “Bianca.” 


She nervously glanced at Romeo, who accepted a whiskey and gulped it in one move, saying, “Another,” to the waiter. 


As we walked slowly to the room, the brothers behind us, I continued chatting with her, even if it seemed to only bring tension between the three of them. “So where are you from?” The name was Italian, but her features didn't really match the nation. 


She licked her dry lips, and answered quickly, “The States. My mom liked the Italian culture; ergo, the name,” she lied. It was evident on how she presented the information and kept glancing behind her as if making sure she didn't do anything wrong.

What the hell had Romeo done to her? Alfonso didn't give me time to dwell on it, as he quickly joined me, took out the chair, seated me, and then occupied the one next to me. Romeo didn't even bother helping Bianca, just plunged on the seat, and clicked his fingers for the waiter for yet another drink. “He’ll be drunk real quick this way,” I muttered, and Alfonso chuckled, although there was nothing humorous about it.
 “Trust me, babe, you haven't seen anything yet. He’ll be sober enough to stand even after a bottle.” 


When Bianca accidentally pushed the fork away and it ended up on the floor, Romeo snapped, “Be careful.” She lowered her gaze, nodded, and picked it up.

Perplexed that no one even blinked at this behavior, my eyes travelled to my father, who shook his head.

In that moment, I hated being his daughter. It wasn't that my dad approved of violence or disrespect toward women, but he couldn't say anything until the woman herself asked for help. His expression was grim. He had a rather dismissive smile, which indicated his diastase for the situation. Had Romeo hit her in front of him, he’d beat the living shit out of him, but in this case, his hands were tied.

Rules were rules, and no one could break them.

Uncle Allegro didn't give a shit or had stopped paying attention at some point to what his son was doing, because he took a sip of his red wine and addressed me. “So, Rosalinda. What are your plans for the future?” 


I waited until Lucretia served a steaming risotto and pasta ravioli for the main course to everyone, and replied cheerfully, “To get my medical degree. I want to be a surgeon.” 


He laughed, almost choking on his drink. “Why would you want to waste your time on a degree you’ll never use?” 


Blinking a few times and wiping my mouth with the napkin on my lap, I asked, confused, “What do you mean ‘waste my time’?” 


Raising his brow in surprise, as though the answer to my question was freaking obvious, he stated, “You’ll be at home raising little ones. I doubt Lorenzo would appreciate this hobby of yours,” he finished. 


Ex-fucking-cuse me? “What does Lorenzo have to do with it?” I decided to ignore his comment about my degree, because it was pointless. He clearly still belonged to the group of men who thought a woman’s place was at home. Which was all good and dandy as long as it was her choice. 


Allegro frowned, all traces of amusement leaving him. “Well, he is your fiancé. Why else? By the way, as your godfather, I expect an invitation soon.” He made a gesture with his eyebrows, as though it was supposed to lift up the cloud of rage inside me. 

 “What in the ever-loving world is this?” My shrill voice probably would have woken the dead. 

 “Fuck,” Alfonso murmured, wincing as Romeo’s head tilted back and a giggle erupted. Why the fuck would a man giggle anyway? Bianca looked deeply uncomfortable and almost had her face shoved in her plate.

But I didn't give a shit, because my whole attention was focused on my dad.
 “Dad,” I started calmly, trying to give him the benefit of the doubt, after all, and to remember I wasn't a stupid teen anymore. “Tell me it’s some kind of joke.” 


His lips thinned as he chewed on his food and finally swallowed. “It’s just a possibility.” Lorenzo had been a nice guy since my return. He was the head of my security and a driver. He had a great sense of humor, and he and Dominic actually shared a mutual respect. Never once did he look at me inappropriately or mention this whole marriage charade. If he knew, I would kill him.
 “I don’t want this possibility!” I shouted, but before he could reply, Allegro pitched in his freaking two cents. 

 “Watch your tone, young lady.” 


Dismissing him altogether, because honestly, no matter my good upbringing, I didn't freaking care for his thoughts. I grabbed the edge of the table, feeling the polished wood under my fingers. “I won’t marry him.” 


Dad’s eyes narrowed. “Rosa,” he warned, clearly hoping to leave this conversation for later, but I wouldn't budge. 

 “Dad, promise me.” Yeah, maybe it was immature to ask this when he wanted to leave it for later. Maybe I behaved like a kid. But all this situation gave me was a flashback to that day in school when the principal was kind enough to inform me of how my future was decided for me.

And based on how things looked and that he wasn’t denying anything right now, nothing had change during the years. But why? Why wouldn't he change his mind? Why didn't he learn from his mistakes? 


I wasn't a seventeen-year-old kid anymore, I was a grown-ass woman who, thanks to Damian, had the means to pursue whatever the hell I dreamed of. 


So fuck it.

Turning toward Alfonso, I spoke softly. “Let’s catch up some other time, okay?” 


He put his hand over mine and nodded. “Sure, darling. I’m sorry for this.” 


Shaking my head, because really, what did he have to be sorry about? I rose from my seat and threw the napkin on the table. “I’m not feeling well. Excuse me, I’m going to lie down.” Romeo saluted me with his drink while Bianca just bit her lips, clicking the fork loudly on the porcelain. 

 “Rosa—” 


Not interested in my dad’s explanation, I left the table without a backward glance and quickly ended up in my room. Closing the door behind me and leaning on it, breathing heavily, I thought about what I should do next.

Pack.

Yeah, that seemed like a good plan.

But then everything went haywire as a strong hand covered my mouth and a muscled body trapped me, pressing into mine and not allowing me any freedom to escape. 


I probably would have screamed had it not been for the moonlight slipping through the open drapes that allowed me to study the stranger’s face and his amber, fire-lit eyes.

Dominic.

My knight in shining armor came to the rescue. 

 

Dominic
 “Shhhh.” 


She rolled her eyes, slapped my hand from her mouth, and raised her brow at me. “What do you want, Dominic?” 


I was too stunned to reply. She glanced over my shoulder to the open window, where the curtains flew wildly as the chilly night air was whipped by the strong wind. “The door doesn’t work for you anymore?” She walked past me to the bedside lamp, which allowed me to study her in that disgusting black dress and shoes, and I groaned disapprovingly. 

 “What is it?” she asked, as her hands took out a small backpack from under the bed and started to throw things like headphones, books, and some picture frames into it. Then she marched toward the closet, opened it up, and grabbed a few things from there. “Seriously, I have no time for your shit. Can you just tell me what you want?”

Why was she acting so fucking breezy around me? Where were the heated stares and passionate kisses?
 “I came for you.” My words stopped her movement. She spun around and her jaw almost hit the floor from her shock. 

 “Where to exactly?” she finally asked, and I frowned. 

 “To the shooting range you wanted to try.” My voice was offhanded, and she confused me. Where the hell did she think I would go?

Her head titled back, and her bitter laugh echoed in the room. Instantly, I wanted to gather her in my arms and soothe whatever brought her pain.

Even if it was me. 


She finally stopped, resting her hands on her hips, and spoke. “You know, my dad and you need to be seen to be believed.” Taking a deep breath, she continued, pointing her finger at the middle of her chest. “I’m the only one who decides what happens to me or with my life. Not my dad who wants to marry me off to some Italian guy soon and have his babies, and sure as hell not you, who plans to whisk me away to some goddamn country I have no idea ab—” 


Nothing else registered in my mind after she spoke about her marrying someone else. A red haze masked my eyes and a violent, raging beast awakened inside me, someone I didn't even know existed. I didn't think. I darted after her, and I had a second to see her eyes widen right before I picked her up, threw her on the bed, and plunged on top of her. She struggled, trying to push me away, but I wouldn't budge until tears slid down her cheeks and paralyzing fear transformed her into a still creature.

Only then did I understand what was happening, since I used the same escape when Richard and Benjamin, or whoever John allowed, raped us.

Point of retreat in the mind, where everything else was blocked away.

Fuck.

Moving my hands up to her neck, I gently caressed her cheek, as my soothing voice murmured, “Hey, krasavica. Me, baby, it’s me.” Running my lips over her cheek, I listened to her rapidly beating heart against her ribcage as her chest slowly evened out and the panic glazing her eyes disappeared as the things around her penetrated her mind. Lifting both of us up, I sat on the edge of the bed and placed her on my lap. Her arms and legs wrapped around me as she shoved her face between my shoulder and neck. Wetness coated my skin from her tears.
 “I’m sorry, my Rosa.” Patting her gently, I asked, “What happened?” Gentleness was what she needed right now. Otherwise, I would have acted on instinct and rushed to demand who the fuck Don thought he was marrying her off to. 

 “Dad is still considering the possibility of me and Lorenzo.” My hands on her back clenched into fists as I tugged on her hair so her hazel eyes collided with mine. 

 “Why would this even be brought up?” The man spent hours daily with my woman. Was there some history between them I wasn't aware of? He had a great code of honor and never created trouble for me or my men. The idea of harming him didn’t sit well with me, but if all this bullshit continued, I’d have no choice. 

 “When we were kids, our fathers joked about the possibility of us being together. But that was it. All this stuff wasn't even brought up until Allegro showed up today.” She didn't have to explain about the Delucci family. I ran a background check on them myself. Besides the sorry excuse for a son Romeo was, I couldn't hold anything against them. “So I want to move out to the apartment Damian bought for me,” she said, and everything inside me froze.
 “What?” She wiped her nose on her shoulder, and said, “I can’t stay here if Dad can’t respect my choices.” She blinked a few times, palmed my face, and whispered, “You understand, right?” Yes, I did understand indeed.

She really was that naïve. 


In what fucking universe did she think I would allow her to live alone? 


Rosa belonged to me, and with a threat looming over her head with the whole marriage thing, no way in fuck she’d stay without the protection of my claim. My eyes looked down to her neck. Her bare neck. 

 “Where is my cross?” I growled, as she blushed. 

 “I hid it so Dad wouldn't see it. It seemed inappropriate to wear.” 

 “I see.” She frowned, as a line appeared between her brows, and without stressing her further, I kissed her deeply, trapping her mouth with mine as our tongues collided with each other. There was nothing like the softness of her kiss, but before I could take it further, I rose with her in my arms and squeezed her tighter. “Goodnight, Rosa. Pack everything you want.” 


Her eyes lit up with delight. “Really? I’m so happy you get me!” She slid down my body, her curves making it hard for me to concentrate after our garden rendezvous yesterday. Even jerking off in the shower twice didn't help much. I took a step back. 

 “Yes, I just came to kiss you.” 

 “Oh,” she swooned, and part of me felt like shit for deceiving her, but my limit had been reached.

With one last glance at her, I grabbed the rope I brought and jumped out the window on to the grass and walked slowly to my car. My black clothes were extra insurance against the cameras that Vitya made sure were off. 


Taking out my phone, I dialed Luke’s number, and once he picked up, I said, “Tonight.” 


Rosa was in for a surprise. All this bullshit with being a gentleman ended today.

I would whisk my woman back to Russia, where she would discover a new side of me and learn to deal with it. Doing things her way clearly didn't work. 

 

Man with the dragon tattoo

Barely containing a smirk, which threatened to spill out, I tried to keep my face neutral as I slowly sipped my drink. 


The evening went exactly as I planned. 


Don stepped right into the trap I set for him, and Rosa’s reaction was priceless. Stupid women, once they were given freedom, they thought they were entitled to it. They were good for nothing except for fucking.

All of them. 


Bianca playing with the silverware and dishes grated on my nerves. I kicked her under the table, hard, making sure the tip of my leather shoe dug into her bare skin, and pleasure spread through me as she bit her lip to prevent crying out in pain. She stopped, straightened her spine, and pressed a napkin to her mouth with her trembling hands. My cock stirred against my fly, and I adjusted it. Tonight, she’d satisfy it good, once I was done terrorizing her skin with knifes.

A night like this required celebration, and nothing spoke of a party like drinking blood from a female’s body. 


Rosa. Rosa. One step closer to getting my hands on you, and two steps closer to inflicting my revenge on the men in your life. 
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Sixteen years ago 


Dominic
 
 “Wash your body faster, piece of shit. We don’t have the whole day for this,” Alec spat, throwing the bar of soap at my back, and it hit me painfully. The sting came from the big gash Alfred’s belt left right between my shoulder blades. This was a routine with him. He’d leave cuts and bruises. They would fester, then half-ass heal, and he’d put them right there again. Not to mention the blood mingled with semen in my ass, where the flesh was torn due to them never using lube on me. 


Pretty twin, they said. Too pretty to wait. Too pretty to resist the temptation.



Everything in me screamed to punch the wall ‘til my knuckles bled from the rage building up inside me anytime their voices spoke in my mind. But my skinny, barely-holding-on-to-life body couldn't take any beating from Alec, who was a muscled motherfucker. 


Grabbing it from the dirty, slippery floor, I soaped my body, welcoming the sweet smell that overpowered the entire rusty room, and for a second, I smelled something different from someone else’s cologne or semen. The bruises, the dry blood on my wrists from the metal cuffs, blisters around my ankles from chains, and marks on my neck from the belt he liked to choke me with stung like fucking hell, but hey, clean was better. 


Once the task was done, I turned on the faucet and cold water poured on me from the top, chilling every bone in my body, but I almost didn't feel it.

Was there any hot water anymore in the world anyway? The only hot anything we got here was tea during Thanksgiving or Christmas sometimes. Maybe the world didn't have hot water anymore. My lips probably turned blue and my teeth chattered by the time I finished my shower, and Alec once again threw me a black towel, which smelled like shit and had several stains on it as though someone washed it in coffee from the table. With my luck, they probably did. 


Again, not once wincing, I dried myself and put on silky black pants, which were an inch too short for me. Alec smirked. “Too big, huh? Days are counted here.” Again, ignoring his remark, I was led barefoot toward some new room, but this time the blindfold was already pushed over my eyes. After what Damian pulled, they didn't take any chances.

I rubbed the knife wound right beneath my heart, and for a hundredth time wished it had killed me. Some doctor John brought kept me alive. Truly, why the fuck did I deserve this shit? Unlike Damian, I didn't need revenge or anything else. My life literally had no purpose. For all I knew, my twin considered it a weakness, but I was so damn tired of fighting everyone. 


Or was my purpose to provide pleasure for sick men who got off on hurting children? I heard once about the word destiny. John kept telling me that some people have a specific destiny in life, what they were meant to do.

Who the fuck needed their life, if the meaning of their existence in this world was for some dirty old men to use and abuse them?

And just like that, I came to an important conclusion. I decided to finally end this fucking shit, and for once, not accept what John and the company had in store for me. 


The only way to be free of this destiny was to end my miserable, good-for-nothing life. 

 

Rosa

Blinking few times in confusion, I still had no clue why Dominic had come in the first place or why he would leave so suddenly, by a window no less. I sat down on my bed and exhaled a calming breath.

What the hell was going on tonight? Surprises kept popping up left and right, none of them pleasant. Just when I thought everything was going well with my relationships and school, karma had to step in and throw some shit in my face.

Grabbing a tissue box from the nightstand, I blew my nose into one as my eyes roamed around my room, seeing things I hadn't seen before. 


Walls covered in pink paper with unicorns on them, dollhouses, and toys scattered in the corners, princess-like cupboards, and nightstands with various princesses stuck to them.

White fluffy carpet still held stains from cherry juice I spilled on it years ago, and the purple washed-out curtains that shrank with each wash. The only difference in the room consisted of my queen-sized bed, which took up most of the place, and the wardrobe, which had built-in drawers with several mirrors. But besides that? Everything, down to small details, such as drawings on the wall, stayed the same as it was all those years ago when Mom was alive.

To preserve her memory, he never let go of her, and with that, he couldn't accept the fact I grew up. My eyes landed on the framed picture where Mama held me in her arms laughing and tilting her head back, while I smeared cake all over my dad’s chin during my one-year birthday. Holding it in my hands, I ran my fingers softly over the glossy photo. And with clarity, I saw that to my dad I still stayed his little girl who needed protection all the time. That way he didn't have to acknowledge his greatest pain, losing my mother. At some point, he entwined our images so tight inside his head he couldn't see the difference between us. My disappearance only fueled his desperation. 


Sighing, I finished packing and changed into comfortable flats, jeans, and a white T-shirt. Sending a text to Lorenzo to wait for me downstairs, I picked up my biology book, grabbed the wheeled-luggage, and almost bumped chests with my dad at the stairway. He scanned my appearance, and his expression turned grim.
 “Let’s talk about this.” 


Shaking my head, I tried to bypass him, but he wouldn't budge from his fierce stance. “Dad, please, I’m not in the mood for an argument right now.” All my exhausted body wanted to do was fall on the bed in my apartment and sleep twelve uninterrupted hours. 


His lips flattened, as he replied angrily, “Too bad. All this shit Allegro said… it was just a possibility a long time ago and—” My dad just couldn't listen or measure when it was enough.

Why did he even think he had the right to decide what was best for me?
 “And you are hell-bent on keeping old promises, aren't you?” 


His eyebrows came together, creating a deep line between them. “Nothing wrong in preserving traditions,” he replied. 

 “Traditions? Or creating a museum of my life and yours in this house?” My voice turned distant and cold, while he narrowed his eyes and raised his chin. 

 “Rosa—” But I didn't let him finish. 

 “Dad, look around.” Waving my hand around at the portraits, cracked marble floor, and washed-out walls. “Mom has been gone for fifteen years, and you still refuse to change anything in here, down to pigeons in the garden.” 


Something flashed through him, as his face became unreadable. “Stop while you can, Rosa.” 


But it was too late to stop, wasn't it? My naivety allowed me to stay blind to the fact that Dad’s issues ran deeper than his desire to protect me from life and everyone around me. The belief that the situation with me taught him anything was stupid. You couldn't help a person until he or she wanted it too. We simply couldn't live together under one roof, no matter how much we tried. 

 “Mom is dead, Dad.” He stepped back, as if I slapped him. “Has been for a long time. This desire to make a museum out of our lives? It’s not going to bring her back. You seeing me as this”—I took the photo out of my purse and raised it to his grief-stricken face—“will lead our relationship nowhere.” His jaw ticked as his fist clenched while he struggled for his legendary control, but it failed him. So without further delay, I wrapped my arms around him, squeezing him tightly while he stood with his hands hanging low, not even moving to return it. “I love you, Daddy, but you have to let go. Otherwise, Mom won’t be the only person you lose.” 


He finally hugged me back, almost squeezing all the air from me, and whispered into my hair, “You are my princess, Rosalinda.” Closing my eyes, I soaked all the love from this moment, knowing it was a changing point in our relationship. No matter how much I loved him, how much he loved me, the nest that was his house became a prison for me, and I longed to fly away and find my own place in the world. Parental love was one of the most precious things in this life, but not when it suffocated you.
 “But I can’t be a Cosa Nostra princess anymore, Daddy,” I whispered back into his neck, while he froze, but then his heart started to beat rapidly as the impact of my statement settled in.
 “If he is what you want,” he said firmly, with an edge to his voice.

Dominic inspired feelings inside me I couldn't describe: desire, protection, and safety… Was it possible to call it love? Probably not, but I understood deep into my soul no one would ever compare to him. So why resist it so much? Granted, my life was here, and I had my own dreams that I hoped to accomplish, but if anything, he proved he’d always stay by me and never rush me. How could I not trust him with my heart in this case? 

 “He is.” 


He sighed in defeat, and with one last hug, he let go of me, pushing a strand of hair behind my ear. “Lorenzo will take you?” After my nod, he picked up my luggage and circled his arm around my shoulders. “Let’s go then.” While we strolled down, I noticed our lack of guests and raised my curious eyes to my dad. “I sent them home. Romeo pissed me off, and Allegro just doesn't know when to keep his mouth shut,” he answered grimly, and I chuckled, wholeheartedly agreeing with him. 


Once we reached the car, he palmed my face, pressed a kiss to my forehead, and murmured, “When you have a child, you’ll understand me, but remember one thing, Rosalinda. There will never be a time when you won’t be a Cosa Nostra princess.” Tears slid down my cheeks. He wiped them away and helped me inside the vehicle. He barked at Lorenzo, “Keep her safe. Your job still stays the same.” And with those words, he closed the door, and the car slowly rode through the narrow arch to the entrance. 


Lorenzo’s fingers kept switching the radio, clearly looking for some classical song, which my ears just couldn't take, when I blabbed, “Did you know people still think we are engaged and gonna have babies?” 


He paused, and then his eyes met mine in the rearview mirror as horror ran through them. “What?” he asked, his voice colored with anger. “Are those people trying to get me killed?” 


Frowning in confusion, I asked, “What do you mean?” 


He grinned, as he waved a hand toward Salvador, our gardener, as he opened the gates. “The pakhan will have me burned alive for this. So please keep that information from him.” 


Shit, that ship had sailed. “Yeah, about that…” 


My apologetic voice got his attention. He slowed down then looked over his shoulder at me. “Please tell me you didn't share this nonsense with him? He is going to fucking kill me!” Hitting the steering wheel with his fist, he added, “I have a girlfriend.” 


Laughing, I patted his shoulder. “Then we are on the same page, my friend.” 


Winking, he begged, “Just make sure to let your man know about it.” Resting my head on the window, my eyes closed as I slowly was lulled to sleep with the knowledge that I became independent, and that freedom loosened the tight knots inside me that had been there for far too long. 

 

Dominic

The doors flew open as I barged inside the hospital, menace written all over my face, with Vitya and Michael hot on my heels. 


The nurse at reception greeted me with a hesitant smile, but I didn't even bother speaking to her on my way to the elevators. “Sir, you cannot go there before—” 


Not having patience for her shit, I said through my teeth, “Michael.” He nodded and went to her, probably showing IDs and explaining the purpose of our visit. Clicking a few times in frustration on the button, the elevator finally settled on the first floor, and I entered with Vitya barely making it inside. Pressing the fifth floor button, I desperately tried not to lose my shit, although rage threatened to explode through my every pore. 

 “Dominic, calm down.” 


My reaction was instant. Grabbing Vitya by the neck, I slammed him hard against the wall. “Know your place.” No emotion passed through his face. “Stop telling me what to do.” I let go in time for the ding,
so when the door opened, I flew outside, quickening my steps and finally reaching room 524.

My hands clenched into fists as my eyes scanned the body lying on the bed. Machines attached to his mouth, heart, hands, fucking everything, beeped around him.

Radmir’s head was wrapped in a white bandage. His chest rose and fell slightly, and a pulse indicator showed a slow but steady heartbeat. His face was yellow-green from all the beating. His chest had several knife wounds, while both his legs had casts.

Dima called me with the news that Radmir had been beaten up and stabbed—almost to death. Fortunately, one of the guards saved his ass just in time. I couldn't believe the fucking words. Immediately, I flew to Houston in my private plane with Vitya and Michael, who put my plan with Rosa on hold as long as Anton had eyes on her, making sure my woman stayed safe. 


Spinning around, I came face-to-face with Dima and Vitya who stood outside waiting for me to speak. “Who did it? And how the fuck did this happen?” I addressed Dima, who winced. 

 “Nobody knows. He just got back from isolation. Everything was fine during the day, but then last night, he was attacked by five inmates, and as hard as he fought, he was powerless against their knives and baseball bats.” 


Anger boiled like fucking lava through my veins. “Where the fuck were the guards? They had to have plenty of time to put him in this condition!” 


His expression turned grim, as his lips thinned. “Apparently, they didn't see shit through the surveillance camera, and when one of them passed by, that’s when it stopped.”
 “A setup,” Vitya stated, and Dima nodded. “No doubt about it. Someone wanted him dead.” They both shared a look then raised their eyes to me, and I didn't have to wonder what they were thinking.

Killing him was a message for me. Someone was after the pakhan of the Bratva. “Any ideas?” I snapped, desire to avenge my friend running high. “I need names and now. Whoever is behind this is dead. And I’ll be the one pulling the trigger.” No one fucked with the Bratva, and sure as fuck, no one fucked with my sovietnik. 


Once again, they shared a fucking look, before Vitya carefully started, “Dominic—” However, he was interrupted by a female’s horrified gasp as she stood in front of Radmir’s bed with her hands covering her mouth as a single tear slid down her cheek. She was a brown-haired beauty with vivid blue eyes. 


Vivian Jackson in the flesh. 


How the hell did she slip inside? And why would she come in the first place? She betrayed him and us on that day she refused to acknowledge her connection to our man, and then married another son of a bitch. 


She gently ran her fingers over his forehead, but then quickly snatched them back as if it burned her. Exhaling a calming breath, her eyes met mine as determination filled them. Slowly walking toward us, she extended her hand with a vanilla-colored envelope to me. “You are Dominic Konstantinov, right?” she whispered, and at my nod, continued, “This… this will save his life.” She licked her dry lips. “Please use it.” 


Dima snorted, distaste written all over him. “Why should we believe you? You put him in prison in the first place.” 


She stepped back as though he slapped her. “What?” she asked in disbelief, but I didn't get the chance to study her confusion as a small child raced inside, screaming, “Mama, why are you crying?” The boy had to be around four years old, and my men were stunned speechless as he resembled Radmir, from his brown hair to his gray eyes. A mini version of him. It was one thing to know about his existence, and another to see him. Vitya kept tabs on the boy, making sure he was treated well. 


Vivian picked him up, hugged him close, and practically threw the envelope at me. “Use it. And never tell him about me.” With that, she darted outside, coming and going in a flash. 

 “Well that was certainly interesting,” Vitya muttered, as Dima scanned the papers she gave me, and then he shook his head, as though he couldn't believe his own eyes. “It’s a statement.”
 “Statement?” 

 “She basically provided him an alibi for the night the killing happened. With this, they will have no grounds for keeping him for long.” He immediately starting calling various places and arranging Radmir’s release. 


Despite being confused as fuck with Vivian’s sudden change of heart, or the fucking tears, I focused back on the current problem. “Who, Vitya?” 


He cleared his throat, and said, “Cosa Nostra, Dominic.” 


Don Giovanni sent his dogs to kill my sovietnik
as a message for me not to touch his daughter? “He just declared war,” I replied calmly, all traces of me honoring our agreement gone. “All the people involved in the attack… I want them to suffer unbearable pain before suffocating them to death. Find suitable people for the job.” Vitya nodded, although his intense stare didn't escape me. He clearly didn't know how I would proceed with Don himself after Vitya, so many times, managed to calm down my temper to play by the rules.

And where did it lead us? No-fucking-where.

Killing Don wasn't an option, considering he was the father of the woman who belonged to me.

But sure as fuck, he’d never see his daughter again as long as he fucking lived. 

 

Man with the dragon tattoo
 “Book plane tickets, first class, for Lorenzo and Rosa,” I ordered into the phone, holding it between my neck and shoulder while my hands adjusted various wires on the bombing device. 

 “For when?” 


Glancing at the clock, I counted the hours it would take for the pakhan to get on board with all this, and said, “Tomorrow afternoon.” The puppy lapped at my foot, annoying the fuck out of me, so I kicked him hard, and he bounced against the wall, whimpering. 


Fucking hated those useless animals.
 “Will do, boss.” Not bothering to reply, I hung up then grabbed the snips and cut the yellow wire, burned the red one, and then stuck them together in an unbreakable bond. Once it was done, I scooted the chair back and searched for the damn puppy as he lay on his side, his paws covering his eyes. Wrapping my hand around its throat, I raised him to my face and smacked his muzzle hard while he tried once again to lick. “Be a good boy, doggie, and deliver my gift to Don.” Adjusting the red ribbon on his neck, I threw him inside the cage as I placed the bomb inside the small box, which would be attached to his belly. 


Satisfied with the results, I cracked my neck from side to side to relieve the tension and smiled widely, anticipation speeding through the blood in my veins.

Placing the detonator beside the table, I stood, whistling. Euphoria shook my whole body as I imagined the deaths tomorrow would bring.

Truly, life was nothing but endless bliss.
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 “Kneel, toy,” Alfred ordered, already wearing his favorite sweatpants, or at least grey was the only color he wore. They hung low on his abdomen, and disgusting wrinkled skin with several tattoos was visible. 


When I was seven years old, he loved me to lick them or trace them with my tongue right before he’d slap me so hard my face would tilt to the side and my upper lip would split. He loved to taste my blood there as he mushed our mouths for a deep kiss, and slapped me even harder when I didn't know what he wanted from me. 


Then his rough fucking would begin.

Eight years had passed and nothing had changed. Glancing to the side, I noticed the usual ropes, chains, and cuffs on the stool ready to be used on my abused flesh. 


Not again.

Never again. 


For the first time in this life, I spoke without being asked to. “Can I take you in my mouth instead?” His brows lifted, but at the same time, a dark expression of hunger settled in his eyes as he licked his lips while his eyes trailed to my full ones. A fact I was aware of only because he had constantly repeated it through the years. “You want to do it all of a sudden?” he asked suspiciously, and I nodded eagerly, trying not to wince at the pleasant smile slowly spreading on his face. He sat down on the corner of the sofa, spread his legs, and motioned for me to start the thing he was looking forward to. 


Without words, my eyes only on his red cock, I kneeled, opened my mouth, fighting the bile in my throat, and took the head of his penis inside my mouth, barely containing my gag reflex. He was still tense, so I did what I learned to do not to get more shit, and slowly, lick by lick, he started to settle on the sofa more and more, until finally only his moans were heard. “Suck it like a good boy.” 


The second he uttered those words in the highest throes of passion, I bit hard on his cock and trapped it between my lips to his agonized screams. “Get off, you son of a bitch, get off me!” he kept screaming, but I wouldn't leave. Slowly, I understood the coppery taste in my mouth was his blood, and I hummed in satisfaction from the pain I inflicted on him. 


The sound of the door opening, then crashing against the wall, followed by heavy footsteps behind me, indicated Alec and Tim entered the room. Alfred shouted, “Take him away.” Strong hands grabbed me from both sides, but I wouldn't shift until the pressure was unbearable and, with a loud pop, I let go, spitting the head from my mouth. “He bit off my dick!” 


The blood spilled everywhere as Alec cursed and raised the black radio to his mouth. “Boss, problems here.” 


Then as Tim held me, he removed his shirt and tried to cover up the dick, but it only made Alfred scream more. “Get me the fucking doctor. He’d castrated me!” 


I breathed heavily, and for the first time in my life experienced deep satisfaction from hurting someone and wanting to do it all over again. The sight of Alfred groaning, bending his knees to his stomach, trying to hold in screams of pain, and being on the other end of rough treatment… it did something to me.

This.

This was my fucking destiny.

Just for a second in time, bringing punishment to those who deserved it. 


John ran inside, his eyes going wide at the sight of the white room covered in blood and Alfred’s body, and then he immediately turned his attention on me. The hit with the gun he delivered to my face was expected, and the sound of bone breaking penetrated my ear as agonizing pain rushed through me. “You fucking toy.” Then came his kicks to my stomach and back as his fist collided with my shoulder and cheek. 


He delivered his blows, and as the strength slowly started to leave my body and a feeling of euphoria washed over me, I closed my eyes and wished to open up my arms wide to welcome my coming death.

Life without pain.

Life without men.

Life without fear.

But then, as I almost slipped into heaven, he grabbed my hair painfully and raised my head to his face, and snarled, “Tim, get him the fuck away from here. Kill him and dispose of the body. Now.” Letting go of me, he darted to Alfred as Tim put me on my feet, and to my fucking surprise, I could still walk, although wobbly. He pushed me through the entrances as we passed a few gateways and halls, which seemed familiar from being here once when I almost escaped with Damian and the twins. The place had several more machines, which I couldn't name, and almost didn't see due to my vision being blurry and the blood spilling through my fingers as I held my nose, which was surely broken.

We arrived in the underground parking, and I was pushed inside the SUV. It looked like the same car they brought us here in nine years ago. Tim sat in the front and drove off, while I lay on the floor barely breathing due to the pain in my ribs, old wounds, and… fuck, everywhere. 


There was a small window with bars behind the driver’s seat, and I could hear Tim’s voice as oblivion overtook me, welcoming me in a warmth I hadn't felt in a long time. “Alec, always fucking Alec, leaving to do good shit when I have to deal with small troubles. Fuck you, John,” he muttered, and for once, I was in agreement with Tim on something.

Fuck you, John, indeed. 

 

Rosa

Cursing the stupid presentation I had to do with Aaron, I urged Lorenzo to hurry up. “We are late!” 


He raised his brow and pointed out, to my displeasure of course, “Had you woken up on time, we wouldn't be late. So don’t give me the famous Giovanni temper.” Sticking my tongue out at him only got me a roll of his eyes as the car moved flawless on the empty streets of New York. Probably most people left to enjoy the rest of the summer outside the city, plus it was a Saturday. Usually traffic here was insane.

Lorenzo had been right though. Last night, I arrived so late and had to find an electrician by phone as nothing worked in the apartment, then get some food, and by the time my head actually hit the pillow and exhaustion claimed my body, it was well past four in the morning. So when the alarm went off, I just clicked it on mute and dug my face deeper into the pillow. Lorenzo shook my shoulder so hard I finally snapped my eyes open to notice it was 10:30, and I had only half an hour left to get ready, eat, and be at the university by eleven. I didn't even have time to be offended or outraged he had seen me in my nightgown.

So there we were. For some reason, to boost my confidence before giving the speech in front of a hundred students, I decided to be daring. Six-inch black, velvet heels suited the pencil dress. 

 “Just in time,” Lorenzo proclaimed, stopping the car near the building entrance as I grabbed my papers and practically ran from the car. When I noticed Aaron waiting for me, my mouth almost hit the ground. 


The guy sure as hell could clean up. Gone was the geeky, redheaded kid; instead, he was replaced with a confident young man wearing a black suit like a second skin while his hair neatly showcased his vivid features as shades hid his eyes. “Wow, Aaron, such a change for a presentation? Maybe we should have done this whole project sooner,” I joked, but he didn't chuckle too. His body was still, his stance straight as though he were some kind of James Bond on a mission. 


In fact, something was off with the entire scene. “Rosa!” Lorenzo suddenly shouted, as I heard a screech of tires. I spun around, my eyes widening in shock as Octavio, Mark, and Jules emerged from a car holding their guns high, aiming at Aaron. “Come with us,” Lorenzo said. 


My brows furrowed as I took a step toward them to stop them from shooting at my friend, when Aaron pushed me behind his back in one swift move, while taking his gun from under his jacket, releasing the safety, then pointing it right at Lorenzo’s forehead. “Don’t think so, Lorenzo.” For the first time, I heard the hint of an accent in his voice as it lowered in warning. “You won’t like the consequences.” 


Right after he finished saying those words, while I tried to put all the pieces together, two Gelenvagens stopped right beside the others, and the Bratva men jumped at my father’s men with their guns. Finally, Dominic arrived, darting in my direction with determination on his face. “Aaron, what’s going on?” I whispered, and he pushed his glasses up, replying to me coldly, “My name is Anton.” 


Blinking quickly, I squeaked, “What?” 

 “I’m a byk of the Bratva. Sorry for lying, Rosa, but someone had to keep an eye on you during your classes.” 


Say fucking what? Dominic placed his bodyguard to spy on me?

And this guy, the guy who I considered a friend, actually played ‘double-agent’ games with me and abused my trust. “You freaking piece of—” 


Dominic bent down, propping me on his shoulder as he rose up with me while my fists were pummeling his back. “Let go of me, you lying jerk. What the hell do you think you are doing?” 


He didn't even bother to reply, just kept on walking to his car as though nothing out of the ordinary happened. He stopped next to Lorenzo, and greeted him through his teeth, “She is mine. Stay the fuck away from her.” And in three short steps, threw me in despite my loud squeal, and joined me inside the car, as he barked, “Airport. Fast as humanly possible.” 


The vehicle rushed immediately, and since I didn't expect such force, I would have fallen down had Dom’s strong hands not caught me in time. Slapping them away, I backed into the corner, breathing heavily. “Dom, stop this madness.” He shook his head, refusing. “You promised me you wouldn't do it. You promised,” I whined like a little bitch, but I didn’t care. He couldn't, in one moment, change into this coldhearted man who didn't listen to my wants and needs. This last month proved he could be different. Why destroy it all in one incident? “Are you jealous?” Damn my big mouth for spilling about the whole Lorenzo thing to him. What guy would like his woman being in close proximity to the man her family supposedly tried to marry her off to? 


Like a flash of lighting, he grabbed me by my neck and kissed the living shit out of me. His mouth demanded entrance, and despite my reluctance, he bit lightly on my lower lip, making me gasp, which gave him the perfect opening to push his tongue inside and take mine hostage. Lacing his fingers through my hair, he mashed our mouths harder as though he wanted to forever imprint his claim there. Slowly, I started to forget why we argued as my mind got sucked into the incredible sensations only he could provide. Greedily sucking on my tongue, he used his teeth, creating a bit of pain, and I moaned. All at once, he took his touch away from me. 


Still tugging my hair painfully, he finally spoke, emphasizing each word. “You. Are. Mine. I don’t get jealous, because why the fuck would I, krasavica moya? No one touches what is mine, sure as fuck not some Italian guy who dreamed of marrying you for ages.” I opened my mouth to correct him that no freaking crush was in question, as said guy had a girlfriend, but he placed his index finger on my lips. “This mouth, body, and soul can only be claimed by me.” 


My lips burned from his kisses, and I barely resisted enveloping his finger with my mouth and sucking it. Fisting my hand on his shirt, I whispered, “Then why are you doing this? Why are you ruining everything?” Something akin to pain flashed through his eyes, but it was quickly gone, so I wasn't sure if my imagination had played tricks on me. 

 “You can thank your father. He didn't honor our agreement, so I no longer feel I’m obligated to follow it from my end.” 

 “What do you mean?” My voice trembled as I shivered, not really expecting anything good to come out of his mouth.
 “Your father ordered the killing of my sovietnik. So much for not declaring a war.” 


Gasping in horror, I shook my head. “It’s impossible. Dad never plays dirty.” 


He chuckled. “My naïve Rose. You cannot be in the mafia and not play dirty.” His gaze hardened. “So you see, nothing holds me back from taking you with me to Russia where you belong,” he finished, clearly pleased with his logical conclusion.

My head throbbed from all the awful information he spewed at me, as I said, “I don’t want to go.” Meeting his eyes with mine, I stated firmly, “Stop the car, let me go, and go wherever you please.” Sadness was replaced by anger, as it gave me strength to fight the pull against this man who longed to shatter my life without a care in the world. 


Dominic, completely shut off, focused his attention out the window. His hands clenched in fists were the only indication how much this scene affected him.

I could have screamed, kicked, and demanded. But what was the point? No one would come to help me. I’d been in this situation before, and I knew how this fucked up shit worked.

An eye for an eye, an absolute mafia law. Just in my case or luck, whichever way you preferred to look at it, the pakhan of the Bratva claimed me as his and took pity on my dad, but ultimately he delivered a hard blow, because I was what he valued most.

God, why did I have to be in the middle of this mess between the two men I loved, and why would whatever choice I made still mean pushing my dreams aside to stay by their side. Dominic wouldn't care much for my surgical career. A mob wife had other priorities. 


Wait. 


Love and wife?
 

Dominic

Rosa calmed down and sat with her hands on her lap deep in thought as she stared at the road ahead of us. She was probably contemplating ways of escaping or crying out for help, none of which would be effective considering only the Bratva soldiers surrounded her.

Yeah, a heartless bastard, that would be me. For a small amount of time in her company, I forgot my real nature and that I no longer waited for people to decide something about my life. I made all the decisions and refused to accept less. 


Rosa Giovanni, soon Konstantinova, was mine the minute my eyes landed on her picture. And it was about damn time the whole world knew about it, her included.

Finally arriving at the airport and passing all the security checks, Vlad stopped the vehicle in front of a private plane, where Vitya and Michael stood. They had gone ahead to prepare it for taking off the minute we boarded. Grabbing her hands, I picked her up in my arms while she uttered not a single word, and honestly, this silence evoked a suspicion that it wasn't a good sign. 


My friends raised their brows along with their chins, indicating a question of how it was going, but by my grim stare, they got it loud and clear.

Fucked up, that was how. 


Entering the plane, I sat her on a wide chair while removing my tee and wrapping it around her wrists, holding them together with a tight knot. “Sorry, krasavica, but I can’t have you endangering your life during the flight.” 


She said nothing, shrugged, and then greeted the guys. “Hello, to you.” They shared a look, and then Michael sent her a goofy smile. “Nice to see you again.”

She chuckled. “Wish I could say the same, but… oh well, I can’t.” This seemed fucking hilarious to Michael as he burst out laughing. She studied the plane, which was considered a luxurious thing if one knew the worth of the expensive wood used for the seats, tables, and bars. The main area, with six wide, first-class style seats, had a flat-screen TV and a Wi-Fi connection. On the far end was one bedroom with a shower inside, along with two restrooms. Fucking comfortable if one travelled as much as I had in the last month.
 “Dominic?” she whispered, and I kneeled in front of her, so our eyes would be on the same level. 

 “What?” I asked gently, even though my insides still hadn't calmed down from Radmir’s incident, Lorenzo protecting her from me, and her reluctance.
 “The rules stay the same. No touching until I say so.” With that, she plastered a fake smile on her face as the stewardess offered her a refreshing drink, and she gladly took it. 


My instincts had never wronged me before.

Rosa was up to no good, but something told me I wouldn't be able to do a damn thing about it.

An eye for an eye. She grew up with this law. It was almost a motto of life, so I wondered what kind of payback she had planned for me. 

 

Man with the dragon tattoo

Watching Don lose his shit was an indescribable pleasure. Octavio, Jules Mark, and Lorenzo stood in front of him as he yelled his guts out at them. “How the fuck was my daughter snatched right under your noses with no effort? No gunfire? You just stood there like the fools you are and watched,” he huffed in frustration, his fist slamming against the table as men cast their eyes down, afraid of his wrath. “Now he’s taken her to fucking Russia? Why should I even keep your fucking asses alive?” 


None of them spoke, because really, what could they say? Not being able to follow orders equaled death in the mob world. Don ran his fingers through his hair in frustration and addressed me. “Figure out what pulled the trigger on the pakhan’s temper.” Nodding, I stood up and closed the door behind me as a sinister smile spread wide over my mouth. 


I passed Lucretia, who shied away from me. For some reason, she always disliked me, that fucking old hag.

I sat on my bike, roared the engine, pressed the button on the detonator, and rode quickly away, enjoying the fucking breezy wind on my face.

One second.

Two seconds.

Three seconds.

Kaboom! 


Don’s house blew apart in a massive explosion, pieces of bricks scattered around the property, fire erupting and spreading through the garden, as car alarms echoed and black-as-dirt smoke rose to the sky, illuminating a clear view of what was happening. Screams of people who occupied the guesthouses or security blocks and those not exposed to the danger reverberated through the neighborhood. 


What a beautiful sight, red and black colors entwined, destroying everything in their wake. The only thing I regretted was not being able to enjoy seeing all those lifeless bodies.

Kicking my bike to the side, I fell down to my knees, dialed the phone, and croaked into it as though my insides were dying, when in fact, I barely held in the laugh. “Nine-one-one, what’s your emergency?”
 “Someone just blew up the house of Emmanuelle Giovanni.”

Rosa, Rosa.

One step closer to me. Because a girl would never live with the murderer of her father, even if he had nothing to do with it.
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Feeling hard concrete under my back, pressing on all my wounds, I almost wept in defeat.

I thought I’d finally fucking died and escaped this prison. Was it all a dream? A dream in which I finally did something meaningful instead of being a victim all the time?

What the fuck did a fifteen-year-old boy have to do to get killed in this world?

Lifting my hand to my face, I frowned at finding a cloth under my fingers, and my heavy lids snapped open, only to close again due to the bright light blinding me. 


The cells had no lighting. Darkness was our constant companion, and we learned to eat, sleep, talk, and live in it. 


Trying again, this time I put my hand on my brows, covering the sunlight beaming at me from the clear blue sky above while birds chirped in the background. 


What the ever-loving fuck?

Shifting my neck to the side, I came face to face with a man sitting opposite me, his back resting against the huge brick wall.

He had a long silver beard. His clothes were dirty, his shoes had holes in them, and he could use some washing. I didn't give a shit about any of it. What snapped my attention were his kind blue eyes gazing at me worriedly. 


It reminded me of the look Damian always had for me. “Who are you?” I asked, wincing as it scratched my throat, dry from the lack of fluids. He quickly lifted a rust-and-dirt-smeared cup to my lips, and I took a sip, welcoming the relief it brought.

Maybe that was life after death? Some old dude welcomed you and told you everything was over.

Could this be death? Was there an option to just cease to exist altogether? Because I would have signed up for it. 

 “Name’s Duncan. Do not move. Might bring pain to your neck and nose.” He pointed at the cloth. “Didn’t have anything better to help out with, although Marty found some expired antiseptic and we used it.” 


Blinking a few times, fully accepting it was some kind of transition between life and death, I inquired, “Marty?” 


He nodded. “My buddy, he’s out on the streets getting food.”

Food?

Why would anyone need food here?
 “Who beat you up so roughly, kid? They didn't even leave your clothes on. Good thing Marty used to be a doctor. He made sure your nose was put back in place.” He wiped the sweat from his forehead, and added, “Was it some gang? No one likes homeless.” He patted my hand gently. “Don’t you worry. Marty and I will take care of you.” 


Homeless.

A memory from the past associated with this word popped into my head.

Daddy trailed slowly behind us as Damian and I learned to ride our bikes. The weather was nice, a soft breeze cooling our heated cheeks as we laughed carelessly. 


Suddenly, a man appeared, sitting in the middle of the street, hungrily eating food like he hadn't seen any for days. The dirt smeared around his hands made us stop, and Damian called out to Dad, “Daddy, why is this man eating here?” 


Dad’s eyes narrowed and then gentled as he stood between us, both of his hands on our heads, patting softly. “The man had something bad happen to him, and now he is homeless.” 


Frowning, I shared a look with my twin, and then I asked, “What’s homeless?”
 “It means someone doesn’t have a home or money and needs to live on the street and get food from wherever he can.” Damian winced. He couldn't even stand it when something dirty touched his clothes, let alone food. 


Tugging on Daddy’s shirt, I made him lean down, as I whispered in his ear, “I don’t want to be homeless, Daddy.” 


He kissed me on the forehead, murmuring, “Not if I can help it.”

So it wasn't death after all. “How did I end up here?” 


Duncan rested his chin on the lid of the cup, as his eyes went up, and he had this deep-thinking expression. “Some man dumped you here, and you were groaning in pain. Not the first time we saw something like this, but hey, you’re a kid. No one should hurt a kid,” he pointed out, and tears slid down my cheeks. As he wiped them away, he murmured, “There, there, don’t cry, kid. Me and Marty will help you out, you’ll see.” So the world wasn't an evil place where all men wanted to hurt children?

Could it be possible Tim took pity on me and decided to let me live?

Breathing the fresh air into my lungs for the first time in eight years, something akin to hope blossomed in my heart, and the future started to brighten up for me.

Being homeless was better than being someone else’s toy.
 

Rosa

The pilot, wearing a white shirt with an emblem of the Bratva on the pocket, tight black pants, along with a round hat, smiled at me in welcome, and called to Dominic, “Can I have a word with you?” 


Dom stood up reluctantly, his gaze lingering on me, and then he spun around and disappeared into the cockpit, but not before muttering to Michael, “Watch her.” 


Snorting, I toed off my shoes, because my legs were killing me. The man in question came into view. “So, Rosa… I don’t think we’ve had an opportunity to be introduced properly to each other before, huh?” Dropping onto the seat next to me, he wiggled his brows. “How about I rectify this small oversight now? I’m awesome.” 


Resting my chin on my hand, I added, “And modest. Don’t forget that.” 


He ran his index finger over his chin as a wistful expression settled on his face and then nodded. “Yes, definitely that too.” A sparkle of mischief played in his topaz-green eyes as he entwined his fingers through his sandy-blond hair. He had a lean body, muscled enough to give a good physique, yet not overly buffed. Michael laughed as I shook his hand. “And you are the pakhan’s woman.” 


At this point, the smile died on my face, and it probably turned into a grimace. He exhaled an exaggerated breath and rolled his eyes. “Seriously, babe. I understand he has some tendencies, but that man is fiiiine.” 


He prolonged the last word, and a growl came from the open door of the plane. “Angel.” 


Blushing, he blew Vitya a kiss, who clearly got jealous when he described other men as handsome, and continued talking to me. “You gotta give him credit for being so patient with you.” 


My jaw almost hit the floor. “In what universe should I freaking thank a man for dating me?” 


He sucked on the straw of his vodka tonic and shrugged. “He isn’t just a man, sweetness. We both know he could have done this a month and a half ago, and you wouldn't have been able to do anything.” 


Not wanting to see the truth in his logic, I argued, “So instead, he did it now, ruining any kind of relationship with my familia, and essentially, once again, taking me from my home and my aspirations of becoming a surgeon?” Just that angered me more, not so much the fact he got freaking tired of our high-school-like romance, but his total ignorance toward my desires pissed me off. “No offense, Michael, but I’m not really feeling that whole forgiveness thing right now.” 


Playing with the lid of his glass, he asked after a moment, “What were you hoping for by dating him?” 


My brows furrowed in confusion. “I don’t get it.”
 “Dominic is the pakhan of the Bratva who resides in Russia. As much as he can travel a lot, he still needs to be present at the main headquarters. You had all this information, yet you dated the man, hoping for what exactly? That he’d give up the mafia for you?” 


Denial spilled from my lips before I could stop it. “No!” Licking my dry lips, I elaborated, “No one leaves the mafia once you enter this world. I know the rules.” 

 “Exactly. You know the rules. So how in the hell were you hoping to study in the States while your man had business in Russia? Hate to break it to you, babe, but an entire ocean separates the two countries.” His smug smile pissed me off. 

 “Trust me. I have quite a lot of knowledge about Russia.” And a bit of the language, but no one needed to know that. 

 “My point is the outcome would have been the same. You moving to Russia while he changed nothing about his life.” Holding my chin in this thumb and index finger, he said gently, “The question is… is he what you want? Is he the man you see yourself spending the rest of your life with? Because, Rosa? He’d never force. Not after what happened to him.” 


My breath hitched at the reminder of what he had gone through during his years of captivity, and his reassurance of my safety in that regard.

Not that I ever doubted him, Dominic just couldn't be cruel with me.

Vitya shouted, interrupting our moment, “Come here, Michael. We are about to take off.” 


Since we were so deep in our conversation, I hadn't noticed the cabin crew had prepared the plane for flying. Doors locked, window shutters up, drinks away and technical devices off, and finally, the stewardess helped me with my seat belt since my hands were tied. Michael winked at me from his seat, as Vitya wrapped his arm around him, and he rested his head in the crook of his arm. 


Dominic was nowhere in sight, probably still handling business with the pilot. I looked back at my life, at all the choices it dealt me, and the events of the last few years, all while Michael’s curious voice echoed in my mind. 


Question is… is he what you want?
 

Dominic

Patting Oleg on the shoulder, I couldn't be happier for his time of joy. “Congratulations, man. Expect an expensive gift from the Bratva.” His wife just gave birth to twin girls, and he was eager to return to Moscow. 

 “Thanks, Pakhan. Would you be the godfather for them?” Tradition demanded that whenever the child was born in the family, the pakhan got dibs on godfathering if he wanted. However, while I believed in a higher power in this world, I didn't exactly consider myself religious, so I shook my head in refusal, and he nodded without further comment. 

 “Was that all?” 


He bit his lower lip in hesitation, but then blurted, “I asked the bank for a loan, but they wouldn't give it to me. With two girls adding to our two boys, me and Oksana already have… we need a bigger house.” Fear marked his voice as his eyes measured my blank expression. Whenever I dealt with Bratva business, it stayed that way. No one could know about my real emotions, as they were weakness, and those could always be used against you.
 “Bring this up to Yuri.” Yuri Radionov was our kaznachei, meaning he handled all the Bratva finances and business transactions. “He’ll give me a call.” 


Oleg shook my hand with all his strength. Gratitude filled his voice. “Thank you so much, Pakhan.” 


Dismissing it, I stood up when it was safe to remove the seat belts and walked toward the cabin, where Rosa held an iPad on her lap. Her head rose and her eyes hooded for a bit when she scanned them over my body.
 “Who gave you that thing to play?” She pointed her finger at Michael, who scooted up on Vitya’s lap, sighing in pleasure. Those two probably shared the air they breathed, considering they never separated longer than an hour. “Enjoying?” Resting my arm on the wall, I crossed my legs. “Candy Crush sure is addictive.” 


She ignored me, little shit. However, we had some important things to cover. “Rosa.” Nothing, her head still bent over the game as she somehow managed to move her fingers flawlessly on the device still tied up. So I tried again, this time steel coloring my voice. “Rosa.” Finally, she snapped her attention to me. “Why were you planning to go with Lorenzo to Italy?” I could barely say those words without breaking someone’s neck, which I probably did when I hit Dima so hard after he delivered the information. The poor guy fell to the ground. 


Blinking a few times, a deep line formed when her eyebrows came together. “Italy?” 

 “Yes. Two tickets, first class.” Surprise flashed through her eyes. She opened her mouth, but then closed it and smirked.

Honest to God, she fucking smirked at me while I questioned her about another man!
 “Well, the historical land called to me,” she said in singsong voice.
 “Rosa.”
 “What?” Her eyes widened in mock shock. “Is there more? Maybe we even had the chance to plan our honeymoon?” 


The leash I put on my temper snapped, as I barked, “Don’t put yourself, Lorenzo, and the word honeymoon in the same sentence.” 

 “Whatever. I’m kind of busy, so could you shut up?” 


My fists clenched, and I leaned to her ear, as the smell of roses and lavender washed over me and my eyes closed, enjoying it as it calmed the beast raging inside me to claim my woman when she joked so carelessly about another man. “Rosa, be careful.” Biting on her earlobe and then immediately soothing it with my tongue, it didn't escape my notice how her breath hitched and her heartbeat sped up. 


With that, I went back to the bedroom to make an important call home, so they’d have everything arranged after our fourteen-hour flight. 

 

Rosa
 “Would you like something to drink?” the stewardess asked, straightening her black uniform, a tight smile on her face. She kept throwing disapproving glances toward Vitya and Michael who snuggled on the nearby chair, whispering into each other’s ears. Clearly, the woman didn't like man-on-man action. 


Honestly, I was surprised with their display of affection, considering gays had no place in mafias, and they were usually punished for it, if they couldn't be discreet. However, it was evident to everyone how much they loved each other, and the romantic in me even envied them for it. 

 “No, thank you,” I replied, and rested my head on the window, dismissing her. She muttered something under her breath, and by the click of her heels, I knew she headed to the front of the cabin. 


Gazing out the window at the bright blue sky with soft-as-cotton white clouds, I tried to focus my mind on anything but the sexy Russian mafia boss who currently sat opposite me. Without even looking at him, I was sure his whole attention was on me. 


My hands were bound tight on my lap, so I didn't have anywhere to go even if I wanted.

And I didn't want it, because it made no sense.

The man kidnapped me and believed I belonged to him. No amount of reasoning would change his mind, so why waste the energy?
 “This time for sure, you started a war,” I spoke softly, finally locking my eyes with his as my breath hitched. Amber pools were filled with desire and longing, and his fists clenched, probably from the inability to touch me.

Dominic shrugged, not caring in the least for the consequences of his decision.

Arrogant jerk.

Sexy, smoking hot, delicious, arrogant jerk.

The man exuded an aura of dominance and danger, and everything inside me wanted to submit to him and let him have his way with me. 


His shoulder-length dark hair emphasized his amber eyes with long lashes and tanned skin. He didn’t have an empty place on his bulky figure. Various tattoos marked his skin and made me want to lick it and trace those markings with my tongue. The man filled me with images of white satin sheets and our bodies entwined with one another as sweat covered our skin. 


Control, Rosa. Control. 


I shifted uncomfortably on my seat, which didn't escape his notice, and a frown marred his face. “Are you all right?”

I wondered if he regretted the promise he had given me. Raising my hands, I wiggled my fingers, and asked, “Is this really necessary? Don’t know about you, but I wouldn't jump out of the plane. Even if it meant escaping your company.” His eyes narrowed, but he ignored my words and continued to sip his coffee. However, I was so freaking tired of him, my dad, and their war that I poked the bear when I probably shouldn't have. “I wish I were back in Italy though. Lorenzo sure is a more interesting man to talk to than you.” Sighing heavily, I added dramatically, “Too bad you snatched me right before our engagement.” The last part was a lie, because although Dad kept on pushing me toward him, he never mentioned a wedding as a sure thing. Not to mention, the guy in question was scared shitless of the pakhan of the Bratva. He wouldn't dare touch me.
 “Oh, shit,” Michael murmured, as Vitya shook his head at me. I didn't have much time to study their reaction though, because in a second, the sound of a glass breaking penetrated my consciousness, and I shifted my focus back to Dominic and noticed the glass in his hand was broken as his eyes filled with fury. 

 “Enough.” In one swift move, he stood up, freed my hands, unfastened my seatbelt, picked me up, and darted to the secluded cabin at the end of the plane. 


With all my might, I started to hit his back. “Let me go, you crazy man.” He slapped my ass, and I had to bite my lip not to moan in pleasure. 


Because any touch from the man brought nothing but deep desire inside me. 


Finally, he reached the room, opened it up, closed it with his foot, and immediately pressed me against the wall. We both breathed heavily as my legs circled his waist, and my fingers laced through his hair.
 “You had to go and make me crazy.” 


Leaning forward, I licked the seam of his lips, and he growled, opening his mouth and capturing mine with his. 


The kiss curled my toes as our passion collided in a soul-searching duel. Our tongues entwined, and the press of his erection against my core made me whimper as he let go of me. “You allowed another man to touch what’s mine.” The steel didn't leave his eyes as he ripped open the front of my dress, giving him a perfect view of my lacy push-up bra that displayed my breasts quite nicely. 

 “I need to get you out of the clothes you wore for him,” he growled, and his words snapped me out of my frenzy. 


As I tugged on his hair painfully, he finally raised his eyes to me. “I wore them for you.” The amber of his eyes became almost black, probably from the possessiveness that overshadowed them. 


His hands hiked my dress up, pushing my panties to the side, and then three of his fingers entered me as his lips latched onto my nipple. My head hit the door as pleasure and pain overpowered me. 


How could I resist this man, pakhan or not, if he freaking played my body like a musician did an instrument?
 “My pussy. Mine and no one else’s.” 


Tangling my hand in his hair, I tugged on it with enough force for him to lift his head and connect our mouths together once again, but this time, owning his
mouth, savoring the taste and groaning in pleasure. I whimpered when he took away his fingers, brought them to my lips, coated with my essence, and slowly licked it away as the tip of his tongue traced the outline of my lips. The touches sent jolts of electricity through my entire body. Wrapping my thighs tighter around him, I urged him to push his hard, clothed cock more firmly against me, as the sensations were unbearable, when a loud knock interrupted us.
 “No, no!” I cried out, hugging him closer. Seriously, after this shitty day, I deserved an orgasm! We breathed heavily as he caressed my cheeks, and he barked to the door, “Unless someone is dying, you can go fuck yourself, Vitya.” 

 “Unfortunately, I can’t.” The voice held traces of worry and resignation, and we both paused. Then Dominic placed me on the floor until I could stand without wobbling, gave me a short peck on the lips, and ordered, “Stay here. Sleep. Rest. Do whatever you want. But don’t leave the room.” He took off his shirt and covered me with it. “Wear it. No one sees what belongs to me.” With that, he walked outside to discuss whatever problem arose.

Lying down on the bed, I studied the ceiling as a decision sank in. Dominic represented power, dominance, safety, protection—everything I could have ever wanted or wished for in a man. Being in a relationship with him would never be convenient, but with clarity, I understood he’d never let me go. He might never push me into sex, but I’d never be able to be rid of him. 


Although he lacked the intensity Damian had, they both shared the same DNA and obsession toward the women they considered theirs. When push came to shove, my choice was nonexistent. I could either play the victim in this scenario, turning our lives into hell, or accept it and mold him to the idea of a relationship I had for us.

Closing my eyes, my body still burned from our make-out session.

Dominic Konstantinov was the pakhan of the Bratva. And I’d finally decided to accept his claim, even though no one asked me in the first place. 

 

Man with the dragon tattoo

A warm blanket was draped over my shoulders as I sipped water while paramedics checked my pulse and shouted for someone to get more help, because the house had a lot of victims. The firemen struggled with the blazes and did their best to put them out while cops took statements from anyone uninjured. 


They counted bodies, no survivors so far.

Fuck, this called for a whole bottle of champagne along with few illegal whores sucking my cock. Soon.

A shout from one of the firefighters snapped me from my dreams. “One man alive.” Medics rushed in the direction of Rosa’s room, or rather what used to be her room, as my ears struggled to understand who they found. “Two men breathing, actually.” With adrenalin pumping in my blood, I dropped the blanket and followed them. In all this panic, no one would notice how much I faked my injury. 


Two gurneys came from the back of the house with paramedics moving as fast as possible, while IV drips were attached to both men’s hands and breathing masks were placed over their noses and mouths. 


Rising on my toes, they passed by me like lightning, but not before I had the time to check out their faces.

Don.

Fucking Don was alive, along with that fuckup, Lorenzo.

The desire to roar in rage had to be pushed down deep. I feared a vein would rupture in my neck because I strained so much. 


Hard fucking and body chopping tonight. Time to pick up some whore on the street, so no one would care when she went missing.

One way or the other, the throne would be mine.

I just had to come up with a better plan.
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Hugging my knees closer to my chest, I basked in the warmth the fire provided as Marty threw more paper inside the rusted bowl. The worn out coat I found in the dumpster near the museum on one of my ‘feeding the company’ days provided good enough warmth to my body along with the jeans, sweater, scarf, and leather shoes Duncan got me from some shelter he passed by. Although winter in Austin wasn't as cold as New York, according to Marty, somehow it still chilled me to my bones. Plus, we didn't have many blankets, so yeah.
 “How is that face of yours? Healing fine?” Marty asked, passing me a marshmallow. They found the used pack on the ground and insisted on roasting them on sticks over the fire. Turned out they were delicious, and somehow the taste stirred memories, but I couldn't catch them. Maybe I used to do it before?
 “Yeah, thanks for that.” 


He waved his hand. “No need, kiddo.” 


I had lived with them for three months. Marty tended all my wounds and scouted pharmacies for medication. Thankfully, one girl who worked at one took pity on him and supplied him with the necessary items for free. Because I couldn’t go to hospital, it took longer than usual for me to get better. 

 “Good thing the man left you here,” Duncan added, placing a cup with steaming tea in my hand. “Who knows what would have happened.” The gratefulness I felt for those two men couldn't ever be described. 


Duncan used to be a police officer, but after his wife died, he drank too much, to the point of losing his home, his relatives, and his purpose. He met Marty in his third year on the streets. Marty ended up here due to gambling debts. He used to be a good doctor, but money was tight, so he started to play. But then the addiction kicked in, and he couldn't stop until he lost everything. 


So yeah, we all had something in common. Life really played a number on us. 

 “Thank you.” Shrugs and “no worries” erupted as I raised my eyes to the dark sky filled with stars and wondered what Damian was doing.

Did he live a better life than me? Was he happy? Alive? 


My heart tugged painfully as I remembered his strong presence and the love running deep between us. 


I hope you’re happy, brother. 


And sure as fuck hoped he didn't live on the streets. 

 

Dominic 


Watching your woman sleep peacefully and knowing you had to disturb her was both painful and pleasurable at the same time.

The small room on the plane had all the necessities for comfortable flying: a bathroom with a shower and all the toiletries for both sexes, a closet with my suits, a bedside lamp, plus a bed with fucked-up pillows. My neck stayed sore from them, so I was glad she slept with her hand under her cheek. 


She lay on her side, exposing her black, lacy lingerie, which drove me fucking mad with need. She wore my white shirt buttoned only in the middle, so I had a great view of her magnificent body. Her tanned skin glowing under the light from the sunset just begged to be kissed as her chest rose and fell with her breathing. 


Slowly striding to the bed, I put my knee on the mattress and pushed up, placing the palms of my hands on each side of her head while straddling her thighs. Leaning down, my lips covered her neck and collarbone in soft kisses, nipping on the skin lightly, enjoying her taste. Inhaling her lavender scent, my nose nuzzled the mounds of her fucking glorious full breasts, and to my surprise, the bra holding them together opened from the front. Removing one cup, I licked around the pointed peak, tugged lightly, and then shifted to the other one, repeating my action. Rosa stirred. Her lids snapped open as our eyes locked, her hazel ones confused then darkening with yearning as her back arched to me. 

 “You came back,” she whispered, then gasped as my fingers dug into her shapely thighs. I grabbed them painfully, circling them around my waist.
 “Soft as fucking silk,” I murmured, sliding lower and biting her abdomen then licking her navel and tracing my tongue down to her delicious pussy. Pushing her panties to the side, I entered her tight opening with my tongue, tasting her honey, groaning into it, licking her lips, and biting her pussy. 

 “Dominic,” she moaned, her hands clenching the sheets under her. Exposing her clit with my thumbs, I sucked on it hard as she cried out. I slid two fingers into her, trying to find the perfect spot I’d heard about but never bothered to find. Wiggling them a bit more, I worked them in sync with my mouth for the next few moments. Her breath hitched. She arched her back higher, and a loud sob echoed in the room as she fell on her back, breathing heavily as her orgasm hit her.

Guess I found it after all.

Giving my pussy one last lick and a kiss, I sat on my knees, opening my belt buckle and lowering the zipper of my pants while her hooded eyes watched. My hands took out my hard-as-fucking-steel dick, and her eyes widened, either from how angry red it looked or from the size. 


Bigger than average, as some whores used to tell me, once again, not that I listened or gave a damn. “See how hard it is?” She nodded, as I wrapped a tight fist around it, groaning in pleasure as it sent jolts to my balls. “All for you.” She licked her lips, probably not even aware of it. “No, my krasavica, you can’t have a lick.” A sound of disappointment escaped her. “I won’t have your first time blowing me in a fucking plane, where my men could hear you tasting me like some kind of candy.” I’d have to kill Vitya and Michael, and for the sake of my friendship with them, I preferred to stay sane. 

 “Can I touch it instead?” 


Fuck, just the idea of her delicate fingers giving me much-needed relief made me almost come in my fucking pants, but I nodded. Taking her open palm, I licked it and placed it on my hardened flesh. 


She curiously ran her fingers up and down, studying the sensitive skin of the head and swiping her thumb over it as cum leaked from the tip. “Please,” she pleaded, as her eyes flashed with lust. How could I say no to my woman? 

 “Just a taste.” She sucked her finger and groaned in pleasure, closing her eyes and savoring me. 


Nothing, and I mean nothing, in this fucked up life of mine was sexier than my krasavica
begging me to give her permission to pleasure me.

But no matter how much my dick throbbed, I had to save it for a different moment. I had to deliver important news to her. She distracted me with the sleeping temptation of her body, but she wouldn’t appreciate me delaying for pleasure, if she knew what happened back in New York.

Zipping my pants back up to her protest, I lay on my back and lifted her up, so she straddled my thighs and her tits pressed into my chest. My fingers laced through her hair, our lips a breath away from each other.
 “Had a good sleep, krasavica?” 


She nodded, hiding her blushing face in the crook of my neck. “Was I asleep for a long time?” she mumbled, tickling me with her lips.
 “About eight hours.” 

 “Oh.” Her heart beat rapidly in her ribcage, hard enough for me to feel her pulse. “Are we landing?” 


Checking the time on my gold Rolex, I stated, “Not in the next two hours or so. Oleg outdid himself this time. Clearly, he is eager to get home to his wife.” 


She propped on my chest, resting her head on my shoulder. “He has a family?”
 “Yep, his wife gave birth to twins.”
 “That’s nice,” she whispered, her voice holding traces of longing. Her body molded into mine, in complete trust, as our hearts were in sync with each other. I never wanted to disrupt this amazingly peaceful moment, something that had never happened before in my life. 


But unfortunately, such things as peace in our world were fleeting. And as much as I wanted to protect her from any kind of pain, she deserved to know the truth. “When Vitya came here earlier, it was because a bombing happened back at New York.”

She stilled, and then quickly asked, “An act of terrorism?” She shivered, clearly scared of it. 

 “No, my krasavica. The mansion… your father’s mansion was blown up, destroying the building, and killing almost everyone inside. A detonator bomb.” She rose swiftly, a horrified expression on her face as her eyes watered. “The medics came almost immediately, but this type of bombing is targeted specifically to an area in the house, and living through it is impossible.” Tears slid down her cheeks like a waterfall. The palms of her hands rested on her mouth as she shook her head from side to side, barely breathing.
 “Daddy?” Then she started delivering hit after hit at me, painfully digging into my sides and slapping me. “You took me away from my dad and then blew up his house for revenge?” The hits kept coming, so I wrapped my hand around her wrists to restrain them. Then I flipped her on her back, while she still struggled to get away. 

 “Listen to me, Rosa.” My voice, colored with anger and authority, snapped her from the panic attack about to consume her. “I would never hurt your father. Not because I’m a good guy…” I had no intentions of sugarcoating the truth. “But because he is your father, and I know you wouldn't be able to forgive me.” She stopped sobbing. Her chest kept heaving up and down. 


Palming her face gently, I held her eyes as I told her, “Your father is alive. He is in the hospital now”—she stilled—“along with Lorenzo. The guy has serious injuries. He lost his leg from the knee down. It was crushed when bricks fell on him. His face has deep wounds and severe burns. He’s lucky to still be alive. Doctors are still working on him. No one else from the home staff survived. The police are investigating his guests that day.” The report wasn’t much, but Dima and Damian were going to investigate further, promising me names by the end of the week. 


Damian just got his life back along with Sapphire and Kristina, and the last thing I wanted was to interfere with his peaceful existence, but only he could help me with this situation.

Or rather, he was the only man on this planet I trusted implicitly. Plus, who else could find a mole other than Sociopath, who spent years luring his victims into his traps? Funny how both of us suffered the same torture at the hands of John’s clients, yet we were so different in our approach to life. 

 “My dad? Lucretia? The rest of the staff?” 


My stomach flipped and my heart sank. I hated hurting her so much, but the bitter truth was better than a sweet lie, or so I’d heard. “Don has a concussion, burns all over his body, and they are working on his heart. It stopped at some point, but they brought him back.” 


Sitting up, she followed me up and then wrapped her arms around me, squeezing me tightly. Her body trembled with sobs, my shoulder getting wet from her tears, but I let her have the comfort of my arms. “She was like a nanny to me,” she whispered, through the hiccups of her tears. “And now she is gone?” Leaning back, she wiped her cheeks with the sleeve of my shirt, determination filling her gaze. “We need to go back. My dad has no one but me. All those people need funerals, and it’s my responsibility to do it.” 


She darted to the bathroom, but my words stopped her. “Rosa, we cannot do it.” 


She frowned. “Yes, we can.” Standing up, we faced off with each other, ready for a fight. “If this stupid captivity keeps me away from my father, then you are no better—” 


She halted, and I mocked, “Than who? Be very careful who you compare me to, krasavica.” Exhaling heavily, I added, “I’m going to share with you my earlier conversation with Vitya, and you have to stay rational and use your goddamn mind.” Her mouth opened to protest, and I covered it up with my index finger. “After that… if you decide to go back, we will fly back.” That calmed her down, and she nodded. If I learned one thing in this month of wooing, it was that my woman could be stubborn as fuck, and it was easier just to lay all the cards on the table with her. 


My conversation with Vitya echoed in my mind as I told her the story. 

 “Dominic,” he said worriedly, as we both watched the news on TV, and Michael constantly spoke on the phone with Luke and Damian, so they’d have all the details. “This is not a coincidence.” Walking back and forth in the small space of the airplane, my mind hectically searched for reasons for this happening.

No one targeted two mafia houses within two days just for fun or without an agenda. If I thought Don’s men were behind Radmir’s injury, then…
 “Don would think it was your payback.”

Resting my arms on the table, rage boiled up inside me, because one thing I didn't appreciate being was a fool. The idea of someone trying to place seeds of doubt about Don didn’t even enter my mind when I got news about Radmir. “Which means whoever is behind this has something against both of us.” Threading my fingers through my hair in frustration, I pointed out, “It’s not safe for Rosa to go back to the States right now.” 

 “Yeah, I highly doubt we have a mole in our system. It all goes back to there. We have a better chance of protecting you both in Moscow.” 


The fucker who created a war between Don and me better fucking pray, because I would show him no mercy once I found out who he was. 


Fuck with whomever you want, but don’t fuck with the Bratva.

And fucking never fuck with the pakhan’s woman.

After I finished telling her the story, she sat down from the weight of it. “But why would anyone do this?” Her voice held disbelief.
 “We don’t know, but then it’s the Cosa Nostra and the Bratva we are talking about. Explanations might be endless. Our priority right now is to keep you safe, along with everyone else.” By the grim expression on her face, she didn't much like it, but tough shit. I would never jeopardize her safety. “Your dad would want it.” She turned her head to the side, as a single tear run down the bridge of her nose into the soft white sheets. 

 “Right. Business comes first.” Her angry murmur stung, but nevertheless, I couldn't argue with it.

Unfortunately, in the mafia world, business had to come first; otherwise, it could kill you.
 “Rosa—” 

 “I’d like to clean up and stay alone for the time being.” Everything inside me rebelled at the idea. I didn’t want to leave my female when her heart so clearly was shattered by the information she got from me. Judging by the crazy look in her eyes, she was on the edge of hysteria, and the last thing we needed was for her to lose her shit. 

 “Clothes for you are in the closet.” Her brows rose in surprise. “Thank Michael later.” The last part came off as an order, and before I screwed up anymore shit, I spun around to the door. But she stopped me, wrapped her arm around my waist, and rested her cheek on my shoulder blade. She seemed to be absorbing my strength into every bone in her body so she could breathe easier and deal with the problems better. We stood there without saying anything. She finally kissed my back, and then, with a sigh, she disappeared into the bathroom.
 

Rosa

My eyes were numb from crying. Sitting on the lid of the toilet, I realized that no matter how hard I tried to control my emotions, I just couldn’t. I wanted to be closer to Dad, so he’d have comfort knowing I hadn't abandoned him, but if what Dominic thought was true, we couldn't risk it. Dad would have been the first one to stop me from returning to the States. 


Getting up with a disappointed sigh, I cleaned the fog off the mirror and studied my reflection. Droplets of water from my wet hair splashed down on my collarbone, which was covered in marks from Dom’s nips. My lips were red after our kisses, and my eyes were glazed.

I looked just like a woman in the throes of lust except for the traces of sadness on my face. What happened earlier in the bedroom… not even our garden encounter affected me so much. I was certain I was having an out-of-body experience where every small touch from Dominic pushed me deeper and deeper into the land where only pleasure and an electrifying connection between us existed. If he wanted to take my virginity right there, I’d have let him. And the sight of his cock… 


Okay, so I googled naked guys, because, hey, a girl was curious. Watching porn felt weird and kind of made me fear sex more, but pics worked. But seriously, his was big, and well… big. I simply had no other words for it, and I seriously doubted it could fit inside, and I burst out laughing, because wasn't it such a cliché thought? All heroines in romance novels said the same thing, but they were proven wrong. So, I’d just shove my nerves aside, and do it when it was time for sex.

If ever.

Quickly finishing up, I found jeans and a black T-shirt inside the closet, surprisingly in my size. No shoes were in sight, so I’d use the ones I came in. Critically scanning my appearance one last time, I rushed to the main cabin. Michael wore headphones and clicked hectically on his laptop while his photo camera’s wire stayed attached in a USB port. 


Vitya read some papers while Dom sipped whiskey, listening to the news from the flat screen TV.

All the men paused what they were doing and snapped their attention to me. Their eyes unsettled me, so I walked to Dom, sat on his lap, resting my butt near his groin while my legs extended onto the next chair, and nuzzled his neck, enjoying his masculine scent, which reminded me of cigarettes and expensive cologne—even though he never smoked, or at least, not in front of me.

Resisting this man was useless, so why not embrace the feeling? Michael raised two thumbs, while Vitya approved with a chin lift. Dom froze for a moment, but then his arm circled me, and everyone continued their business.

Russia.

In a few hours we’d be there, in a country I’d never been to before but heard so much about. Visiting was one thing, but I had to love it enough to live in it. And this scared me the most.

What if I could never love Russia, or worse… the Bratva?
 

Man with the dragon tattoo

Lying in a warm pool of blood as my nose greedily inhaled the smell of sex, I watched the fruits of my art through a haze of smoke from the joint in my mouth.

Limbs scattered around the floor, removed eyes and fingers in glass cups, and finally two lifeless bodies, or what was left of them anyway.

Fantastic night. This was supposed to be my celebration party. Instead, Don was fucking alive, so once again, I would have to act a role for him. Loud sobs from the woman lying on my shoulder disturbed my nirvana. “Please stop doing it,” she said with a fear-coated, trembling voice, making my dick stir in the process. Too bad, it was too sore for any more performance, or I’d have fucked her ass raw.

Bianca. Bianca. 


How could she not understand the drill after so many years of being mine? Patting her head gently, I licked the side of her cheek, still enjoying the taste of her essence on my tongue. “Soon, Bianca, we will rule the world.” She shivered, but couldn't get away, because her legs were chained to the cell and her hands were cuffed to me. 


My grand plan slightly detoured with Don’s inability to be killed, but it was still in motion. The pakhan took Rosa with him, which meant he could easily be blamed for this shit, and the war would still be on. Going to Russia was out of the question, but they would come back to States in time for Damian Scott’s wedding.

The day of his wedding would be the day of my revenge against those who diminished me and claimed all the things that were always meant to belong to me. 


And then, fucking then, no one would ever laugh at me again or think I was an unworthy piece of shit. 
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My stomach growled one more time, and nausea hit me hard. Having no food in your mouth in the last three days would do that to a person I imagined. 


We usually had food ready in our regular dumpsters scattered around town, knowing which buildings had better drinks or bread or leftovers of meat and chicken. If we were lucky, we could even find some fruits or vegetables. Sure enough, they smelled like shit or had mold on them, but still it was possible to find delicious places to bite into. The food was enough to keep us going until four days ago, when some gang, which consisted of five young, muscled men, blocked the dumpsters and told us to not enter their territory. It belonged to their ‘beggars,’ whatever that meant. 


Duncan and Marty scouted other neighborhoods, but they had no luck. Plus, the guys were too old to spend their days on the street, so the responsibility was placed on my shoulders, even if it wasn't said out loud. 


They took me in when no one wanted me, so I had to repay their kindness. 


The crowded Austin street right in the middle of the day was busy with people running around to work, or families enjoying outings together. Some walked their dogs or held burgers in their hands. The place was perfect for what I had in mind—stealing some wallets. I knew stealing was a bad thing, and Duncan and Marty didn't approve of it, but desperate times called for desperate measures. The only time I ever did was to get some scarves, hats, or gloves for us.

But we simply couldn't survive one more day without at least a few slices of bread, and no matter how much I begged on the streets or stood near supermarkets, folks passed me by with an annoyed expression or fear. One of them even muttered, “Those shouldn't even be allowed here.” Her words stung, because what the fuck did she know about life on the streets? Sometimes life didn't give you a choice and you had to make the best of what you had. 


Stupid, ignorant people. 


So I lurked in the corner, studying everyone and searching for the best spot to grab a wallet.

A woman passed by. She held her baby as her bag swung from side to side, making it an easy target. Her baby cried, and she seemed tired, because no matter how many times she muttered, “Sssh,” the toddler wouldn't shut up. No, single mothers were out of the question.

An old man slowly walked with a cane, a twenty peeking from his back pocket, but again, my conscience wouldn't allow me to do it. Who the fuck knew how much money he had anyway? Maybe it was his last twenty.

A kid ran quickly with his backpack hanging low, but yeah, a no too.

Fuck, could someone suitable finally appear?

And then, for the first time in my fucked-up life, God granted my wish. An older man, maybe in his late forties, wearing a grey suit, slowly strolled down the street as he read a newspaper. Sunglasses hid his expression, but by the expensive gold watch on his wrist, it was clear as day he was loaded, and my little Robin Hood act wouldn't hurt his lifestyle. The brown wallet bulged in his right pocket, so my eyes zoomed in on the target, and as he passed me by, I dug my hand in, quickly took it out, and almost screamed in victory. 


However, it didn't last long, as his strong arm grabbed mine and I came face to face with gray-as-steel eyes as the man removed his glasses and scanned my appearance. Out of nowhere, four muscled men with guns wearing identical black suits showed up behind him, and the corner of the street became impossibly small. 

 “Name.” Only one word, but his voice was stern, and I mentally prepared for the blow that would come. In my experience, such men weren't kind. 

 “Dominic,” I replied, swallowing hard. 

 “Where did you learn to do it so flawlessly, boy?” 


Boy. Toy. Pet.

I struggled through his hold, as fear crept in at the idea this man would kidnap me and order me to service him. He didn't budge, his hold still strong on me, but something flashed through his eyes, and for a second, kindness shone through them. “Do you want to live, Dominic?” he asked, rubbing his chin while his men looked at me, confused. 


Did I?

For so long, my only wish was death, but the two years on the streets… they gave me an opportunity to discover the world, and as stupid as it sounded, I still wished to breathe and walk.

To have the freedom of going wherever the hell I pleased, even if it meant being called ‘homeless.’
 “Yes,” I replied, hesitation coloring my voice. 


His mouth spread in a welcoming smile, as he said, “Then I have a proposition for you.” 


That day, Vasya Konstantinov took me under his wing, essentially making the Bratva my family. 


The day my life finally changed for the better. 

 

Dominic

Going down the stairs, I glanced back as the clicking of Rosa’s heels halted as if she were undecided about taking the next step. 


She stood with her eyes wide, as she placed her hand above her brow, shielding herself from the early morning sun. 

 “Rosa?” 


She frowned, and then fanned herself. “It’s hot,” she said, with a dumbstruck expression on her face. 

 “Last time I checked, we had August on the calendar.” 

 “But it’s Russia,” she replied so matter-of-factly that I needed a moment for her words to sink in. 


The minute they did, I tilted my head back and laughed loudly, which probably surprised my people waiting for us on the ground. Folding her arms, she glared at me. “What’s so funny?” 


Holding my stomach because it hurt from my amusement, I replied, “Please tell me you aren't one of those people who thinks Russia has only cold weather and bears walk around on the streets as the population sips vodka on a daily basis?” Her cheeks heated as she swallowed loudly, giving me the answers I needed. “Believe it or not, we even have those tall buildings called skyscrapers.” 


The glare returned with full force, and she opened her mouth with a comeback, but she was interrupted by a low voice behind me. “Pakhan.” Turning around, I noticed Yuri for the first time standing with the rest of my byki
near three white Mercedes S-classes. He removed the glasses from his face as his observant blue eyes scanned Rose with little interest.

Only one woman interested him, but unfortunately for everyone involved, she died tragically ten years ago when he fell in love with the enemy. Finally, we reached the button of the stairs, coming closer to the men as Vitya and Michael followed us.
 “Yuri,” I greeted, as he extended his hand, and one arm hugged me. 

 “Good to see you.” He patted my back, then murmured for my ears only, “Warehouse.” Fuck. We only met there if no one could deal with the problems but me. Not exactly how I planned my first day back at home with my woman who needed me, but business called.

And the pakhan’s first priority was the Bratva. Nodding, I grabbed Rosa’s chin while she slumped her shoulders, clearly not liking all these scary-looking men. “Krasavica, Michael will take you to headquarters. Get comfortable there, and I’ll come back as soon as I can.” That was what men usually did, right? They informed their women about their whereabouts and all that jazz? 


Expecting an emotional outburst or whining, she shocked me with a soft peck on the cheek, and the surprise on the faces of my byki
and Yuri was plain to see.

I fucked women and then dismissed them right away. Never once had I had a mistress who lasted longer than one night. But Rosa was no piece of ass or a mistress, and I’d make sure everyone knew and remembered it. 


Michael already had the car ready for Rosa, so I opened the door and motioned for her to get in. She sat comfortably, alone in the back, as I closed it behind her, and Michael hopped in the front seat near the driver, but not before he shared a look with Vitya. Once they left the airport, my attention focused on Yuri, as I ordered, “Talk. Details. Names. Everything.”

Sighing heavily, he proceeded to deliver more information that boiled my blood. 

 

Rosa
 “We’re here,” Michael said, while lip-synching to some Russian song that sounded like someone pulled a cat’s tail, and I didn't understand shit, but by his shoulders swaying to the beat and the driver’s constant nodding along, the song seemed quite popular.

To each their own, I guessed. “Thank God,” I muttered, and without bothering to wait, I jumped from the car and looked at the huge mansion standing in front of me. 


The huge construction spread horizontally, as though divided into different sections. Made out of brown brick, it probably could withstand fire and tornadoes. Several windows had balconies, and the whole thing was surrounded by the forest in the middle of fucking nowhere. Metal bars with cameras surrounded the area, so no one could enter without notice, or escape for that matter. Overall, the mansion expressed an expensive design but at the same time hopelessness and depression, because the green grass had no flowers, fountains, or little trees. Just concrete paths for long walks and a huge parking area for multiple cars, motorcycles, and… was that a truck?

My stomach flipped as flashbacks assaulted me. My knees wobbled, and Michael caught my arm in time. 


This place reminded me so much of the place Erik had kept me, no escape, nothing. “It gets easier in time,” he whispered in my ear, and my eyes travelled to his, finding there, for the first time, the same pain that hid in my heart. “Promise you, it’s not half as bad as it looks.” Squeezing his hand tighter, I let him walk me toward the entrance with massive iron doors, which opened the minute Michael entered a specific code, and then we immediately stepped into another world.

How else could I describe what my eyes saw?

Loud music blared from the speakers, cigar smoke in the air, alcohol, and something else, musky and gagging. Through the blur, I noticed navy-blue couches, billiard tables, men chatting and laughing, along with women sitting on their laps or wandering around or dancing on the table in short skirts or see-through lingerie. A black marble floor reflected the colorful crystal chandelier hanging dangerously low, considering how high those, well… women swayed their hands. Curtains were permanently shut, hammered to the wall with pointed nails where a few jackets hung. 


A bar was in the corner of the room with a wooden counter and a better assortment of alcohol than in some clubs. A bartender with a huge tiger tattoo on his arm efficiently created new drinks and passed them to anyone who ordered. In other words, apparently the mafia guys unwound here. 


He brought me to his headquarters? Cosa Nostra’s headquarters in New York were located outside of town too, where members owned rooms, practiced their fighting and gun skills, fucked whores, and generally discussed business. As far as I remembered, Dad used to live in there too before he married Mom, or so I was told.

This reminded me a lot of biker compounds I read in romance novels. Wasn't mafia supposed to be different?
 “I think this place requires no introduction,” Michael joked. “Once you walk farther into the main lobby, the second floor’s right wing belongs to the pakhan, so that will be your place too. The first floor consists of single rooms for the Bratva, Dom’s office, basement, kitchen, and dining room. The outside has a swimming pool, sauna, firing range, and various equipment for gym activity. Any questions?” 


Blinking a few times from all this information given at once, I shook my head. “I’m good, thanks.” 

 “Okay then, let’s go to—” His back pocket vibrated, and he held his index finger up for me to wait a second as he picked it up. “Ало? Что? Какова хрена, Дима. У меня тут женщина босса.” (Alo? Chto? Kakova hrena, Dima. U menya tut jensina bossa.) Whatever he said was blah blah blah and more blah to me, I had some knowledge in the Russian language, but for sure, it didn't extend to full sentences when native speakers spoke fast. 


He hung up the phone and smiled at me apologetically. “I’m sorry, Rosa. There is an emergency, and Dima needs me to fix it.” He tangled his fingers in his hair, exhaling a frustrated sigh, clearly not happy with the thought of leaving me alone. 

 “Hey, no problem. I don’t need a supervisor.” 


He didn't look convinced, but nodded anyway. “Kostya!” he shouted, and the bartender raised his head in our direction. “Come here.” The man huffed, annoyed, and ended up at our side after a few seconds.
 “Что надо?”(Chto nado?) His voice was deep and husky, which went well with his bold hair, sky blue eyes, and pale skin. He was buff with tattoos covering his neck and arms, and he had piercings in his brows, while his forehead glistened with sweat. 

 “Женщина Пахана.” (Jensina Pakhana.) He introduced me as pakhan’s woman.

Kostya nodded and scanned my appearance with a bored expression. 


Relieved with him obviously agreeing, Michael kissed me on the cheek. “He’ll show you to your room. I’ll be back as soon as possible.” He placed his iPod in my hand. “Enjoy some music.” Yeah, no. If his playlist consisted of songs similar to the ones he listened to in the car, my ears couldn't take more bleeding. 


Once he disappeared, Kostya motioned with his head. “Follow me.” I raised my brow in surprise at his English with a heavy accent. “American this time. Russian pussy apparently is not good anymore.” I frowned but couldn't dwell on it much as he led us to a narrow hall with black carpet and rooms on each side like in a hotel. He entered one in the middle and turned on the light. The room wasn't much to look at. A small closet with clothes, a balcony with a view of the main side of the house, a king-sized black bed with rumpled sheets, and a modest nightstand with a white bedside lamp. 


Um, the pakhan of the Bratva resided in
here? “Are you sure you aren't mistaken?” I asked, and he didn't even bother replying, closing the door behind him.

Deciding to explore the room, I searched through the closet and bedside drawers, but found nothing but a huge stack of condoms and my heart sank.

He brought me to a place where he fucked other women? Only now, my eyes registered rumbled sheets, stains of red lipstick, and female toiletries in the bathroom. Devastation at seeing this part of his life shook me to my core, and I wanted nothing more than to lie down and close my eyes from all this shit, but no way in hell would I sit on his fuck pad!

How dare he even bring me here? Where was his respect? Frankly, he was no blushing virgin, but to be so blindly oblivious to my feelings?

Then another thought swooshed all the air from my lungs. Had he been faithful all this time? He came to Russia quite frequently. Were there women in between? The buzzing sound in my ear threatened to send me into a panic attack, so before it happened, I darted from the room and back to the bar to forget myself in the drink and music.
 

Dominic 

 “Pakhan, please,” the man begged on his knees, almost kissing the tips of my leather shoes, as he breathed heavily in fear. Vitya cursed in Russian, clearly disapproving of such behavior while other byki, bodyguards, snickered. 


I raised my eyes to them, which instantly made them shut up, then kicked the man at my feet aside, as a result giving him one more wound on his forehead. The son of a bitch groaned in pain and grabbed his nose as blood slowly dripped through his fingers onto the floor.

I didn't need to give my cleaner more work than necessary, so it was time to end all this shit. 

 “Всего один раз, Пакхан. Больше это не повториться. Никогда.” (Vsego odin raz, Pakhan. Bolshe eto ne povtoritsya. Nikogda.) All the while, he pleaded and promised it was only once, and he’d never do it again. I took out my gun then put it at his forehead and prepared to shoot him. Finally, he shut up, while I lowered it to his heart, and the man froze in fear with one last look pleading for mercy.
 “There are no second chances with the Bratva.” And without waiting, I fired the gun as the man’s lifeless body slumped, his eyes open. 


Before I could even call him, Misha made his way through the other members and took out his black case as he studied the body with interest. He passed me a white handkerchief to clean my gun, and I gave it back. Then he kneeled on the floor and started doing his job. 

 “Easy job, Pakhan.” He shooed us out with his white gloves, and I started on my way to the exit of the warehouse as my people followed me. 

 “How the fuck did it happen, Yuri?” I barked, while his lips thinned. “How could he sell drugs to kids near the school under your fucking nose for so long?” 

 “This was not my responsibility,” he replied coldly, and I barely restrained myself from choking him. “Nikolai is your brigadier. He is supposed to look into all the areas and make a report on them.” Then he pointed at Vitya. “And he has to be here to kick their asses. Don’t blame me for your mistakes.” 


My jaw ticked, not liking his tone. “Watch who you talk to, Yuri.” 


He narrowed his eyes. “You know what, Dom? You are forgetting we all grew up together in this brotherhood. Don’t act all high and mighty when you need people like us running your business while you chase some сучка(suchka) in New York.” Calling my woman a bitch was the last straw.

Quickly, I snapped my arm back, then, with all my might, punched him in the face, his head jerking back. He snarled but didn’t retaliate, because we had people watching. Had we been alone, he’d react differently. “Don’t talk about her ever again,” I warned, and he chuckled, although it lacked humor. 

 “So that’s how it is?” 


Frowning, I folded my arms. “She’s the future wife of the pakhan. Show disrespect again, and I’ll end your life.” Yuri and I joined the Bratva at the same time. The only difference was he was found half beaten to death on the streets of Moscow, and Radmir helped him out. We trained together, fought together, killed together.

Inseparable best friends until Savannah happened and ruined him, to the point of me not being able to stand him. Had it not been for his exceptional mathematical skills along with a finance degree, he wouldn't have been a kaznachei. 

 “Clear, Pakhan.” He turned to Vitya. “Some guys in the Bratva are planning to ambush Michael for his ‘likes.’ You know, like preferring men?” Vitya showed no reaction to that statement, so he continued, “I thought you’d want to know Ivan and Kuzya had baseball bats ready to attack on Tuesday night. You know, since you are the Bratva’s enforcer and all.” The message between the lines was clear for everyone involved, so he dusted his knees and addressed me. “I’ll talk to the others who might be involved. I will keep you posted.” He slapped Vitya on the back. “Пака братуха.”(Poka, Bratuha) Telling us goodbye, he sat in the driver’s seat of his Mercedes and drove away, leaving us standing in the dust.
 “I’m going to kill them,” Vitya stated matter-of-factly, still with a completely blank expression. 

 “You cannot.” 


His hands clenched into fists. “So you are telling me they can hurt Michael, and you won’t care?” 


Holding his stare, I said coldly, “As the pakhan of the Bratva, you do not have my permission to end their life based on their beliefs. They are faithful to the brotherhood.” Pausing, I clicked my fingers for the car to start as Vlad waited by the door for me. “That being said… if they turn up dead and I have no evidence or trace of the killer, I’ll have no choice but to accept it.” 


His deadly smile would probably scare some people. “Headquarters.” Somehow, the idea of my Rosa alone in that fucked-up place with only Michael to supervise her didn't sit well with me. My phone rang, as the display showed Damian, and I quickly picked it up. “Hey.” 


He cleared his throat. “Hey, brother of mine.” We got silent for a second, because whenever he said brother, all the memories of the cell flashed through our minds, and we didn't know how to deal with the new relationship we had, despite our semi-warm reunion at our parents’ graves. “Any news on Don?” 

 “Yes, that’s why I’m calling, actually. He is stable now, although those burns and scars will be a bitch. The younger one wasn't as lucky,” he said grimly.
 “Just how unlucky?” Despite all this stupid shit with the engagement, I had nothing against Lorenzo. He was professional to a T.
 “Last time they checked his eyes, he couldn't see. They explained it was some shit with internal bleeding. Add it to everything else, and I’m seriously not sure about his psychological state.” Fuck, poor guy.
 “Any idea on who it might be?” 


His tone clipped, he replied, “None, but I’m working on it. All this requires a plan, so it has to be a person from within. Don’t worry, Dom. If anyone can find one fucked up person, it would be me.” 


Yeah, no one would fuck with Sociopath. “I never had this desire,” I suddenly said. 


He paused on the other end of the line, and asked, “What do you mean?” 


Clearing my throat, I tried my best to explain my point. “Those sadistic tendencies to inflict pain on people. Enjoying torture. I kill when it needs to be done for the brotherhood, but… actually getting a thrill out of it? No. That’s not me.” And that was part of the reason I couldn't form a normal relationship with him now. The all-consuming guilt ate me from inside, because had we traded places all those years ago? I wouldn't have gone on the path of revenge. I’d have wanted to live peacefully, never being part of this grim world again. But my brother, to avenge me, became a sociopath, and it killed me to know and admit I wouldn't have done the same for him. 


Damian grew silent for several beats and then sighed heavily. “Dominic, even back at the cell, I wanted to hurt them. Yes, the path I’d chosen had everything to do with you, but ultimately… had I been alone in the cell and got out? The outcome would have been the same. I needed their blood, suffering, cries of pain. I wouldn't have found peace otherwise.” 

 “You did with Sapphire.” 


He chuckled, but then added seriously and sadly at the same time, “Some memories and nightmares you just can’t outrun, brother.”

Wasn't that the truth? 

 

Man with the dragon tattoo
 “This was an attack on the familia. Serious measures were needed.” Dad gulped his whiskey and wiped his mouth, wincing from the bitter taste. 

 “The pakhan left for Russia. Scheduling an assassination on his own territory is reckless and stupid,” I protested, and almost patted myself on the back for my great acting skills. 


Dad waved his hand dismissively. “What do you know? You’re too young.” His voice, as usual, was colored with distain and disgust, as he repeatedly told me not to join Cosa Nostra and give my talent better use. Father worshiped our mother and his boys, and in his eyes, we could do no wrong. Family picnics, fishing trips, lots of love. I had it all, but something was always missing, and it was difficult to control my raging temper when nothing went according to plan.

So all the building rage boiling in my blood, I transferred first to animals and then women, getting off on all the pain in its most sadistic forms. Had anyone heard my story, they would try to search for the psychological triggers or bad treatment or abuse, so they could justify all the evil. But sometimes a person didn't need a reason to be bad, he was just born with certain desires that he or she couldn’t help. Or so I thought. 


Who came up with right and wrong anyway? 

 “Don is our priority now. Let’s focus on getting him back in the saddle, before making decisions without consulting him first.” 


Dad nodded, pouring himself more whiskey as his eyes gentled when they settled on me. “When is the wedding?” 


Shit, Bianca. Dad just dreamed about grandkids and a happily ever after, and I fed his hopes with that little tidbit, which would never come true. “In six months.” 


He frowned. “Why wait so long? I’m not getting any younger.” The silver knife itched my knee, and my hands twitched to throw it at his neck so he’d shut up, but the fake smile stayed plastered on my face. “In time.” 


He shrugged, and said, “I like her. Bianca is a good girl.” 


Yes, indeed she was. My life was blessed when she entered my world. No one cried in desperation so truthfully or tasted so delicious. She still managed to hold that aura of innocence around her, although there wasn't a place I hadn't fucked. 


Bianca. Bianca.

Adding Rosa to our mix would bring impossible-to-stand pleasure, so I couldn't wait.

A month and a half.

Just a month and a half until my knife would sink into her heart as my cock fucked her raw, dry pussy.
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A fist connected with my cheek and my head swung to the side to the loud cheering of the crowd. “Yes, Radmir! Give it to him!” Misha shouted, but at the same time, added, “Come on, Dom! Hit the guy.” Shaking my head to get all my addled senses straight, I went for the kill when I threw my arm back and hit him right in the nose, and at the same time, my other fist punched him in the gut so he had bent in two. 


Both of us stood in the middle of the fighting ring, our boxing shorts wet as sweat slowly dripped from our chests and foreheads. We breathed heavily, each one of us measuring the opponent, looking for a weak spot to hit harder, and in the end, to win the fight. 


One of the first things the Bratva did was teach their newbies how to fight.

As it turned out, Vasya Konstantinov was the pakhan of the Bratva, who didn't take kindly to me trying to rob him, but he was impressed with my stealthy approach. He saw talent in it, so he offered for me to go back to Russia with him and learn to become a full-patch member, or die on the streets.

Needless to say, I chose the former, but I couldn't leave Marty and Duncan behind, so I begged for their lives.

Surprisingly, he agreed, placing them in an elderly home and warning me that he would take all the cost from my cut, whatever the hell that meant. 


Living in the Bratva was no hearts and flowers. As a newbie, I did all the errand work, studied Russian, which was fucking hard, built muscles and stamina in the gym or running around in the mornings, learned to drive all sorts of vehicles, got interested in guns, as they really caught my attention, and finally fighting.

You couldn't be a member if you knew shit about protecting those involved in the family. Which brought us back to here, where Radmir, Vasya’s sovietnik, decided to fight with me to see how much I’d grown in the last year and a half in the house.

He swung one more time, but he made the mistake of taking a step too quickly, so I darted after him and delivered the final blow that sent him to the floor. Everyone whistled, and my eyes made contact with Vasya’s. He raised his vodka shot and winked, clearly liking my progress.

Holding my hand out to help Radmir get up, he surprised me with his smile, as he commended, “Good job, Dom. I’m proud of you.” He one-arm hugged me, and murmured, “Forward. Never back.” 


Nodding, I let go, and to the continuous cheer of the crowd, I went to have a hot shower—turned out it still existed—to remove the grime of the evening.

Forward. Never back.

He said the same words to me after I had my first vodka shots and spilled my secrets to him with Vasya in the room. Their faces darkened, but they only kept on saying the same thing.

Forward. Never back.

And today, I finally understood their meaning. 

 

Rosa
 “Sex on the beach, please.” 


Kostya’s brows rose in surprise as he noticed my presence back in the room, and then he frowned. “What are you doing here?” Seriously, could he be any friendlier? 

 “Got bored of waiting.” By his displeasure, I got the feeling it wasn't the usual occurrence with Dominic’s women. Maybe he just fucked them immediately once they had arrived, and little old me was an exception in this scenario. 


Kostya reluctantly picked up the shaker when I didn’t budge or shy away from his stare. He mixed all the ingredients, adding vodka to it, and even placing an umbrella along with a pineapple chunk on the edge of the cup. “I didn't think it had fruit.” But some refresher would be nice for my dry mouth. 

 “Consider it on the house,” he said with a straight face; otherwise, I’d think he was joking. 


The orange liquid smelled and looked delicious, and my lips wrapped around the straw. Just as I was about to take a sip, a woman plopped on the high bar seat next to me. She leaned over the counter, grabbed a Bacardi bottle along with a glass, poured herself a drink, and added Coke from the can. Raising it high, she addressed me, “Cheers, girl,” and gulped the whole thing in one swig. 


Blinking a few times, I studied her as she swung her chest to the beat of the music, which reminded me of the David Guetta song “Sexy Bitch.” She wore a khaki top, pants, and black army boots laced up the front. Her hair in a bun on the top of her head was blue, which along with her brown eyes gave a rather creepy look. As if she could know all your dark secrets. 


Her porcelain skin highlighted her bruises, while her fit, muscled body oozed confidence and the whole ‘don’t give a fuck’ attitude. “Как тебя зовут?”(Kak tebya zavut?) Her voice was husky, as if she had a sore throat. I heard somewhere guys fucking loved it, because it reminded them of sex. Would my voice change during the act?

But hey, on the bright side, I understood her asking for my name! “Меня зовут Роза.”(Menya zavut Rosa.) God, one could break their tongue speaking in their language. The next glass she was about to gulp halted near her mouth as Kostya cursed, and the shaker dropped to the floor. Both of them looked at me with their eyes wide and mouths hanging open. 


Um… was my name so unusual in Russia, or ugly? Sipping my drink, I decided I’d raise my middle finger to everyone who commented on it. 

 “You brought her here, you idiot?” she shouted at Kostya in English, as my head moved from side to side, listening to their conversation.
 “How was I supposed to know? Michael told me she was the pakhan’s woman. So I took her to his hotel room.” 


Huh? Hotel room? They had a rather strange nickname for his fuck pad. The thought of the bed where he screwed many women instantly made me angry, so I sipped more of my drink and winced at how strong it actually was. Kostya sure didn’t hold back on the vodka. However, burning sensations heated up my skin and my mood shifted to happier. 

 “You are an idiot,” she repeated, and the more the woman spoke, the more I considered her a friend. 

 “She’s right. You are an idiot.” They both snapped their attention to me, and I laughed hard. Somehow, euphoria was washing over me and a hiccup escaped my lips. 

 “What the hell did you give her?” the blue-haired woman asked him, and then sniffed my drink. “Kostya, he is going to kill you. Almost no juice.” 


The man raised his hands in defeat. “What? I thought she needed liquid courage.” 

 “Blyat…” Their voices faded as Kid Cudi’s “Memories” started to play, and suddenly my muscles ached to dance and forget about all my problems with the music. With all the studying and dating, I forgot about my hobby. What good did it do me, really?

Placing the glass on the bar top, I darted to the middle of the dance floor and swayed my hips to the music, bending my elbows, spinning, and lip-synching to the song. My eyes closed as the beat took me prisoner, while nothing existed but this moment where I was incredibly happy. 


Dominic who?

Yeah, exactly. Arms circled around me, pulling me back on someone’s hard-on, and I froze. Spinning quickly, a muscled man with his hair cut in a Mohawk grinned widely at me. “Какая красивая.”(Kakaya krasivaya.)
His breath smelled of the alcohol and cigarettes he’d probably consumed greedily at this party. 


Pushing at his chest, I said, “Let go of me.” 

 “American?” he asked, surprised, and what the ever-loving fuck? Did all these Russian guys speak English? Was it some kind of requirement to enter the organization? Had a good grade in English? Come on in, and if not, get the hell out. 

 “In that case, you’re one hot babe.” He tried to push his knee between my legs, but I kept them closed and pushed again. I might have been drunk, but not so much I was already looking for a rebound.

A loud roar from the doorway interrupted our argument. “Убери от неё свои руки!”
(Uberi ot nee svoie ruki!) Dominic’s enraged command electrified the air as he strode toward us, menace shining from his eyes. In a second, he squeezed the Mohawk guy’s neck and threw him into the pool table as the guy crumpled painfully to the floor. The music cut off, people watching us with fear and curiosity at the same time, while no one spoke a word. “Kostya,” he barked, and the guy came immediately with the blue-haired warrior. “Why is my woman in the middle of this party with Gleb touching her?” The Mohawk guy chose this moment to moan, getting up wobbily, as blood slipped through his fingers on the floor. Dom must have broken his nose. 

 “Pakhan, I meant no disrespect. No one told me she was yours.” 


Dominic glanced at me and then took out the cross on my neck for everyone to see. “This wasn't indication enough?” Then he frowned, creating a deep line between his brows. “How could you not know? Michael had specific instructions to introduce her. Where the fuck is he?” 


Kostya stood in front of him, his hands in his pockets, his icy-blue pools deep with regret. “It’s my fault. We misunderstood each other. I left her in your hotel room, and she decided to have a drink and hang out with us.” Well, hang out was a strong word for what we had going on before Dom showed up, but apparently Kostya lived in his own reality.

Dom’s face transformed from pissed off to deadly in a matter of seconds, his cheeks blushing and his eyes filling with shame. Our gazes clashed as he raised his hand to caress my cheek, but instinctively, I flinched and clenched my hands into fists. Just remembering his room and all the implications of his past liaisons made me nauseous, and I didn't care that it was stupid to be jealous of the past. 


Focusing his attention on his people, he said slowly, yet with so much force in his voice that I wanted to hide under a blanket. “All of you, listen to me well. This here”—he pointed at me—“is my woman. Not a piece of ass you can disrespect, but the pakhan’s future wife.” Blinking rapidly at this information, I wondered if that was his proposal or something, because I sure as hell never got the ring. “No one touches her. No one breathes in her direction without my permission. If you upset her, you upset me. And more importantly, protect her with your life. Is that clear?” They nodded rapidly, although some of them, by the skeptical looks, weren't convinced or happy with his choice. 


Oh, screw them. 

 “Kostya, three o'clock, my office.” Then he addressed the woman. “Konstanciya, you too.” 

 “What the hell did I do wrong?” she whined, folding her arms and glaring at the bartender. “He’s the one who screwed up.” Dom ignored her comment, and she cast her eyes down at his fierce stare. 

 “Rosa, let’s go.” Stepping back, I shook my head in denial. 

 “Thanks, but no thanks. I prefer to stay here.” Then I couldn't help but add, “Enjoy relaxing in your fuck pad.” 


One second, I stood high and mighty, and the next, Dominic threw me over his shoulder and strolled in the direction of the lobby. He walked up the stairs to the second floor as my head kept spinning from being upside down and the drink I’d consumed. “Your fuck pad is there.” I motioned at no particular place, just knowing one of the rooms downstairs was his. “Where are you taking me?” The hard slap on my ass came out of nowhere, and I rubbed my butt cheek. “Ouch, that hurt!”
 “Quiet,” he growled, and my rage boiled over. 

 “Why?” God, why did I sound like a stupid teenager? “Showing me such disrespect, placing me in the same room as your whores.” Guilt washed over me, because maybe all those women he had slept with weren't whores, but when you had feelings for a man and dealt with his past… yeah, all women were whores and bitches. No one wanted to paint an image of a sweet, caring woman in her head. 


He reached some big-ass wooden door, opened it easily, and went inside, placing me back on my feet. I had to grab his arms as my knees wobbled. 


Holy hell. I certainly didn't expect that.
 

Dominic

Rosa’s jaw almost hit the floor from her shock, and I scanned my home along with her.

My apartment wing consisted of three rooms, two bathrooms, and a huge balcony with one big window, which opened up to a view of the whole mansion. The suite also had a secret passage that led to all the important places, something Vasya made sure to show and explain to me. Being the pakhan of the Bratva, you had to always know how to protect your family and the people relying on you. Before, I didn't give a shit about this, but after deciding to claim Rosa as mine, I couldn't help but appreciate the knowledge. 


The wing had marble floors with small squares, which glistened under the crystal chandelier. Expensive leather couches, chairs, and a flat-screen TV dominated the living room that also had a small bar with gold glasses. An expensive Persian rug was in front of the fireplace, which was rarely used these days. Leaving her gaping at the place, I walked to the small office containing a huge, black oak desk with a computer on it. I placed our passports, documents, and the information about finances Yuri gave me in the safe and shut off the light then went back after my woman. 

 “It’s well… luxurious.” Her eyes met mine. “More like the pakhan’s apartment. Your hotel room didn't impress me much, to tell you the truth.” Hurt colored her voice as she wrapped her arms around her chest as if protecting herself from me. 


My heart panged painfully, regretting she had stepped even a foot there. That room was reserved strictly for hooking up with women. As a result, the room was nicknamed by my men the ‘hotel room,’ and everyone knew not to disturb me if I was in it. Usually, the whole encounter lasted only a few hours, and it never meant anything. Yeah, an asshole thing to say, but I never promised anyone anything. Shameful as it was, I didn't even care for their pleasure in bed. 

 “It’s not mine anymore.” 


She licked her lips, and asked quietly, “For how long?” 


Sighing heavily, I palmed her face, raising her chin so she wouldn't be able to hide her emotions from me. “I don't claim to be a saint, but, krasavica, I haven't touched anyone since seeing your picture in the office almost two and a half months ago.” Pausing for a moment, I didn't know if I should share more, or how it even worked between couples, but I decided to go for complete honesty. “That’s the day I last had sex too.” She flinched, trying to get away from me, but I wouldn't let go. “Rosa, please try to understand it.” 

 “I do. I just—I don’t want to sleep in the same place where they did.” Her voice was so low, barely a whisper. 

 “No one has ever entered here.” 


Her brows lifted in surprise. “Really?”
 “Yes.” My mouth covered hers in a soft, chaste kiss, as she sighed in pleasure, circling her arms around my neck. Dropping my open palms on her ass, I picked her up so she’d wrap those shapely thighs of hers around my waist as we continued. “Let me show you the rest.” With that, I guided us to my master bedroom. 


Vasya had lived in these rooms for thirty years, and as expected, the last thing I wanted was to move in here, but once you were the pakhan, you didn't have a choice. Changing anything in the other two rooms was senseless. All the furniture was already antique, and I didn't spend enough time there to care. 


However, the master bedroom was a different story. I rearranged everything. I threw away the massive bed, couch, all the Dominant crap Vasya had. I got rid of the red satin sheets and curtains, expensive clocks, and artwork. The bathroom was cleared of all the feminine necessities— who the hell would use them anyway? Instead, a single black mattress was on the floor with a woolen blanket. Several candles were placed in different corners of the room. A curtain hung to the side of the balcony door, allowing the cool breeze along with dusky light inside. Because of the size of the window, the room didn't really need any lamps or chandeliers, so I'd removed them too. 


Canvases and paints were scattered on the floor, against the wall, everywhere. The single thing I had for myself in this life. My hands twitched with longing, as Rosa gasped, “Oh, my God, you paint?” She wiggled out of my embrace and looked around, her eyes sparkling with wonderment and appreciation. 

 “Yes.” Clearing my throat, I elaborated, “After Vasya took me in… somehow the brush and painting became my best friends, and I couldn't stop even if someone put a gun to my head.” 

 “Well you shouldn’t. You have talent.” My cheeks heated, not used to compliments, as no one ever had the chance to study my art. Her fingers ran over the canvas, touching it gently and tenderly. “What’s this?” The painting showed the Baikal Lake during a rainstorm. Navy blue dominated the painting as nature ruled over the people in the boat, who unfortunately were drowning. 

 “Baikal Lake. The idea of the absolute power of nature fascinates me.”
 “Everyone is powerless against it,” she whispered.
 “Exactly.” 


She hugged me close. “Would you paint something for me?” 

 “Yeah.” Without thinking, I said, “You naked.” She froze, leaned back, and blinked a few times. My mouth opened to make a joke of it, but she nodded. She fucking nodded. 

 “Is there a bathroom in here?” As I pointed at the door near the walk-in closet, she practically ran to it and closed the door after her. 


Did my woman just agree to pose naked for me? Toeing off my shoes, I took off my shirt, leaving only my black jeans on, put my hair back in a bun so it wouldn't get in the way, and prepared the surroundings for the perfect atmosphere. 


I lit several candles, removed the blanket from the mattress, dropped my shirt on it in case she felt modest, and allowed the fresh air to slip in from the open balcony door.

The only thing missing was my woman, who I couldn't fucking wait to paint. 

 

Rosa

What the hell are you doing, girl?

The question ran through my mind for the hundredth time as I studied myself in the mirror.

Naked. Completely freaking naked. 


My full breasts heaved, rose nipples stood up, while my narrow waist dipped enough to showcase my wide hips, which no amount of Pilates helped get rid of. My silky, dark hair cascaded down my back in straight lines. With lust-hooded eyes from the idea of Dominic seeing me like this, I reminded myself of Monica Bellucci, only with a bigger ass. 


A soft knock on the door snapped me from my thoughts. “Rosa?” 


Shivers ran down my spine at hearing his low, gruff voice. “Yes?” Surprisingly, my voice transformed into husky too, and all of a sudden, it was too hot to breathe or stay inside. 

 “I have something for you.” He cleared his throat. “I’ll leave it on the handle. I think… just wear it.” After a beat, I heard his feet padding farther into the room, away from me. 


Frowning, I cracked open the door slightly, reached for the thing from the inside, and closed it quickly, my heart beating fast against my ribcage. I couldn't even explain why.

My hands removed the wrapping, and I gasped as the tiny, sheer, black lacy nightgown that was soft as silk came into view. I put it on along with the lacy panties that barely covered my butt. The cloth rubbed my nipples, making them sensitive, and my body buzzed with excitement. I didn't know how it was possible, but somehow this tiny bit of lace made me feel more naked. It sure as hell displayed my curves in a better way. 


Exhaling a breath, with determination running in my blood, I exited the bathroom and joined Dom. His back was to me as he dipped the brushes in a water bowl, lining them up one-by-one according to size and shape on the small wooden desk near his canvas. He must have heard me, because he glanced over his shoulder, blinked, and then slowly turned, his amber pools getting darker and darker as they gazed at me with lust. The cold air from the AC nipped my skin, and shivers ran down my spine. 

 “Where do you want me?” I asked throatily, as his jaw ticked from how hard he was gritting his teeth, and the wooden brush in his hand cracked. Because of the control he was holding onto? 

 “On the mattress, in the middle where the sun will shine on you.” Gulping air into my lungs, I sauntered to it and kneeled, crawling to the middle, while thinking which position to take. Sexy or innocent? I almost snorted, because who’d be innocent in this gown?

A poster of pinup girls that once occupied Lorenzo’s walls when we were kids flashed through my mind. I had a favorite one by Gil Elvgren with a brunette pinup model. She sat on her calves, bending forward, one hand on the bed while the other stretched under her breasts with a palm peeking through the opening of her another arm. Her chin raised, her facial features reflecting grace and sexiness. Her nightgown was see-through white, and the innocence of it with her pose always created an interesting contrast for me. 


Containing all my courage in a tiny cup inside me, I recreated the pose, and the minute I did, Dominic’s loud inhale of breath put all my nerves on alert. My head was dizzy from the adrenalin and desire. We held each other’s stare for a moment. Then he picked up the brush, dipped it in light brown paint, and his hands moved flawlessly on the canvas.

The room stayed silent, only our mingled breaths disrupting it. My panties dampened as my eyes drank in all his masculine beauty. Sweat glistened on his tanned skin. Droplets slid down his tattooed neck to his muscled chest and the six-pack dipping into his pants sitting low on his hips, highlighting his magnificent body. 


Closing my eyes, a quiet moan escaped me as my hand trailed lower to my heated core on its own accord. My nipples hurt from the nightgown, as if my blood turned into fire, and I wished to shred it into tiny pieces. 

 “Don’t you dare,” Dominic growled, snapping me from my fog. “No one is allowed to touch my pussy.” His voice washed over me like burning lava, which only increased my passion. “Put your hand back in the same place.” He continued to paint me for several minutes as I was losing my mind and my body was getting numb. Sighing, I picked my hair up and leaned my head back so my sore neck would get some rest. My thighs rubbed each other, and a jolt of electricity froze me as I hissed, while it sent sensations to my clit. 


My eyes travelled to Dom, who stood with a brush in the air while he studied me, his chest rising and falling. 


Then all hell broke loose. He murmured, “Fuck it.” At the same time, I jumped from the bed right into his arms, circling his neck and waist while held me close and then lowered us onto the floor. He loomed above me as he hiked up my nightgown, snatched off the panties, and pushed his covered cock against me, right on my sensitive peak as he sucked hard on my nipples. My fingers tangled in his hair, pulling it loose from the bun. 


Arching my back, I cried out as he ground his hips back and forth, mimicking the act of lovemaking. I tightened my legs around him, enjoying the friction, as he smashed his mouth over mine while I begged for something I couldn't name. 


Tingling sensations, shivers, pain, and pleasure at the same time.

Was this sex? Or did I still have no idea about it?

He stopped moving. 

 “No, no. Come back!” I protested, wanting him to finish what he started, but he didn't listen. Instead, he shifted lower between my knees, his breath fanning over my core, and in a second, his tongue licked from down to up and then up to down, and then he entered me with one finger while his lips wrapped around my clit, sucking it greedily. “Oh, my God,” I chanted. Each lick and stroke swirled me deeper and deeper to the point of no return, while I desperately tried to latch onto the cold floor, only getting frustrated from being unable to hold on to something. Pressing my open palms over my breasts, I moaned as the pressure sent fire down my stomach and combined with his actions, and I finally reached the edge.

I cried out loudly, biting my finger while he continued licking. I pushed his head aside; my flesh was too sensitive to withstand it all. “Dominic,” I whispered. He rose, sharing my taste with me as our mouths locked in a punishing kiss, bruising my lips from the force of his desire. “You didn't come again,” I complained, and he chuckled albeit painfully. 

 “Krasavica, I came in my pants.” 

 “Really?” I asked, surprised. “You wouldn't let me do anything about it.” My voice sounded bitter, but I couldn't help it. Why wouldn't he let me see to his pleasure?
 “Yes, like a fucking teenager.” He kissed me one more time, before whispering, “Cannot have half things from you, and I wouldn't have been gentle or had the patience to take it slow. We were too worked up.” He picked me up in his arms and placed me on the mattress. “Wait here.” He disappeared into the bathroom. I heard the sound of water running, and then he joined me, wearing gray sweatpants. Apparently, he cleaned up. I rested my head on his shoulder, drowsy, my eyelids heavy, lullabied by his steady heartbeat. “Moya krasavica,” he whispered, right before oblivion took me and I fell asleep with a smile on my face.
 

Man with the dragon tattoo 


Whistling loudly in my basement, I hacked into the system of Damian’s wedding planner and printed an extra invitation for myself. Closing it in the envelope, I neatly hid it inside my pocket and sipped my evening coffee. Groaning loudly, I pushed Bianca’s head deeper onto my cock while she gagged on the whole thing and cum leaked onto her tongue. The bitch sure knew how to give good head, or maybe it was the practice through all the years we had been together. 

 “So, my little pet, choose a beautiful dress for yourself. You should outshine those other bitches.” My hands fisted her hair as I pushed her head back, my dick coming out with a popping sound as her watery eyes widened and she breathed in much-needed air. “And don’t think I haven’t noticed how you look at my brother.” She shook her head, as if lying to me would help her.

Bianca was the love of my life, but unfortunately, she loved my brother, all those feelings evident in her loving gazes and secret touches.

No more. 


When my fruitful plan came to life, my brother and father would go down with everyone else. I just had to think of an appropriate punishment for them. 





[image: image]
 

Sipping beer from a bottle, my eyes scanned the bar as various mafia members smoked joints or enjoyed women. Public sex and fighting were common things here.

But I never participated until tonight. 


No matter how many tasks I completed, no one took me seriously, and I always had suspicious glances sent my way when I refused to fuck any of the whores who liked to visit the compound. 


As I took yet another sip, my eyes clashed with Olga’s as her full, red-painted lips lifted up in a seductive smile and she sauntered toward me, swaying her hips from side to side. The girl had long legs, a firm ass, and more-than-a-handful breasts. She reached me in a few steps and ran her manicured finger over my chest, her eyes lifting in admiration as she marveled at my six-pack glistening with sweat, as I’d just left the training room. 

 “Dominic,” she purred. “How about taking me to your room?” I almost laughed in her face. Just the idea of her overused perfume on my sheets—or any woman’s for that matter—in my private space sent a shiver through me, the sensation like ants crawling inside my pants.

Fuck no.

However, the bar became quiet. I noticed men studying our conversation with interest, and some passed money to Misha, making bets if I would take her up on her offer this time. 


Well, show time.

Grabbing her arm, I escorted her out toward the stables, where Vasya had his favorite horses. She giggled happily, and a few cheers from the men were heard in the background, along with some gunfire. Apparently, getting your dick wet equaled respect in the mob, although why sex would appeal to anyone was beyond me. 


Once we reached our destination, I pushed her to the wall, as she moaned, “Finally you decided to savor this pussy.” Sliding her hands down to her pussy, she ran her finger up and down and then trailed it back to her breasts. I was sure this action was supposed to have an effect on me, but it failed to hit its mark. 


She removed her jacket, leaving her standing in a short skirt and top, along with her heels. She darted to my mouth, but I stopped her. No fucking way was I ever kissing anyone, let alone a whore who serviced all the gang members. “Turn around,” I instructed, and she nodded eagerly, quickly spinning to face the wall. She placed her hands on the wood, and lifted her ass up, wiggling it lightly.

Naked flesh for the taking. I watched enough porn to know I had to prepare her with my finger and then enter her.

Pussy up close, bare flesh glistening from her desire, I assumed. 


I fucking wanted to throw up. My cock was hard, but then it had more to do with hormones raging inside than anything else. Plastering myself behind her, I put a condom on my cock and slipped my fingers inside her, noticing she was already wet. 


Did all women smell so fucking bad? Thank fuck I took it outside; otherwise, I’d have suffocated. 


She moaned, clearly enjoying everything, and raised her hand to wrap around my neck, but I pushed it back. “Do not touch me.” 


She breathed heavily. “Whatever you want.” By the fact more wetness slipped from her, she loved rough treatment too. Without many words, I entered her in one swift thrust, and her scream of pleasure deafened me for a second, and I stopped, as fear of hurting her slipped in.

Did I hurt her? 


But then she groaned. “Fuck, move.” And I did. Closing my eyes, I pumped inside her, in and out, and blocked anything or anyone from my mind, and slowly, a pleasant sensation ran through me as some unfamiliar tingling at the base of my spine spread right before I came in the condom, and my body received much-needed relief. 


Felt nice.

Better than nice. My breathing calmed, and it seemed as if I even saw clearer, and the deep consuming rage constantly present could be controlled. Only fist fighting had that effect on me before. 

 “God, that was good.” She spun around as excitement shone in her eyes. “When can we do it again?” 


Cleaning my fingers in the nearby sink, I dried them up with a towel, and replied with a detached voice, “Never.” Whoever thought sex was something out of this world clearly was fucked in the head. It brought relief, and I’d use it in the future for that purpose.

But actually enjoy it? No. 


And only doing it this way would do. I would take the woman from the back; that way, I could always close my eyes, and pretend, for one moment, I reached bliss. Although calling this shit blissful was overdoing it.

Olga grinned cockily. “You’ll change your mind. I can suck cock really good.” The minute she said it, the images of what was done to me in the cell popped into my head and bile rose in my throat, threatening to spill on the ground. 

 “Leave.” She blinked, confused, and I barked again, “Blyat, leave!” She quickly picked up her jacket and ran to the headquarters as my hands clenched into fists.

Congratulations to me for losing my virginity to some whore in the stables. 

 

Rosa

The sunset’s light slipping through the balcony as the curtains flew in different directions was a nice way to wake up. Blinking the sleep from my eyes, I rose in bed and stretched my upper body. My muscles ached from the still poses and sexy activity from earlier, as a shiver went down my spine remembering the heat of his embraces and our orgasms. 


Goose bumps ran across my naked flesh. I pressed the sheet to my chest, the rough fabric scratching my sensitive nipples. Padding softly from the room, my toes curled into the white carpet and my eyes searched for any sight of Dominic, but the apartment wing seemed empty. 


Frowning, I picked up a bottle of water from the small, round table near the couch and opened the lid, enjoying the cooling sensation it provided for my dry mouth. The loud ringing of a phone made me choke on my drink, as it sounded more like a freaking fire alarm. Walking quickly to it, I answered, out of breath, “Hello?” 


A pause greeted me, and I thought the line was disconnected, when a husky, deep voice replied, “Just what were you doing, krasavica, that you are breathless?” 


Butterflies fluttered in my stomach as memories of last night washed over me like an overpowering wave. “Rushing to take your call.” 


He chuckled, making me smile. “I do like that.”
 “Why aren’t you here with me?” Not that I was a needy girlfriend or anything, but I hoped our first official morning together, he’d be here by my side. 

 “Important business, couldn't not go.” His voice was colored in remorse, but I understood. 

 “Oh, I see.” Although I secretly wondered if it was an indication of the future. With me at night, but out doing business during the day? He must have heard disappointment in my voice, because he was quick to reassure me. “Just for few hours. Local gangs need a reminder who rules here.” His words shouldn't have the power to turn me on, but somehow they did. There was something seriously wrong with me, but it was hard to care when the man in question ruled your sanity. “Then I can show you Moscow at nighttime. You’ve never been here before, right?” 

 “Nope.”
 “Good. Then you’ll discover it with me,” he said happily, and my heart warmed. “As for now, Michael waits for you outside the door. He’ll take you for a late lunch, and you can pass the time however you wish.” I barely contained the laughter threatening to spill from my lips. Passing time was impossible in here. What would I do, drink myself to sleep again? 


Instead, I murmured, “Sure.” And after assuring me he’d come soon, he hung up. 


Dragging my feet back to the room, I dashed to the bathroom where the sheet fell to the cold, black tile as my foot stepped into the shower stall. The showerhead rested just above me, wide with huge holes while two smaller ones pointed out from the side, giving a whole tropical experience. Adjusting the temperature to hot—I simply couldn't stand cold water, even if it helped to keep skin younger or could be refreshing—I groaned in pleasure as jets of water relaxed my shoulders and neck and warmed my shivering body. Was the AC running even in the bathroom, for crying out loud? 


Soaping myself up with shower gel, I wondered about my dad and his well-being right then. Dominic promised me I could call him once he considered it safe, but the inability to contact him created a hopeless hole inside me, which gave me a headache. 


So much for relaxing. Once I was done washing, to my surprise, the water still stayed hot. I turned it off and toweled myself dry. I found body cream on the counter. Biting my lower lip, I looked around and noticed all the female necessities, coincidentally, were the brands I used back home. Also, the towels and robes were in my favorite color, baby blue. Glancing briefly at my reflection in the foggy mirror, I strolled to the closet and opened it wide. Different kinds of dresses, shoes, and jeans came into view, all with size tags fitting me. 


I seriously needed to speak with my Russian about buying me clothes without consulting me first. Although in that moment, I was grateful for them, since the whole kidnapping thing didn't allow much time for packing, not that he’d hear a thank you from me. 


Tracing my index finger along the hangers, my mind settled on a floral off-the-shoulder midi dress that ended slightly below my knees. Deciding to leave my ebony hair down, I applied minimal makeup and, with a bright smile, emerged from the room. I almost bumped chests with Michael, who held a glass of orange juice in his hand, ice cubes clinking with each other inside the glass from the impact. He scanned my body from head to toe and smirked. “Going for the kill, huh?” 


I just rolled my eyes, snatched the glass from him, and groaned in relief as my dry throat received a cooling drink. “Thanks.” 


He shrugged, walking in step with me. “I actually feel guilty over yesterday’s misunderstanding. Kostya is just stupid,” he muttered, frowning. 


A giggle escaped my mouth. “I think everyone established that small fact yesterday.” Gulping more, I asked, “So… lunch?” 


He nodded. “We’ll eat in the main dining room.” 


I had a peek in there when I searched my way back to the bar. A rectangular table filled almost the whole room, with a crystal and gold chandelier glittering under the bright sunlight. Red and gold dominated the colors, but even with expensive porcelain and furniture, goose bumps ran through me at the thought of dining there. I bet all major business deals with criminals were handled there. Thanks, but no thanks. “Can we eat somewhere else? I’m going to lose my appetite before I even start in there.” 

 “Sure, but that leaves only the bar, I’m afraid.” Raising my brows in surprise, I held his hand as we walked down the stairs. These damn wedges. “No other place to eat in this entire mansion?” 

 “Nope. Guys usually eat in either the kitchen, dining room, or the bar. Dom eats in his office, unless he has a meeting. So yeah, I can order Larisa to bring your food upstairs if you want.” 

 “Who is Larisa? And the bar is fine. I’ll go crazy sitting alone for twenty-four hours.” 


Michael nudged my shoulder. “You weren't even alone for four hours. Miss the guy already, huh?” 


My cheeks heated as my breath quickened. “Yeah? Well, how about you? Whenever my man leaves, yours does too.” 


He sighed heavily. “True that. At least you can be open with your affection. I don’t have such luxury,” he finished sadly. Instinctively, I hugged him, hoping he’d get comfort from that. 


Once we reached the bar, the picture presented in front of me was much different from the previous night. Members played on Xboxes, chatted together, or watched TV news in the corner, while the women who partied hard cleaned the place and wore more suitable clothes. 


Kostya wiped the counter with a towel, while Konstanciya flipped hastily through a magazine. Placing my butt next to her, I said cheerfully, “Hey.” 

 “Hey,” they replied in unison, as both their eyes narrowed on each other. By the tension instantly filling the air, I got the feeling those two didn't like one another. 

 “How are you guys today?” Okay, this line was slightly odd considering the circumstances, but no one seemed in the mood for conversation, and I simply wanted to know more about the place, where I’d probably live ‘til the end of my life, which already depressed me immensely. 

 “Small talk isn't necessary,” Konstanciya noted, while circling some gun in the magazine with her red pen. 

 “Don’t be rude to her,” Kostya snapped.

She laughed, and surprisingly, it was melodic and gentle, in contrast with her tough appearances. “Rich coming from you, since you put her in the hotel room,” she sassily added, and his demeanor darkened. 

 “Shut up.”
 “We are in trouble with the pakhan. On fucking cleaning duty the whole day.” Glancing at the clock, it showed six pm, so Dominic already had their meeting and probably ripped them a new one. 


Before he could say anything else, Michael groaned beside me. “You guys need to either fuck or fight. Everyone is goddamn tired of your arguments.” This shut them both up real quick. 


Interesting. “How come you guys know English so well?” 


Larisa, the household cook, put a plate with Belgian waffles and fresh strawberries on the side along with green tea on the counter in front of me. Dominic even told them my food preferences. My stomach growled loudly, and the guys chuckled.
 “Per Vasya’s orders. He had ruled the house for thirty years. He insisted on education, especially on learning new languages. Most of us just chose English, easier I guess.” Michael popped a cashew in his mouth while sipping his coffee. 

 “So what do you guys do on a daily basis? Just sit around?” I questioned, shoveling food in my mouth and moaning in pleasure as the dough melted on my tongue. 


Cosa Nostra’s members had their daily jobs and obligations if they wanted, as long as they stayed the hell away from the police. Even standing in the small grocery shopping line with a police officer was a punishable offense. One of many rules the house lived by. 

 “I’m the pakhan’s assistant. So I schedule meetings, parties, make sure everything runs smoothly in headquarters. Stuff like that.” Chewing on the sweet strawberry, I highly doubted Dom needed an assistant, but he sure showed his sensitive side giving Michael the job. During the month we had spent together in New York, he told me how he found Michael on the streets trying to steal from him, so he offered him a place in the Bratva. This gentle soul probably couldn't stomach any violence. 

 “I’m the Bratva’s sniper,” Konstanciya said breezily, and the cup with hot tea stopped a few inches from my lips. 

 “As in—” 

 “Killing people from a distance if the pakhan asks me to,” she finished for me. Well, okay. 

 “You are a woman,” I blurted, and her eyebrows came together while she folded her arms in ‘attack’ mode.
 “What’s that supposed to mean? I’ll have you know I operate the guns better than some men operate their dicks.”
 “You wish,” Michael muttered, and got a slap to the back of his head by Kostya. 

 “In the Cosa Nostra, women don’t do that.” I shrugged. “You just surprised me, that’s all.” 


She rolled her eyes. “Yeah, these archaic laws piss me off. But when I’m not busy killing people, I actually run the animal shelter a few hours away from here.” Yeah, the woman sure lived with contradictions, but that was what made her so intriguing. 

 “Can you take me with you tomorrow?” 


She glanced at me, surprise filling her, but she nodded. “Sure.” She closed the magazine and slid it to Michael. “Several new guns for me, please.” 

 “I’m not a damn Amazon wish list, Legs,” Michael complained. 


She covered her ears with her hands and chanted. “La la la. Can’t hear you. La la la.” He rolled the thing into a tube and aimed at her head, while Kostya’s arm stopped him. 

 “Michael,” he warned.
 “Oh, for fuck’s sake.” 


The bartender just held his stare and then shifted his attention to me. “I just bartend.”
 “And?” I prompted, curious about his main occupation. 

 “And that’s it,” he said coldly, and went back to wiping dishes. Excuse me, but what? How could a strong, virile man just work behind a bar in the mob? He sure as hell would have been put to good use in different areas with his muscles. 


Before I could question it though, Michael’s phone vibrated; he read his message quickly and stood abruptly. “Rosa, you done?” Gulping the leftover tea, I nodded, and he clapped his hands. “Great, let’s go then.” 


He grabbed my arm, practically dragging me outside, and I only had time to wave to them and shout, “See you later.” They waved back, although neither of them raised their heads to look at me.

What a strange couple. 


Once outside, the light breeze cooled my heated skin, and a car waited for us. “Come on, babe.” 


I didn't even have time to blink. He pushed me inside, the door closed behind me, and the vehicle drove slowly to the gate. “What the hell?” 


Strong hands wrapped around my neck as my breath hitched and Dom’s mouth took mine prisoner in a heated kiss, where our tongues entwined and his hands gripped my waist painfully. “Moya krasavica,” he murmured, nuzzling my neck while my nails scratched his hair on the back of his head. “Missed me?”
 “Yes.” 


He tugged on my hair harder, exposing my collarbone for his greedy licks. “Me too. Leaving you alone in our bed was torture.” 


My skin prickled from his light touches, an inferno running in my blood. “Where are you taking me?” 

 “Sightseeing. Time for you to discover the beauty of Moscow.” 


This information snapped me out of my lust-filled haze, and I sat up straight, as he frowned in displeasure. “Oh, my God, really? Where exactly?” 


His lips lifted in mischievous smile, looking so out of place on his hard-as-granite face. “You’ll see.”
 

Dominic 

 “Your phone is about to die, Dom,” Rosa whined, clicking thousands of times on the camera button to save the beauty of Red Square in the evening. “What if it shuts off before I can capture it all?” 


Secretly, I hoped it would; I planned this as a romantic getaway. Instead, my woman jumped around the Square like a monkey, while my hands twitched to prop her on my shoulder and kidnap her to Irkutsk, where the house I could think in was located. The fucking dress of hers exposed those sexy curves, just begging to be molded by me. I growled a few times at men admiring her body, so they’d know to stay away. 


Vitya murmured, “You’ll have an entire collection of postcards after this trip.” I chuckled, as he winked while my byki
stood in the background, headed by Gleb.

The man still preferred to stay away from me after he touched my woman. I couldn't really punish him, considering I hadn't introduced her officially, so the blame was on me. However, the bruise on his skull along with a broken wrist satisfied the beast inside me. After all, no one in this world had permission to touch what belonged to me. 


The reason I brought her here for our first trip was that I longed for her to feel this special atmosphere with every fiber of her being. The huge square shone under the various lamppost lights, as small, colorful bulbs decorated the huge trees, giving the place a special, vivid attraction. Several souvenir shops displayed modern Russian art along with masterpieces of icons, magnets, and matryoshka, which were several small dolls nesting in a bigger one. Rosa squealed like a little girl and bought one of each item, while Vitya had to carry them around before she was done, and he placed them in the car. 


We explored tents with freshly baked rolls, buns, and muffins, which smelled heavenly, and tempted the visitors to try them out. We had been walking around for two hours, when Rosa became mesmerized with St. Basil’s Cathedral. She stopped several times to study the domes from different angles with unexplainable curiosity. Thankfully, the light breeze provided good enough weather, without us having to drown in our own sweat. Yeah, Russia had become my home, and I loved the hell out of this country. 

 “Rosa, let’s take a break,” I said, snatching the phone from her fingers as she glared at me. “How about dinner in my favorite café?” Plus, the pakhan couldn't be in open territory for such a long time. Even though my men had control over the square, I felt their frustration by their nervous tapping and guns ready to fire. We didn't need trouble in the main street of the city. Police officers would be a pain in the ass to deal with. “Please, krasavica?” 

 “Okay. But wait a second.” She grabbed the phone back, lifted it above us while pouting her lips and kissing my cheek, while she clicked on the side button. Happy with the results, she dangled it in my face. “We have our first selfie together.” 

 “More like my first one ever.” 


Her eyes widened. “Really? You’ve never taken one before?” 

 “What for?” Placing my hand on her lower back, I guided us in the direction of the Bosco café located a few feet away from us. 

 “For fond memories.”
 “Haven’t had much of those, krasavica.” We reached the café, a host greeting us with a blinding grin. Despite the heat, he wore their standard uniform. Black pants, white shirt, and suit jacket, along with a black bow tie around his neck.

He greeted me formally, “Здраствуйте, Доминик Константинов.” (Zdrastvuite, Dominic Konstantinov.)
Without waiting, I laced my fingers with Rosa’s, walking to my usual table on the summer veranda, which opened onto Red Square. People had to reserve the veranda hours or days before, and only the pakhan had a permanent table. I helped Rosa get seated, then occupied the chair next to her, and Grisha, the waiter, placed a menu in front of us. “I’ll come in a few minutes to take the order.” 


Rosa gazed to the side with a wistful expression while the Kremlin reflected in her eyes. “Were those wives really unhappy?” she asked out of the blue.
 “Which ones?”
 “The ones who lived in the Kremlin. That’s where all the presidents and leaders of Communism lived, right?” Fuck, she wanted to go into history with me? Not the topic I had in mind for this place.
 “I think it depends what one considers happiness.” Pausing, I thought about it. “They were just prisoners of the rules. Aren't we all though?”
 “I guess.” She shifted her attention back to me. “Same with mob women, huh?” The joke fell flat as she grimaced. 

 “We respect our wives and daughters, if that’s the question that bothers you.” 

 “Those leaders probably did too.” 


Leaning back on the chair, my hands gripped the corners of the table. “We haven't lived back then, so we cannot judge them. Where is this coming from, krasavica?” 

 “I don’t have much to do, Dominic. I’m not sure sitting at the headquarters waiting for you to have time for me is good enough for me.” Before she could add anything else, the waiter interrupted us while holding a white pad and blue pen in his fingers. 

 “We didn't have time to consider our order,” I barked. 


The man paled and was about retreat, when Rosa’s gentle voice stopped him. “Actually, I’m fine. Do you have chicken risotto?” He nodded. “Then that and white wine, please.” He wrote it down. 

 “The usual steak for me.” Promising to be as quick as possible, he disappeared between the tables like lightning. 


Guess my love for steaks came from my Texan blood. 

 “Rosa, you can explore life to the fullest here,” I jumped to reassure her, and she looked at me skeptically, biting her cheek from the inside. “Tons of good universities here. Classes. As long as you understand you are mine and no one else’s, and the bodyguards have to be with you 24/7, we are good.” Hope flared in her beautiful eyes. 

 “Are you serious?”
 “What did you think? I didn't bring you here to put you back in the protective cocoon Damian and Don had you in. As much as I’m grateful for that, trust me, you don’t have to be afraid of it with me.” She rose from her seat swiftly and sat on my lap while squeezing the life out of me. 

 “Thank you, thank you, thank you!” Patting her back, I didn't give a fuck if anyone watched. Plus, most of the people knew me by name.

And none of them wanted to deal with my wrath. 

 “Krasavica, I have a feeling you’ll like Russia,” I whispered into her ear, hoping with all my beat-up heart it would be the truth.

Holding her here against her will didn't appeal to me, but life without her was impossible.
 

Man with the dragon tattoo 


Don finally woke up, and with the special papers the Mob had in those rare cases someone ended up in the hospital, they allowed me inside to check on him. Playing the Good Samaritan grated on my nerves, but what choice did I have? 


The machines beeped loudly and steadily, as Don slept restlessly, while the bright sunlight in the room illuminated his face and the burns, which would hurt for years.

Fucking great, at least one good thing came out of it. 


My eyes landed on the pillow at his feet, as my hands twitched with the all-consuming desire to grab it, push it on his nose, and press with all my might so he’d suffocate to death, but not before he suffered for few moments. His fitful breaths would have been the best song to my ears. The ward had no cameras and the nurses were missing, to my surprise, so who would really know or stop me once—
 “Regazzo, you came,” he said weakly. 


Through my gritted teeth, I replied, “Of course.” He coughed several times, and I placed my palm over his bandaged one. “I’m so sorry for this, Don.” My voice actually held concern. God, I should have had an acting career on the side. Would have made millions, since everyone believed the bullshit spilling from my mouth. 

 “Where is your father?” His voice was barely a murmur, as he still required a breathing mask. 

 “He’s at the warehouse, taking care of business while you can’t.” 


Don’s brows furrowed. “Where is my consigliere?” The title meant ‘counselor,’ and was the equivalent of the Bratva’s sovietnik.
 “Xavier is visiting Lorenzo right now.” A red haze of rage assaulted my vision any time I thought about the man, as he assumed the position which always belonged to my father and was meant to be given to me. Although mafia houses voted in members and nepotism didn't sit well with the rest of the gang, my whole life I grew up with the knowledge of becoming consigliere one day. Instead, I ended up being a laughing stock in the Cosa Nostra, which was all Xavier and Don’s fault.
 “No one else survived?” After I shook my head, his eyes closed as deep sorrow settled in his expression, making the wrinkles on his cheeks stand out. On the other hand, euphoria and happiness rushed through my blood like a fire to gasoline, inflaming my insides to the point of my clothes sticking to my sweat-covered body. God, this rush was what I lived for in this good-for-nothing world. 

 “The minute you get better, we’ll pay the pakhan back.” Or at least when he came back from Russia, which really played well for me. The connection, love, and whatever the fuck else Dominic and Rosa shared would deepen, and the wound of losing her would hurt him immensely. People who knew no happiness never cried. How could you cry over something you never had?

But Dominic Konstantinov’s pain would be unbearable. I’d personally see to it. 
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The man fell to the ground as I fired my gun straight at his heart. The fear and shock in his eyes didn't awaken any feelings inside me.

He betrayed the Bratva, so mercy was out of the question, especially when the rest of my life depended on it. Vasya clapped his hands, patting me warmly on the shoulder. "You passed the test, boy. Not that I ever doubted you." The pride was evident in his voice. "You are now officially part of the Bratva." With that, he took out a cross and placed it around my neck. "That's my gift to you. Everyone will know that Vasya Konstantinov has claimed you. You're now under the protection of my power." The other men in the garden where the assassination took place whistled, and several of them fired their guns into the sky, showing their approval in their own way. 


I killed a man willingly for the first time. Nothing shifted inside me, and for a second, thoughts of Damian came back to me.

Somewhere, he probably lived a carefree life, where the dark world and deaths didn't touch him. He forgot about me, and probably put all the shit that happened to us behind him as I asked him to many times.

Oddly, it felt good to have at least the knowledge that he was happy out there.

Even if another part of me resented him for it.

"Come on, Dom. Let's get to the girls so you can properly celebrate," Vasya chuckled, and I nodded in agreement. Fucking sounded good, not that it brought anything but physical relief and blanked my mind from all the memories. 


That was the difference between Damian and me.

My world was filled with crime and dirt, hopefully, something he never had to be part of. 

 

Rosa
 “Baby,” Dominic whispered against my cheek, as his lips trailed down to my neck. “Wake up.” My head settled deeper into the soft cotton pillow still holding his smell.
 “No,” I murmured, not wanting to open my eyes and face the world. “Make love to me instead.” My voice was pleading and needy, and as he chuckled softly, his hand travelled down to my hip and squeezed it possessively.
 “I’d love to, but not right now.” He kissed my collarbone, and his voice whispered again, “Wake up, baby.” 


Opening one eye, I glared at him. “Why?” Instead of answering, he slid lower, sucking my tight nipple into his mouth and pulling on it lightly as my fingernails dug into his shoulder, making him groan. “I have to deal with shit before we can fly to North Carolina for the wedding.” He bit painfully on the underside of my breast and then palmed the soft mounds, thumbing them in the process, sending a jolt downward, so I had no other choice but to arch my back. 

 “So? I can still stay in this warm bed.” Nipping down my stomach, he delved into my belly button, tickling my skin so a giggle escaped. It quickly transformed into a loud moan as he squeezed my ass cheeks harder, while making room for himself between my legs. He lifted my hips a little, and without any kind of warning, his lips probed the way for his greedy tongue as he pushed inside me. Breathing through his nose harshly, his five o'clock shadow scratched the sensitive skin of my thighs that were holding his head in a tight grip. My toes curled as I crossed my ankles on his back and laced my fingers through his hair, pulling his mouth closer as he created magic with his lips and tongue. He sucked my clit for a moment and then nipped and bit softly on my heated flesh, licking my wetness in the process. 

 “Dominic, please.” The whole going down on me in the morning was becoming a routine. “Let me return the favor.” He shook his head and just focused on bringing me to the peak. Sizzling, burning fire washed over me, colliding at my center, as this magnificent man took me high into heaven once again. My body froze as I cried out loudly, but I quickly covered it with my fist, not wanting the men downstairs to hear it from the open balcony. 


Right in that moment, nothing could have snapped me out of my perfect morning with my man.

Except his groan of pleasure as he came all over the sheets. Then my perfect cocoon shattered, leaving an empty hole inside my heart. Pushing him away, I slid from under him and rolled to the side while he ended up lying on his back. My bare feet shivered at the cold of the marble as I stood up from the bed, my eyes not meeting his while his gaze bored into me. 

 “Rosa,” he said sternly, but I just wrapped the sheet around my body, my insides feeling too raw to face him naked right now. “Baby—” I raised my hand in a stop gesture, unable to listen to his excuses anymore.
 “We’ve been here for a month and a half. Yet our sex life hasn’t progressed further.” He narrowed his eyes, taking a step toward me, but I stepped back instead. “You don’t allow me to touch you, to try to give you head. Nothing.” As much as I loved what he could do to me with his lips and hands, I longed to explore his body and learn to pleasure him too. He shied away from every contact with me that didn't involve him being in control, and the frustration of my inability to get closer to him angered me, and deep down, I worried he didn't think I’d be able to do the job.

Like his ‘hotel room’ women were able to.
 “Generally, women enjoy it, yet you have to complain about oral sex every damn time.” We both froze as he sneered those words, my stomach flipping at his implication. Cold slipped into every bone in my body as I rubbed my arms, shifting uncomfortably, not knowing how to react to it without losing my dignity. “Rosa,” he started, remorse coloring his voice, but I shook my head. 

 “No, it’s fine. Practice makes perfect, right?” Not bothering to wait for a reply, I shut the bathroom door loudly, leaning my back on it, breathing heavily. 


Over one month into our relationship and nothing had changed. We lived together, we spent every spare minute with each other, but essentially nothing changed. He still kept me at a distance, and because of it, I couldn't trust this happily ever after.

Or maybe you just acted stupid, getting pissed about his past when you weren't even in the picture. 


Okay, that might be true. But honestly… who wanted to hear their man went down on women, and they never complained, unlike me? I preferred to never have to imagine him with anyone else. 

 “Krasavica,” he called from the other side. “I’m sorry. I didn't mean it like that.” Turning around and pressing my forehead on the wood, I wondered if he even understood what he did right now.

Apologized.

Whenever he did something sweet, my mind and body rebelled against it, because he just wasn't that man. 


Sweet, caring, understanding. The pakhan of the Bratva… and I had yet to see a bad thing from him. Damian, aka Sociopath, was dark and twisted with a singular desire for revenge while falling in love with his woman. She meant the world to him, but he never changed for her. He stayed the same ruthless man, the one he was before her. Sapphire accepted all his faults and, because of it, their love only grew stronger. 


Dominic, based on everything I’d heard so far from various gang members, Connor, even Damian, had no mercy for anyone either and ruled the house with an iron fist.

But I just didn't see it. Where was this man? Why did he hide himself from me? Why instead of barging in here and claiming me, did he stand outside and beg? 


This wasn't the Dominic Konstantinov I’d met in the park all those months ago, and deep down I worried I’d never see that Dominic again.

I stepped into the shower stall, expecting him to do something.

Nothing. 


Sliding down the cold tile to the floor, I covered my face with my hands and wept, without really understanding what upset me. 

 

Dominic

Papers, penholders, wooden figurines, a vase with fresh roses, all scattered as I smashed them away with my hands, breathing heavily from the rage boiling inside me. Plastering my palms on the table, I leaned on it, hanging my head low, and struggling for the control that seemed to be nonexistent when I dealt with my woman. The bottle of whiskey along with a porcelain glass already lay on the floor, tiny, shiny pieces glistening in the sun while the office smelled like a fucking bar. 


Intimate moments with her were the best I’d ever had in my life, yet whenever it was done, I couldn't help but feel like shit for disappointing her and refusing to let her touch me. But how was I supposed to explain to her my inability to do so? 


After losing my virginity with Olga, all other encounters pretty much stayed the same. A hard, quick fuck with the woman’s back to me. Looking in their eyes, having an intimate moment, allowing them to use their hands… just the idea made my skin crawl like tiny little ants nipping at me. Once the relief was achieved, the woman could disappear for all I cared. 


I never went down on them, never showered their bodies with attention. The only contact, besides fucking, was me fingering them to get them ready, because I didn't want anyone to be in pain. 


I had my haunting memories to last me a lifetime. 

 “Well, good morning to you too, man,” Michael cheered, as he scanned the disaster that my office had become. “I brought coffee.” Passing by the mess, he placed the steaming mug right under my nose. “Trouble in paradise?”
 “I’m not in the mood for any jokes, Michael.” 


He shrugged. “Okay. Want to talk about it?” I opened my mouth to tell him that no one could help me with this, when it hit me that if anyone could understand my problem, it would only be one person in this world.

My brother. 

 “No.” Picking up my phone, I dialed his number, but got interrupted when Michael cursed and looked at me worriedly after seeing something on the iPad he held in his hands. “What is it?”
 “We have a problem, boss.” He handed the device to me, and the picture of Kiril, one of our shesterka, a person who supplied the mafia with different information, shoving his dick down the throat of a woman on her knees. Her hands were cuffed and tears slid down her cheeks as she almost chocked on the thing. She couldn't be older than sixteen. 


Rage unlike no other built inside me, smoldering everything in its wake with one desire: to destroy the man and end his life in the most painful of ways. 

 “Call Vitya, Yuri, Dima. Everyone. Cancel all the other meetings.” He nodded and rushed from the office as I opened the cupboard, took out my gun, flipped the safety off, and walked to the exit.

All traces of humanity left me, as my hands twitched to punish the rapist. 


He wouldn't face the pakhan of the Bratva.

He’d face Dominic Harrison, the little boy who had been raped and abused for nine years. 

 

Rosa

Resting my head on the car seat, I gazed through the tinted windows of the Jeep that Dominic picked specifically for me as Vlad drove, or tried to, in the busy streets of Moscow. If you thought traffic was insane back in New York, you hadn't seen anything. Sometimes I could spend three hours just getting from the university, so I had food and drink in the small fridge, always ready for me. 


Once Dominic gave me the green light for anything as long as I had bodyguards at my side, I searched through different universities here to find something suitable for me. They had one of the best medical schools, but unfortunately, only Russian speakers could attend. While I shared my frustration with Dominic, he spoke with the Dean. I had no clue what he promised him, or what he did for that matter, but they enrolled me in their medical program with the condition that I’d intensively study the language. Meanwhile, Columbia University allowed me to take courses like philosophy, psychology—the ones that didn’t require hands-on experience—online, and they would count as credits here. During my rare classes here, Vlad would go inside and translate everything rapidly for me. 


When Konstanciya asked me if all the headaches were worth the whole surgical degree and why couldn't I just be happy as Dom’s woman with all the riches at my feet, I fired back with a question about just focusing on the shelter and abandoning her sniper career. She flipped me off, and that was the end of conversation. I chuckled. We sure formed a weird kind of friendship, being the only females in headquarters; we had to get along, and thankfully we did. She took me to the shelter, helped me study, explored the city with me when Dom couldn't, and we had firing matches every other weekend. The only thing we never discussed was Kostya and their banter, or how her face would shut down every time he disappeared behind closed doors with one of the whores. To each their own, I guessed. 


Moscow actually reminded me a lot of New York, same kind of energy where people always rushed to do something, not taking breaks, and youngsters coming from all over the country, hoping to achieve their big dreams. 


Overall, life here wasn't bad. I adjusted to it rather quickly, maybe because I never had the chance to put down roots in New York with my dad constantly building protective circles around me. 


My heart panged painfully at the thought of my father all alone in New York dealing with the fallout of the bombing. He flat out refused to talk with Dom, but picked up my calls. However, those conversations were strained as he insisted on bringing me back to New York when I told him not to. We both knew he couldn't come here and snatch me back. The country’s laws would be on Dom’s side. He slowly got better while Lorenzo still stayed in the hospital, and the last I heard, his girlfriend left him, because she wasn’t able to stand his disfigured face.

What a bitch. 


I’d never met the stupid woman, but my hand fisted, wanting to punch her right in the face. My phone chose that moment to ring, and a smile spread as Frankie
flashed on the display. “Hi, babe!” I shouted, while she chuckled. 

 “Glad to know you’re happy I called.” 

 “The high and mighty Frankie found time for me,” I joked. For the last month, she was busy with the collaboration project and practically lived at her warehouse.
 “Ha, ha. Trust me, babe, I haven't had a good night’s sleep in forever.” She sipped her drink rather loudly in my ear. “How is the sexy Russian?” Jealousy jolted through my insides.
 “My sexy Russian is fine.” She laughed, then choked, probably spilling whatever she was drinking all over the place. God knows, she did it a lot while we had our coffees or beers together. 

 “Hey, just stating a fact, babe.” 


A pause, and then she asked, “So this Lorenzo guy… does he have any food preferences?” 


Her question came so offhandedly, as if no biggie, and I repeated to make sure I wasn't hearing things. “Lorenzo, as in my father’s mafia man, Lorenzo?” 


She cleared her throat. “Yeah, him.” 

 “Why do you ask?”
 “I want to visit him at the hospital. Is that a problem?” Her voice turned sharp as a knife.
 “No, just surprising. I had no clue you were friends.” 


She grew silent to the point I thought we got disconnected, when she finally said, “We kissed once.” I sat straight up, blinking in surprise. “Say something,” she said worriedly.
 “Well, I don’t know what to say. When did it happen? How? And he had a girlfriend!” She sucked in a breath, and I immediately wanted to slap myself for spilling this information. Shit, he was stringing along two women at once? 

 “Yeah, I know,” she murmured quietly.
 “And you still kissed him?” 


She sighed in frustration. “This is so not a phone call conversation.”
 “You are the one who started it!” 

 “Fine.” I could imagine her glare at me. “He hooked up with her after we had our kiss.” Something wasn't adding up in this story.
 “So it wasn’t anything serious?”
 “He insisted on an exclusive relationship. I refused. So he moved on. No biggie.” Rubbing my throbbing forehead from all this information, I wondered what I could say to this. Before I could answer, someone called her name, and she apologized, “Sorry babe, have to go. Talk to you later.” By how relieved her voice sounded, I seriously doubt the later would be soon.

I typed “chocolate donuts” and sent her the message, hoping my best friend wouldn’t get her heart broken again. 

 

Dominic

The Bratva men all stood in a circle in a warehouse near the headquarters. The place was gray inside with an iron floor and walls, and only one table occupied the compartment filled with various guns, chains, knives, and hammers.

My personal torture room. 


Kiril was right in the middle, his eyes wide with fear as he braced for a fight. Cracking my neck from side to side, I toed off my shoes and ripped off my T-shirt, leaving me standing only in pants with my hair in a bun. He was the same height as me and muscled too, so by no means was I taking advantage of the weaker one. “Rules are simple, Kiril. If you can best me in the fight, you get to live.” 


He gulped, saying, “Pakhan—” 

 “Save it,” I barked. With that, Yuri gave the command to start the match. He stepped forward, trying to deliver a hit, but I pushed back. He again threw a fist right at my face, but I bent my head and instead delivered a blow to his stomach, making him groan in pain. Another blow to his face, while he grabbed his nose and whined. Tsking with my tongue, I mocked. “I thought you were stronger, Kiril.” I spun around, kicking him painfully in his back, so he fell to his knees, breathing heavily. 

 “Stop,” he begged, but I didn't. Fisting his hair, I motioned for Vitya to give me the chair, and he quickly placed it right under the fucker as I pulled him up painfully. The rope wrapped around his middle, while my fingers explored the knife I’d like to use on him.

Spear point. Perfect. 


I spun around him once, and then dug it into his arm while he cried out.

Spun again, this time aiming for his back. 


Spun again, this time reaching his stomach. I kept on repeating the action over and over again, hurting different parts of his body in the process, while his cries and begging were music to my ears as my men stood with complete indifference on their faces. Only Michael’s turned green, but he didn't move his gaze from it. 


Blood poured from all the wounds, dripping slowly to the floor while he weakened with each minute. With a hammer in my hands, I hit where it would hurt the most.

Right into his dick. 


The howl of pain was almost deafening, as the pubic bone broke, his heartbeat escalating, his lungs struggling to breathe. 


And finally, Vitya handed me the scissors, while I fucking cut off his dick. Kiril had no strength left to react, completely exhausted from the amount of the pain I delivered. 

 “I’m the fucking pakhan of the Bratva. In my Bratva, no one, fucking no one, rapes anyone. Be it a whore, virgin, or a girlfriend. If someone says no to you, fucking listen and walk away.” While I proclaimed those words, my eyes scanned each member so they’d know the power behind those words. They shifted uncomfortably, scrutinized by my gaze. “And you, Kiril, failed. This is not even punishment enough.” Pointing my gun at his dick, I fired once as his body jerked, and then right between his brows, giving the fatal shot he’d never survive. 

 “Misha.” The cleaner showed up at once, his gloved hands already measuring the damage and estimating time. 


I didn't even bother to wait for it. Instead, I darted to the sink, washed my hands, put on the extra shirt Vitya had ready for me, and went to the bar to get shitfaced.

No matter how much I killed or laid down the law, there would always be people hurting the unwilling, and those unwilling would always wonder.

Was it their fault?

Suck it like a good boy.

Pretty, so pretty. Wrap those lush lips around my cock, pet.

What a round ass.

The onslaught of memories was just too much for me to handle, and I needed my Rosa.

But the dirt of Kiril couldn't touch her, so the oblivion of booze would have to do. 

 

Rosa

Reading Sapphire’s latest book on my Kindle wasn't exactly how I planned for this evening to go, but Konstanciya and Michael had shit to handle. Then Kostya gave me a call and forbade me to come to the bar, because the boys would get rowdy.

However, their rather suspicious voices got me thinking they were hiding something from me. Frustrated, I threw the Kindle on the chair. I couldn’t concentrate worth shit, and I was about to call Dominic when the apartment door burst open with my man leaning heavily on Vitya’s shoulder. My heart froze in fear, and then galloped against my ribcage. “Oh, my God, was he shot?” I shouted, darting toward them as Vitya shook his head. 

 “He’s just drunk.” 


Fear turned into anger real quick. “He is freaking what?” 

 “He had some shit to handle. Don’t worry, he’ll sleep it off, and everything is going to be fine.” Vitya sniffed Dom and the winced. “Let me lay him down on the couch. He stinks.” Once it was done, he left us as I blinked like a fool.

We had a fight in the morning. He didn't call me the whole day and then shows up drunk? What could possibly have happened?

Caressing his cheek gently, I sat on the opposite sofa and turned on the TV, hoping some movie would take away my worry. 
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The sound of heavy footsteps stirred me from my sleep, and the first thing I noticed was the absence of Dominic. Then I heard him shutting the bathroom door, and the sound of the shower being turned on. 


Without a single word to me! 


Rushing to the room, I was about to let my Russian know our couple business involved more than sightseeing and oral sex. 

 

Dominic

The showerhead jets relaxed my tense shoulders as a relieved groan escaped my mouth. The special brown Russian soap washed me clean from any traces of blood that belonged to the fucker who thought himself entitled to abuse women. 


I felt delicate hands on my back as Rosa hugged me from behind, her lavender scent penetrating my nostrils. 

 “Don’t push me away,” Rosa whispered, as she softly pressed her lips to the crook of my neck. An exhausted sigh left me. On nights like those, when the pakhan of the Bratva had to kill and torture, I wasn't someone who wanted to touch my delicate flower. She was better than my bloody hands. She deserved better. That was one of the reasons I decided to stay at the bar as long as possible, even though the guys called me all kinds of an idiot. 


Rosa Giovanni, my ultimate weakness. I wasn't strong enough to break the contact, wasn't strong enough to keep pushing her away. My bottled-up soul cried out for hers. Here she was for the taking. How could I say no to this?

Gently trailing her lips from my neck to my back, her fingers laced through my hair, scratching it lightly, earning a moan from me as tingling sensations spread all over my sore body. Whispering into my ear, “Tell me,” she wrapped her arms around me, holding me tight. Resting my forehead on the cold tile wall, the words spilled out.
 “I had to torture a man today for the sins he had committed. After that, when he was left barely alive, a bullet ended his life. A bullet from my gun.” She tensed behind me. Swallowing the bile in my throat, I continued, “He had two kids and a wife waiting at home, and even though he was a piece of fucking shit, they had only the one provider.” Clenching my fist, I slammed it against the tile, enjoying the pain shooting through my knuckles. “Now they do not have him, because of me. Because of the law I had to keep. Because of the vow I’d made.” 


My loud voice echoed in the shower stall as her arms slowly let go of me, and I prepared for the blow coming. What sane woman would stay with a man like me, if she had a choice? That was one of the reasons I went against everything in me and didn't show her this side of my life, the one filled with crime and dirt. 


The pakhan of the Bratva. Nightmares of captivity. Damaged goods. 


She slid in the space between me and the wall, palming my face and making me look into her hazel eyes, which shone with love and understanding. Hot water poured from above us, heat slowly covering us, separating this moment from the outside world. She pressed my head down, and our lips touched softly at first, her tongue trailing at the seam of my lips until she finally entered my mouth, enveloping me in the kiss so hot yet so loving I was ready to fall down on my knees and cry.

Me, a man who promised never to do it ever again. 

 “It’s not your fault,” she whispered. “I accept you and this lifestyle. I’m not an outsider. My father is Don of the Cosa Nostra. I know the responsibility. Life with you won’t always be roses.” Her mouth perked up. “It will be guns and roses.” Frowning, because I didn't really get the joke, I decided not to dwell on it. “Just never hide your pain from me again, ever.” Pressing our foreheads together, we breathed in sync while her fingers caressed the back of my neck. “You accept me with all my flaws.”
 “That’s because you don’t have any.” 


She chuckled. “I do, but you accept them. Allow me to do the same.” Without waiting for my reply, she mashed our mouths once again, but this time the kiss turned deep, painful, and desperate, as though she couldn't get enough of me. 


Wrapping her hair around my fist, I tugged on it hard. She whimpered, but at the same time hugged me closer, and only at that moment did my mind register her nakedness.

My beauty.

Her tanned skin glistened from the droplets of water, as her heavy and round, more-than-a-handful breasts rose and fell with her fitful breathing. Her narrow waist showcased her rounded hips and that fucking ass, which I could bite and touch forever. My girl had the best fucking body in the whole world. Leaning down, I gently licked and sucked her aroused pink, perky nipples as the blush spread over her, and she moaned, lacing her fingers once again in my hair.

I’d fucking keep it long forever. That wasn't the best part though, because when I looked into her beautiful eyes, I saw everything. Lust, love, adoration, longing, sadness, and even anger. They were so expressive that she didn't have to say anything for me to know her mood or what she felt. “The things you do to me, krasavica.”
 “I want to be yours,” she whispered, and I groaned, because I wanted it too. Badly. I wanted her to be mine, only mine, and not to ever be touched by anyone else. My cock twitched and pushed against her stomach, while a moan escaped her. She moved her lips to my nipples and sucked on them, and fuck, that felt good. No one ever bothered to do that to me, and who knew males experienced pleasure from that as well. Being with her was like losing my virginity all over again. Nothing and no one ever felt like her, and never would. Before I could blink, she lowered herself on her knees in front of my cock, and her hot breath was making my already painfully hard dick harder.
 “Rosa, get up.” She wasn't ready, and God, as much as I wanted it, I didn't expect her to fall on her knees in front of me. My girl wasn't supposed to be on her knees, period.
 “No,” she replied stubbornly. Enveloping my dick in her hands, she ran her thumb from the root to the tip where the precum was leaking out. She wiped it away, raised the index finger to her mouth, and sucked hard. The action brought up the image of my cock inside her, instead of my finger, and a growl escaped me. “You taste different, but good too.” Those words took me away from the haze of desire, and I froze.
 “Different than who?’ I asked harshly, and tried to control my temper. The idea of her using that sexy mouth of hers on someone else made me want to kill the fucker. I prayed she wouldn't say his name.

Dom, stop. She is a virgin, plenty of firsts.

She looked up and there was mischief in her eyes; the little minx liked my jealousy all right. Then all thoughts flew from my mind as she took me into her mouth. Surrounding my hard-as-steel cock with wet heat, I wondered how I didn't come right there on the spot. Inhaling a deep breath, I watched as she licked the head and then lower, exploring the sensitive skin and veins. She closed her lips over me again, sucking deep and immediately gagging, so she let it go with a popping sound.
 “Guide me?’ She looked up at me pleadingly and licked her lips. Well, hell, whoever the other fucker was, he clearly didn't take his time teaching her. Not that I had any experience to begin with, but I could sure as fuck guide her. “Put the length slowly inside… yeah, just like that. Be careful with your teeth. Take as much as you can, and only what feels good for you. Don’t ever do something you don't want, and stop anytime.” 


She chuckled, sending vibrations down my spine. “I asked for guidance. Not a blow job manual.” She followed my instructions, her hand sliding down to the root of my dick and went up and down after her lips sucked on the head. She seemed almost fascinated with it, studying all the small details while learning the feel of it. 


After several seconds of her exploring, I fisted her hair and pushed deeper, making her take more of me on instinct. Fuck, my balls tightened and felt stuck. The tingling in my spine intensified as my ass clenched. I was so very close to coming. Men with more experience probably could hold on longer, but my girl on her knees in front of me? Yeah, no fucking way. 

 “Rosa, move. I’m going to come.” I almost hissed those words, but instead of listening to me, she sucked harder and wrapped her delicate fingers around my cock, creating unfamiliar sensations. Fuck, why was the water so hot? It burned my already heated skin. “Rosa,” I warned again, but she didn't listen. Finally, the pleasure, the suction, was too much for me to handle, and I came harder than ever, but her mouth was there and she swallowed every drop. God, I felt slightly dizzy, my eyes blurry from the best fucking orgasm of my entire life. 


Finally, when I was done coming, I rested my shoulders back, hot water still surrounding us, and she rose, vulnerability shining in her eyes as she bit her lip, keeping her distance. 


No fucking way would I allow her to feel insecure now.

Circling my arms around her, I hugged her fiercely in the aftermath of my pleasure. The pleasure she had given me. “Thank you,” I whispered into her hair, cradling her in my arms. 

 “You’re welcome,” she replied politely. Chuckling, I leaned back, studying her grinning face. “Was it good?”

Fuck, she had to ask? It just proved how inexperienced she was, not that I minded it one little bit. Yeah, yeah, I’m a chauvinistic bastard.

What fucking ever. “Da, moya krasavica. Unbelievably good.” Satisfaction filled her hazel pools, as she gave me a soft peck on my wet cheek.
 “I’m glad I wasn’t bad for the first time.” 


Well, didn't that send primitive pleasure through me? There was one more thing to clarify though. “So what did you mean by I taste different?” She blushed and looked down at my chest, and I wondered what exactly could put her in a mood like that after what she did to me. 

 “I meant different than me.” Well that made my spent cock come to life, no matter how painful it was. “After you go down on me… you almost always kiss me,” she explained. Then she grabbed my mouth to hers, allowing me to taste the mix of her taste with mine. “We need to go.” 


I blinked and nodded, but still tried to seek her mouth, but she moved back, laughed, and gave me the shower gel. She put some on herself, and all I was left to do was stare as she cleaned herself. God, but she was gorgeous. “Dom.” Her annoyed voice snapped me out of the haze I was in. 

 “What?” I murmured. 

 “Start showering, you are barely standing. We need to get you in bed. We have a flight in a few hours.” 


Shit, I completely forgot about Damian and Sapphire’s wedding in two days. We finished the shower, toweled off, and went back to the room. She quickly donned her pink nightgown. My girl loved her lingerie. Why she bothered if I took it off every time, I didn't know. 


Breathing heavily, we lay on the bed, and Rosa rested her head on my shoulder as my finger gently traced the outline of her arm. “I could spend forever here,” she murmured, kissing me softly. 


Nuzzling into her hair, I inhaled her lavender scent, wondering how the fuck I lived without her all this time. “Me too. But we have to go.” She groaned. “I thought you were looking forward to this wedding?” 


She propped up on her arm, her eyes locking with mine as she huffed, annoyed, “I did. Until you kidnapped me and created an unpleasant situation with my father.” 


Shrugging, without an ounce of guilt inside me, I replied, “Damian demanded a truce for the time being, and that’s what we will have.” Tucking a strand of her hair behind her ear, I added, “You worry for nothing, krasavica.”
 “I love my dad.” 


Lifting up on the pillow, I placed her on my lap. She bent her knees on either side of me as my thumbs caressed her velvet thighs. “And he loves you. It’s going to be okay.” 


She rested her cheek on my shoulder. “I just have bad feeling about it.”
 “I’d never let anything happen to you.” My vow echoed in the room as she relaxed in my arms.

If only I could predict the future, I would never have taken her back to the States.
 

Man with the dragon tattoo

Gazing at the cage in my basement, I couldn't help but feel proud. Chains, knives, bottles, drugs, cameras. All the equipment for the torture and raping of Rosa Giovanni was ready. She was the only missing part.

Two more days.

And her ass would be mine.

Focusing my stare at the printed picture on my board, I sat on the chair, spread my legs, and proceeded to jerk off to the thoughts of her begging me for her life and me refusing.
 “Forty-eight hours, Rosa,” I groaned, as my cum spilled on the floor where a quietly crying Bianca sniffled. 
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I knocked at the door, and after a second, and a firm, "Войдите," I pushed open the massive door of Vasya's office as requested and entered to where he sat on his usual chair, drinking tea.

I found the pakhan’s love for tea hilarious. He collected different flavors from all over the world and never shared them with anyone else.

"Want some tea, парень?" Well, except me. Somehow, he always invited me into his sacred ritual. I couldn't stand anything but water, coffee, and alcohol, so as usual, I declined politely. He rolled his lips together and motioned for me to sit. Choosing the chair right in front of him, I tried to think of a reason for his sudden call for me. I hadn't done anything wrong, and all my missions as Boevik were successful. "Есть разговор, парень." My brows furrowed, and I lifted my chin at his request for us to talk. 


"Какой?" I asked of the nature of the talk he wanted. He opened the drawer next to him, picked up a manila folder, and threw it on the table. 


"Прочиай это и сам реши что с этим делать. Я приму любое твое решение." His request for me to read it and to make the decision for myself filled me with dread. 


Fear washed over me as I realized he'd found information on my brother when I asked him not to. What was the point in searching for a stranger? Yes, he was my brother. My twin. The connection never went away. But I couldn't imagine having anything in common with him anymore. I lived the life of crime. Was it fair to get him into it? Wherever he was, he probably lived a better life than I did and had since moved on.

Or at least I hoped as much, even if for some fucking reason the thought filled me with resentment. Locking my gaze with Vasya's, I told him in an even tone that I didn't want to know anything. 


"Проспись, и подумай," he instructed. Even though there was nothing to "sleep on," as I doubted I'd change my decision, I nodded and left the room. My legs almost ran toward my bike as my hands itched to grab the handlebars and enjoy the fucking ride.

I wouldn't read it.

I'd burn all the files. 


Of course, I did neither. On the hill where my ride took me, I discovered that he lived as Damian
and
Dominic, and enjoyed his fucking life as a rich heir. I learned how our parents had left us money. How he probably didn't have to care for anything.

How easily he replaced me. 


Vasya's private investigator had done a good job, because probably half of the information was classified. I also got to read about the twins who escaped. 


Later that night, I burned the file, although I'd memorized all the names and photos, and I locked all the information within my mind.

Until one day two years later, when I woke up feeling as though I was drowning, with intense pain in my chest.

That was the day I reached out to Connor, and the perception of what I thought I knew changed forever.
 

Rosa
 “Dom, you have to let go of my hand. We’re late!” I tugged on our laced fingers, but he wouldn't budge as we stood on the beach of the beautiful ocean near the hotel Damian and Sapphire reserved for their wedding. Unfortunately for us, the weather in Moscow turned rainy, so the plane couldn't fly on time. The delay resulted in us barely making it to the wedding, with only three hours left for us to get ready. 


In other words, insane.

Annoyed with his stubbornness, I hissed, “Seriously?” 


He covered his mouth with mine, kissing me passionately, and before I knew it, I had my fingers tangled in his hair, ready to sell my soul for one more touch, when he let go of me.
 “Behave.” 


My eyes narrowed on him, while he chuckled. “You are the one who kissed me!” 

 “Just staking my claim,” he said calmly, as my brows furrowed, but the question died in my mouth as Dad’s gruff voice from behind called. 

 “Princess.” I spun around, and with a squeal, ran to my dad’s open arms. He caught me with a grunt, and despite the burns probably still hurting him, picked me up high as my arms wrapped tightly around his neck. “Glad to know you still love your old man.” 

 “Always, Daddy.” 


He put me back on my feet and swirled me around, studying me from head to toe. “Gorgeous as usual.” 


Blushing, I joked, “Jeans and shirt with no makeup, Dad.” 


He gave me a clueless look, as Dominic growled, “Still gorgeous.” 


Raising my hands in defeat, I did my own scanning, noticing the new burn scars and his bald head, as they had to shave his hair during surgery. “How are you feeling, Daddy?”
 “Way better now that my baby girl is here.” He narrowed his gaze on Dominic, tensing. “Cannot say the same about you, Pakhan.” 

 “The feeling is mutual.” 


Shaking my head, praying for patience, I said cheerily, “Okay, we need to hurry. He is the best man and I have to meet the bride like now! Let’s catch up during the party, okay?” I kissed him on the cheek, while he frowned. “Dominic, let’s go.” After a moment, he followed me, but not before they shared a look.

God help me, seriously.
Once we reached the suites, Vitya, who arrived at the place a few minutes before, pointed to the right for me and the left for Dom, and we parted as I blew him a kiss. 


I couldn't wait to see everyone again and celebrate the love of Damian and Sapphire!
 

Dominic

I knocked on the door two times and then walked inside as Connor clicked fiercely on his phone. Damian sipped from a bottle of water, while Kristina danced to “Counting Stars” by One Republic. Easily recognizable to me, since it was one of Rosa’s favorite songs. The kid wore a mini suit with her hair in a high ponytail, but even all this didn't diminish her beauty. Her sapphire eyes, just like her mother’s, widened, and she screamed, “Uncle Dominic!” And in a second, a bundle of joy ended up in my arms squeezing the life out of me, while I had no fucking clue how to react except to hold her so she wouldn't fall. The kid never even met me in her life, so this utter acceptance confused me, to say the least. When I visited them two months back to get some paperwork done, she was sound asleep, and I didn't stay for the night. 


A pair of amber eyes flashed over her head, as my brother’s mouth lifted in a smile while he saluted me with a bottle. “Glad to see you here, brother.” 


Kristina palmed my face, moving it from one side to the other. “You look just like Daddy.” After further inspection, she added, “He’s just more handsome, of course.” 


Damian chuckled. “That’s not nice, baby girl.” 


She stretched her arms wide. “What can I do? I promised not to lie to you and Mommy.” Then she wiggled to get free, so I put her down, and she darted outside, shouting, “I’m going to see Rosa!” And just like lightning, she was gone. 

 “Spitfire,” I murmured, then clapped Damian on the shoulder. “Congratulations, man.” 

 “Thanks, Dom. We were worried you wouldn't make it.” 


Given our past, I imagined he did. “Nah, Oleg has lots of experience. Had it not been for airport stuff, we’d have been on time.”

Connor snorted. “You two always act like kings of the world.” 


Focusing my attention on him, I wondered why all of a sudden the always cheery guy wasn't in the mood. Then it hit me. “Women problems?” 


He blushed, and Damian elbowed me. “In love like a puppy.” 


Grinning, I dropped onto the seat next to him. “So why the unhappy look then?” 

 “Mind your business, Dom,” he snapped. 


I placed my hand over my heart, and said dramatically, “Oh, no! I hurt your feelings.” 


Glaring, he pointed a finger at both of us and kind of moved it around. “Easy for you to say. You don’t ask your women. You just claim them as yours.” 


Shrugging, Damian asked, “What’s wrong with this technique?” 


Connor rose, walking to the window and gazing at the ocean. “Not all women want it.” 

 “Beg to differ. I actually wooed my woman.” I pointed out, but even I could understand this whole situation with his woman bothered him. “Maybe she is afraid of your manwhore reputation or something.” 


He sighed in frustration at my suggestion. “I stopped screwing other women the minute my eyes landed on her, and she was only seventeen, so I couldn't do shit about it. Stayed celibate. Then we had sex when she was eighteen. Now… it’s fucking months later, and she still wants nothing to do with me.” Yeah, the guy had it bad, all right. Not being able to get your dick hard for anyone but a specific woman was a pretty good neon sign. 

 “Kidnap her,” Damian and I said in unison, grinning. He flipped us off and then stormed out of the room. 


Yeah, loving a woman could be frustrating.

I could relate. 

 

Rosa

"You still have a chance to run away. I'll cover for you," I said with a straight face, while Amanda and Annie, Sapphire’s friends, choked on their champagne. We all sat in the bride’s room as a makeup artist and hairdresser finished the last touches. The boudoir consisted of pink and white furniture, a la eighteenth-century England, and practically begged to have a tea party inside. Huge mirrors allowed everyone to cryptically study themselves and the dresses they wore, while the bride had a dressing table with a mirror and a chair. 


Frankie giggled loudly, smacking me on the arm. "Stop joking around." She wiggled her brows at Sapphire. "Who wouldn't walk down the aisle to such a hunk?" she said dreamily, and Sapphire’s eyes narrowed.

"Mine." 


Everyone laughed again, but she just shrugged. I had to agree with the girl on this one; our twins needed clear marks of ownership so no one would even think about making a move on them. Apparently, Dominic wasn't the only possessive person in this relationship. 


A soft knock on the door preceded Luke entering the bridal room wearing jeans and a navy blue shirt, which hugged him perfectly. "Are we ready?" 


Sapphire checked herself one last time in the mirror, looking every bit the happy and vibrant woman she was. "Yes, we are,” she replied dreamily, probably imagining her Sociopath in her head.

Gross, seriously the dude was like a bro to me. Probably weird for some people, considering he shared a face with my man, but really Dom and Damian just didn't have the same look in my opinion. 


"Wait!" Frankie shouted, grabbed her cell, gathered us girls close in a circle around Sapphire, and raised it so we would have everyone in the picture. "Group selfie is a must." 


Everyone smiled widely, as Sapphire and I did the ‘rock on’ sign with our fingers, adding fun to the picture. She clicked a few times and then, with a satisfied grin, pushed the bride toward Luke, who agreed to walk her down the aisle. He and Juanita, along with my father, were the only parental figures present at the wedding. No words described how much I loved that old, gruff guy who took care of me while Connor and Damian mastered the epic revenge plan. Not once did he make me feel unwelcome or unwanted, and he was the one to insist on my self-defense classes. Thank God he had us; otherwise, he would have been alone, considering he had no wife or kids of his own. 


He placed Sapphire’s hand on his arm as the girls lined up. Annie was nearest Sapphire, as she was the maid of honor. She was the only one among us who had patience and time for all the wedding preparations. I seriously considered giving her the same role at my wedding so she’d handle everything as perfectly as she did here.

"Girl, how are you still not pregnant?" Frankie asked me, as we stood waiting for the music to start playing. My cheeks heated as I looked down, and everyone watched me curiously, because evidently everyone wanted to know. "I figured he was just going to breed you quickly, no questions asked." She elbowed me. "Or do you guys just have hot sex all night long? I love those kinds of nights." 


Luke groaned beside Sapphire as a grin spread across her face. Clearly, he didn't like being reminded of Frankie’s sexual experiences. "I so don't want to be present for this conversation." 


Frankie just waved her hand. "Whatever, man, I'm curious. Plus, I caught you and Juanita making out by the kitchen last night." 


Luke scowled, and the girls giggled, because everyone knew the pair had the hots for each other. Why they didn't hook up sooner was beyond me.

"Maybe because I'm still a virgin," I blurted, and wished for the floor to open up and swallow me whole. Why the hell did I just say that out loud? 


Everyone blinked and stared at me with their mouths open, jaws almost hitting the floor. 


Frankie mouthed at me, “A virgin?” with a bemused expression on her lips, but before I could comment or defend myself, the music began, and we got ready to start the ceremony. 


The procession began with Frankie, followed by Amanda, me, and finished with Annie. We all wore identical strapless pink dresses, which ended right above the knee, and allowed the light ocean breeze to slip in, providing cooling sensations.

Damian waited at the end of the aisle, under the flowery arch located right in the middle of the beach, as friends and family members sat on the small, white chairs decorated in various white flowers. The priest held a bible in his hand, while mopping sweat from his forehead with the other, and my eyes locked with Dominic, who stood next to Damian as his best man, along with cute-as-pie Kristina who held the rings. He winked at me while I blew him a kiss, wondering how he’d react to the news I wanted to share with him.

I was ready to be fully his, no question about it. I hesitated to share my body with his but… if these three months had proved anything, it was that he listened and respected me. Yes, waiting for words of love from a man like him… there was just no point in that. Each one of us occupied a place on the other side of the groom, and we sighed dreamily when Sapphire came into view. 


Truly she was a beautiful bride. 


Her wavy black hair was pushed over her shoulders where it was clipped back, leaving her graceful neck visible. Her sky-blue chiffon dress was an unusual design, ending just above the knee in front, but behind her, it draped down to the sand, creating the illusion of a long train. Sapphire's bare feet had anklets around them, and she gave off the whole fairy look. Once they reached the end of the aisle, Luke placed her hand in Damian’s as the two lovers watched each other greedily and so intimately that I almost wanted to turn around and not interrupt them. Then unexpectedly, Damian kissed her heartily, accompanied by whistles and catcalls from us, and the priest started the ceremony. "Dearly beloved—"
 

Dominic

Watching Rosa dancing with Kristina tugged on my heart, but I couldn't do anything about it. I barely contained the desire to snatch her from this party and go to Irkutsk. She had yet to visit the place I called home. With her studies and my responsibilities, we simply had no time. 


Her mocha hair would look splendid against my black silky sheets, not to mention her vivid eyes. My hands itched to lower the zipper on her dress and run my fingers over her skin while trailing kisses down her back.

However, leaving my twin's wedding was out of the question, so there was nothing else to do but sip whiskey and count the hours for the party to be over. 


"Well, don't you look happy for me?" Damian teased, sitting on the chair next to me. He followed my gaze and smirked. "Sucks to be the one watching, doesn't it?" Ignoring his words, I continued to drink while he added, "Women talk, you know." Furrowing my brows, I glanced at him. "What's that supposed to mean?" Damian raised his brow while his mouth twitched, barely containing laughter that wanted to spill out.

Blyat.

Women talked.

I’d never had a real relationship before, and this small fact sucked. The last thing I wanted was for people to wonder why she was still a virgin if she had been with me for the last three months. 


Little Rosa probably forgot to mention the sex was supposed to happen on her terms, and so far she hadn’t given me permission to touch her. Well, at least in the sense of her losing her virginity. Sometimes, it surprised me how much control I willingly gave her, just for a chance to prove she could be happy with me. 


Maybe I shouldn't have kidnapped her from her father, and instead, waited patiently. But my possessive nature was impossible to control; plus, I couldn't have my woman running around in New York when important business awaited me back home. What if some other fucker wanted to steal her? No one could be trusted with her protection but me. 


"Drop it, Damian," I said with a warning, because twin or no twin, I'd be damned if I’d discuss my woman with another man.

"Trust me, I wasn't about to ask you about your sex life." He winced. "She's a sister to me. I’m still reining in my desire to smash your face for touching her." 


I rolled my eyes at this; apparently, everyone seemed to think they had some kind of right to my woman, when it fact, she belonged only to me.

Not to her father.

Not to Damian.

Sure as fuck not to herself. My life and hers were forever entwined, so everyone better fucking get used to that.

He held my eyes with his. His had a wistful expression. "I just wanted to know if everything was all right with you?" For the last three months, we had shared a few phone calls. I came to visit them once, but besides that, we didn't establish an amazing connection all of a sudden or bond over the experience. We just couldn't, even if we tried. I loved my brother and he loved me, but we simply couldn't ignore all the years we spent apart. Plus, we had a huge distance between us, the entire ocean. 


Before I could answer him, Don joined our table and sat down opposite us with a serious expression. "Can I have a moment with you two?" Damian and I shared a look. Since when did the man ask anything? The entire night he was busy flirting with Mary, Sapphire's single friend, and he hadn't paid much attention to us. We nodded, and he cleared his throat. "I still hold a grudge against you, ragazzo." He let me know with steel in his eyes that was easy for me to understand. I kidnapped his child, and our mafia houses were currently at war. We agreed to a truce during the wedding, but all bets were off once it was over. "But there is one thing I wanted to give to you. Both of you." He placed the brown, rectangular envelope on the table and motioned for us to open it. 


Since Damian made no move toward it, I picked it up, tore it open, and several photos slid all over the table. Pushing the envelope aside, I focused my attention on the vivid pictures that must have been taken at least thirty years ago, due to the quality of the photos and the wardrobe. 


A young couple in their early twenties rode on a motorcycle in the middle of the empty street with deserts and canyons surrounding them. A guy wearing a black Queen T-shirt and blue jeans along with boots held the handlebars and gazed ahead, while the girl behind him wrapped her arms around his waist and laughed happily with her head tilted back. Her hair was blown away by the wind, and the band around her forehead kept it from getting in her eyes. Her clothes were yellow and orange. She wore lots of jewelry on her neck, ears, and hands. 


The shot must have been taken from the car riding in front of them, because it captured the moment perfectly without them having to pose for it. There was something oddly familiar about the couple to me, but I couldn't name it. Damian appeared just as clueless. He just kept running his fingers over their faces as his brows furrowed. 


The next picture was the same couple during their wedding day. They seemed older. Gone were the hippie attributes, replaced with a black tux for the man and a long, white chiffon dress with small pearls on it for the woman. Her hand rested protectively on the small bump, clearly indicating pregnancy. The couple radiated happiness, which even the old-ass picture couldn't hide it. 


Another one was with them holding two babies in the hospital as the woman lay exhausted but happy on the bed. The man held his family protectively in the crook of his arm, creating a shield from the outside world. 


The man looked so much like my brother and me. The resemblance was impossible to ignore. 


Then it hit me, all at fucking once. 


"Are those our parents?" Damian asked with a hoarse voice, as the flat of his palm landed on the last photograph.

"Yes," Don replied. "They used to be my friends. Mine and my wife’s, Sorcha." A ghost of a smile appeared on his face while remembering his wife. "Sorcha and Kristina liked to get into trouble, and we'd have to rescue them." 


"Is that why you allowed me to keep Rosa and watched me carefully?" Damian asked, his eyes still glued to the picture in the hospital.

"Yes, it's hard to mistake those eyes. Plus, you do share some of his traits." 


"Why now?" The question came from me. I couldn't wrap my head around this information. Why couldn't he share all this before? Don shrugged, took out his cigar, and lit it.

"Seemed like a good wedding present, and besides, it wouldn't have changed anything."

"So Dad was part of the mafia?"

"No, we were childhood friends. He was a lawyer and heir to an empire. He liked to protect the weak, though, so he was kind of a Robin Hood. Did similar stuff like you guys, and one of the reasons those men did what they did. I couldn't come help in time, even though I warned him not to mess with those men without backup." His hand fisted, but the pitch of his voice stayed even. 


"That's neither here nor there, though. The point is, the life you lead can destroy things you love the most." His narrowed stare burned into mine. "And I don't want my little girl to be collateral damage." Then he shifted his gaze to Damian. "Or your sweet woman. So on your wedding day, I'll give you two pieces of advice. You forget about being Sociopath, and you"—he pointed his index finger at me—"learn to provide as much protection as you possibly can to my daughter." With those words, he left to join Mary on the dance floor while she blushed from his invitation, leaving us dumbstruck.

Silence fell over us for several seconds, with Damian breaking it with a low voice. "Do you want the pictures?" I nodded, because who wouldn't want them? Remembering our parents was one thing, but having proof that they were happy and wanted us? Yeah, no one could say no to that. 


He split them evenly between us and then patted my shoulder. "I need to find Sapphire." He searched for her and finally spotted her near the bar, chatting with Luke. He darted toward her, leaving me sitting there alone with uncomfortable emotions I couldn’t name playing inside me.

Who would have thought our parents used to be that fun-loving couple who fought for justice? Or that they had an Italian Mafia Don for a friend. 


A friend who was the father of the woman I desperately wanted to claim as mine.

If it weren’t for S, John, Richard, and the whole human trafficking, I would have had a chance with her. She'd always have been close. No one would ever have harmed her or me, and she'd probably have been my wife the minute she became legal. 


Everything closed off in me. A red haze played in front of my eyes, and I barely restrained myself from standing up and running the fuck away. Building rage, which didn't go away no matter how much I tried, demanded me to fight someone and see blood.

I was so disconnected from everything around me that the gentle touch on my cheek came out of nowhere and snapped me out of my stupor. My eyes traveled back up to the gorgeous vision in pink. I drank in her beauty and aura of serenity only she could provide for me. "Dominic?" Rosa asked softly, and without further words, I grabbed her elbow and sat her on my lap as she gasped in surprise. 


The bullshit of three months was over. 


I was fucking done waiting around on her. It made me a bastard, maybe.

Made me an unforgivable human being.

Maybe.

But I was fucking done.

"No, I'm not all right. I need you," I whispered harshly, probably scaring her, which would cement her views on not giving me a chance—not that I was going to wait for one. 


Rosa studied me then laced her hands through my hair, brought her mouth close to mine, and whispered in it, her lips touching mine in the lightest of caresses, "Okay."

"Наконец то." (Nakonecto)
Finally.

After months of wanting, yearning, rejections, and heavy petting sessions, my woman was ready to be claimed and conquered.
 

Rosa

My arms and legs wrapped around Dominic, while he ground his hips against me, creating a friction I just couldn't get enough of, so I pressed my pelvis as close as freaking possible. With each step he took toward our room in this cozy, Victorian-style decorated inn, it was a mini slice of heaven. His fingers dug painfully into my thighs as we continued kissing deeply, his tongue seeking mine. Nothing existed for me but this man, his smell, just him.

Nipping on his jaw, I murmured, “How do you even know where to go?” He licked along my bottom lip, tugging on it while my nails scratched his back under his white shirt. Why did he have to have on so many clothes? We’d already gotten rid of the jacket, throwing it on the floor somewhere on the way. 

 “Trust me,” he whispered, and all the questions flew from my mind.

I did. So irrevocably. So truthfully. Romance books just didn't do justice to the intensity one could have for another human who could become so vital to you, to the point you couldn’t imagine your life without him. 


He finally reached our room, carried me inside, and closed the door with his foot. The moonlight shone through the balcony French doors, bright enough to see every detail, but not enough to make me feel self-conscious about the moment. His hand fisted my hair while another possessively held my back. “I want nothing more than to push you against the wall and take what belongs to me,” he groaned into my hair. “But I can’t.”
 “I’m not stopping you.” Gasping, I shifted my hips firmer against his. God, why had we never done it before? 

 “Shh, krasavica. I’m in charge tonight.” He walked us to the bedroom and placed me gently on the bed. “Take off your dress. Slowly.” 


Gulping, I rose on my knees and removed my dress over my head, leaving me completely naked, since a bra didn't fit the design and panties showed panty lines, which drove me crazy. 


His amber eyes ignited, as he growled, “Bare? While countless men danced with you?” Technically only four: Michael, Vitya, my dad, and Connor, but I didn't think clarifying was the best choice at the moment. My sexy caveman just didn't care who. If the person had a penis, he would get jealous. 


To reassure him, I whispered, “Nobody matters but you.” 


His gaze softened as he ripped open his shirt and removed his belt; his pants came off with one swift movement, and we were both naked. “Lie on your back.” 


Frowning, I did what he said, although I wondered why he couldn't have chosen something more adventurous. We had been in this position countless times before. He slid one knee onto the bed, pushing himself up, closing around me like a dome. Placing his hands on either side of my head, he bent down and kissed my neck, brushing his lips over the sensitive spot right under my ear. 


Gasping, my body hummed as if lightning struck it. I dug my nails into his shoulders while he trailed lower, murmuring, “Your skin is like silk, soft to the touch, and so delicate.” To prove his words, he bit me lightly and then immediately soothed the sting with his tongue, bathing the place with saliva. “One touch, and everyone knows you’ve been in my bed,” he said smugly. 


Shifting lower, he nipped around the cross on my collarbone. “Anytime my eyes land on your neck, it pleases me to know you belong to me. That no one had the privilege of this body before me.” He straddled me, gripping my hips and parting them to allow closer contact with his erection. To his satisfaction, a moan slipped from my lips. 


He thumbed my hardened nipples, blowing on them gently. Goose bumps ran through me as he captured one nipple with his mouth, suckling on it as though he were starving. His hands trailed lower to my waist, pressing on it as if he wanted to imprint himself completely into me. He repeated the same action with the other breast, making me arch further into his hold, right before he let go and flipped me over him. A squeal of surprise left me. 

 “Come here, darling. Ride my tongue.” Such crude words sent a jolt of electricity through me as if someone charged me with a burst of energy. My cheeks heated when he raised my hips higher, and instructed, “Lower your pussy here, Rosa.” He tipped up his lips, and I had no other choice but to obey. 


The minute my core connected with his tongue, my skin felt as if tiny little needles were poking into it, antagonizing every nerve in my body as he licked my lower lips, sucked on my clit, and then plunged inside as his thumbs opened me up. Mimicking the act of lovemaking, he pushed it inside, held it still while his fingers ran up and down my thighs, and then pulled back, biting and nipping in the process. Not having much to do with my hands, I palmed my breasts and tweaked my nipples. Combined with his actions, I seriously thought I’d pass out from pleasure. 


Then his whole attention focused on my clit as he covered it with his lips and pulled gently at first, then harder, and then finally sucked on it as if he couldn’t get enough of me. The pleasure peak seemed closer and closer, as the familiar sensation took hold of my body, but right before I could reach it, he changed the position. 


He flipped me once again. We both breathed heavily as he loomed above me. “Dominic,” I pleaded, begging him to finish this, to give us the conclusion we so desperately needed. 

 “Moya krasavica,” he whispered, as his bare cock nudged at my entrance. Then with one fluid movement, he pushed forward, stretching my tight passage. I gasped at the sensation, the burn. He stilled, not doing anything. I don’t think he even breathed as he let me adjust to his size and the sensations. He wrapped my legs around him while I hugged him closer, our breaths mingling.

Slowly, painfully so, his stillness started to become unbearable. This deep ache transformed into a deeper need, and I shifted my hips, jolting him in the process. I gasped into his mouth. My skin felt like it was covered with fire. “Again,” I whispered, and he pushed, carefully, but God, it was even better than the previous one. “Faster.” Withdrawing, he pushed back in then repeated it. 


With each thrust, I flew higher and higher. No one, and I meant no one, could describe sex to a person who hadn’t experienced it. I thought I wasn't so innocent after what we had done in the last three months, but I was wrong. The sensations that held me prisoner couldn't be compared to anything. I clenched my inner muscles, and he growled, picking up speed and hitting that perfect spot. Within a few seconds, it finally happened.

I reached the level of freaking nirvana. My body shattered into tiny little pieces, as if I soared high above the clouds even. My vision went blank, and arching my back, my head fell to the bed and I moaned as he still pushed inside me. 


One. Two. Three pumps, and he joined me with a loud roar as he spilled his cum inside my heated flesh, and his mouth smashed on mine, delving his tongue as deep it would go, while my fingers laced through his hair.

This was the moment, the moment all people should live for. “Dominic, it was—”
 “Yes,” he murmured, licking the inside of my lower lip.
 “I never imagined it could be so—” 


He interrupted again, still inside me as he bit on my chin, “Me neither.” Not wanting to bring the past into such an intimate moment, I decided not to comment that I was the only virgin in the room. “No one felt like you. No one had all this but you. No one compares to you. Do you understand me, Rosa?” 


He palmed my face, and when tears slid silently down my cheeks, he licked them clean and then lay on his back, maneuvering me on his chest. “Rest, baby.” Even though I knew we had to take a shower, and we couldn't really sleep with him inside me forever, I inhaled his masculine scent as his steady heartbeat lulled me. 

 

Dominic 


Mine and no one else’s. 


Finally claimed. 


She wasn't the only virgin in the room. Tonight with her, right in that moment, I lost my heart and soul to that tiny woman who held my entire world in her hands. Nothing before her existed, and nothing would after her. 


She belonged to me, and no one would ever be able to take it away from us. 

 

Rosa

Waking up with the man you loved, who had just taken your virginity, had to be one of my best mornings. Trailing my finger down his chest, I couldn't help but lean in to lick one of his tattoos, enjoying the taste of his skin on my tongue. Dominic stirred, so I kissed him softly on the stomach, rose up, and couldn't help but breathe in the fresh ocean air. The shimmering blue-green waves called to my soul, and without bothering to resist, I put on my white strapless dress and flips-flops and quietly exited to room, longing to enjoy this morning while it lasted, but at the same time knowing Dominic needed his rest. 


He wouldn't be happy with my decision to stroll alone, but hopefully my body had distracted him enough, and I’d be able to apologize with my mouth.

A carefree smile spread on my lips as my laugh echoed in the lobby.

Life was simply wonderful. 

 

Man with the dragon tattoo 


Could life get any more perfect? My prey wandered the beach alone as sunshine highlighted her beauty, making her a vision to behold in her white strapless dress. 

 “Rosa,” I called, and she spun around, shocked. 

 “Oh, my God, you scared me.” She laughed. “What are you doing here so early?” 


Pointing at the sunrise illuminating the green waves of the ocean crashing against the rocks, I said, “Who needs sleep when you have such a view?” 


She sighed dreamily. “True. I couldn't sleep, so I decided to enjoy some sand and sun before we went back.” Right, the truce was over, so they headed back to Russia.

Planned to, at least. 

 “Rosa… maybe you should see Don first?” 


Her brows raised in surprise. “Dad? Why? We discussed everything last night.” 


True. The old man took some cunt to his hotel room and chatted with her the whole night. In my opinion, she was nothing but a mouse, definitely didn't even hold a candle to Sorcha, his late wife. 

 “He insisted on meeting you back at his room first thing this morning. In fact, after my morning stroll, I planned to come get you.” 


Worry filled her eyes as she bit on her lip. 


Lush, full lips. 


Splendid for sucking and choking on my dick, which twitched in my pants. 

 “Dom is still asleep.” 


She shifted uncertainly, so I used some persuasion. “Come on, Rosa. It’s in the same building. Don won’t kidnap you.” My voice was amused, which relaxed her. 

 “Okay.” 


We walked to the lobby, where I put my plan in motion. Taking my phone from my pocket, I apologized, “Sorry, Bianca is calling. I have to take this.” 


She nodded as I spoke into the phone. “Hello?” I paused for a bit, and then, “Do not move, Bianca!” I shouted into the thing and searched frantically for the doorway, darting to it with Rosa on my heels, just as I expected. 

 “What’s going on?” she asked, as I stopped near the tinted-windowed Hummer.
 “Romeo beat the shit out of her. She needs help. Just find your dad.” Jumping into the car, I barely restrained myself from grinning like a fool. I kept the act up as she hopped in right after me. 

 “She might need medical help.” She pushed the strands of her hair back. “How come your dad never did anything about the abuse, Alfonso?”

Because Romeo was never the one who hurt her. 
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The plane landed exactly at noon as I planned, running my hand from my face to remove any traces of tiredness or sleeplessness from it. I turned on the phone, checked for any messages or calls from home, but none were there, so I dialed Connor’s phone.

I came to meet him.
 “Mr. Konstantinov, we have arrived. You can get up anytime,” the stewardess said, holding my black suit jacket in her hands with a bright smile on her face. 


She offered me a quickie earlier as well. What was it with women wanting men with longer hair? Wherever I went, they lost their damn heads.

Not that it mattered.

I wasn't a cruel man. I could never offer any woman love or a family, so I never hooked up with those who could have their hearts broken or grow attached. 


Standing up, I grabbed it from her with a thank you, slipped it on, and walked to the door in record time. 


The stairs were ready for me, and saluting the pilot who winked, I made my way to the black car waiting at the airport as the wind blew at my face and the sun beamed brightly. 


A young man stood, leaning back against the car with his arms folded. He had green eyes, blond hair, and a lean body, which with time would gain more muscle. The kid was as tall as I was, and by the grim expression he had going on, he was no less stubborn. 


We stopped a few steps from each other, our eyes studying one another, and finally, I extended my hand. “Connor.” 


A beat, and then he shook it. “Dominic.” But then he brought me closer, giving me an arm hug and freezing in this position for a second. “Good to have you alive, man,” he mumbled, bringing a smile from me. 

 “You too, buddy, you too.” Leaning back, I looked into his eyes and asked the question to which he refused to answer, but the one which seemed like the most important thing in the world. “Where is Damian?” Something flashed through his eyes akin to regret, and he shook his head, sighing heavily. “I’m sorry, Dom. He’s dead.” The buzzing in my ears created a vacuum around me, and I couldn't comprehend where I was.

Planes, people, cars, sounds. All faded away and I was left in the darkness, in the knowledge my twin was dead and there was no coming back.

No reunions.

No seeing him, just for a glimpse.

No comfort in knowing he lived a good life.

Nothing.

Because he was fucking gone.

Gritting my teeth, I asked, “How?” and for a few hours, he explained the complicated history of Damian and Sapphire, and facts that helped me understand what really happened. 


I think the most surprising thing came after, when I found out who her father was and how Damian fucked up. 

 

Dominic

Knocking furiously on Don’s room, I barely contained the beast inside me that roared to destroy the piece of wood separating me from the man and then choke the life out of him. The only reason I stayed civil was because my woman wouldn't want such behavior from me, and guests from the wedding were still here. I had no desire to ruin my brother’s perfect moment. God knows, I’d done enough to screw up his life through the years. 


After my fifth sharp knock, the door sprung wide open with a shirtless Don wearing a murderous glare on his face staring at me. “What the fuck do you want, Konstantinov?” Before I could reply, my brows lifted up when I noticed Mary hovering behind him with a deer-caught-in- headlights expression, holding her dress to her chest. “Stop fucking looking at her,” Don growled, and if the situation had been different, I’d have laughed in his face. He certainly had a busy night. 

 “Where is my woman?” I asked, my voice laced with fury. 


Frowning, Don grabbed the shirt from the floor and hastily put it on. “Last time I saw her, she assured me you were the perfect man. Then you took her away.” By the narrowing of his eyes, he didn't appreciate it much.
 “She isn't in our room!” After the fucking best lovemaking of my entire life, where I was so attuned to another person, almost merging as one with her, all I dreamed about was to wake up to her pretty face and continue to explore this newfound connection. 


Instead, a cold bed greeted me and no note or any indication of where she’d gone. At first, I assumed either she was taking a shower or tanning on the balcony, but when both of those assumptions proved wrong, I got alarmed. Frantically checking with Vitya, Michael, and even Connor and Frankie, I came up blank, as she never contacted any of them. So the only logical conclusion left was her father, who wouldn't have to honor the truce between us after the wedding. 


Which brought me back to the present. If she wasn't with her father, then where the fuck was she?
 “Dominic.” Don’s voice turned low and worried, dark shadows coloring his features. “Where is my daughter?”
 

Rosa

Groggy and disoriented, I opened my eyes and instantly wished I hadn’t. The piercing pain assaulted me as if little ants nipped on my scalp with the sole mission of destroying it. The loose hair stuck to my damp skin. The humid air held traces of an unfamiliar yet disgusting smell. I raised my hands to push up when my eyes landed on the handcuffs wrapped tight around my wrists and ankles. Adjusting to the muted light, my blurry vision scanned the… basement?

The concrete under my butt, almost numbing it, had traces of different red stains, along with scratch marks. As if someone had clawed for dear life but still lost the battle in the fight. Tight iron bars separated the small space I was placed in, from the wider part where all the equipment I could see laid. Shovels, knives, blades, razors, electronic drills, pliers. The worn-out plastic desk held a chainsaw, hammers, and nails. Was this some kind of a place where people built stuff? Even chopped wood in a box occupied the space between the desk and chair. 


The single black chair reminded of an office computer chair that swiveled from side to side. Several lamps dangled from the ceiling, but currently only one was on. The sound of water tink, tink, tinking in the sink caught my attention as I looked to the side to notice a small toilet and a sink inside the cage, which otherwise appeared bare. 


The walls were rusted, wet, and the chilly temperature seemed too much, even for a basement. My heart rate sped up as flashbacks of five years ago assailed me, and I closed my eyes, counting to ten.

The image would go away. I would wake in a safe bed, where all this was just a nightmare. Not my reality.

Never again my reality.

Rocking back and forth, when the count ended, I opened my eyes again, and my stomach sank as the picture didn't change.

Then a memory started to return to me like a colorful movie played in front of my eyes. 

 “Alfonso, where did he take her?” God, why had no one stopped this abusive asshole Romeo before? No one should ever hurt a female, and I just prayed she’d be in good condition once we’d reach her. 


Alfonso gripped the steering wheel tighter, his knuckles turning white, as he gritted out through his teeth, “On the edge of the city.” He clicked something on the GPS plastered between him and me. “An hour drive, give or take.” 


I bit my lip, worried about how in the heat of the moment, I just jumped inside without thinking. Dominic and my father wouldn't have approved of this behavior, but how could I let a woman in need suffer? Taking out my phone from the pocket of my dress, I quickly typed a message to my man—butterflies still fluttered inside me from the things we’d done the night before—when Alfonso knocked it from my hands to the floor, and I raised my puzzled eyes to him. 


Without warning, he snarled at me, “Rosa, bad girl.” 


Say the fuck what?
Immediately, the handsome boy I grew up with transformed into a man with crazy, dilated pupils, and a sadistic smile spread on his mouth. Fear washed over me, and without thinking, I pulled the door handle and tried to get away, not even caring the car was travelling at high speed, but he just laughed, a dark laugh, which chilled every bone in my body. Then the clock to the back of my head came out of nowhere and everything went blank. 

 “Alfonso.” The minute the whisper escaped my mouth, the man in question came into the light, smirking while licking his lips. He wore nothing but blue jeans, boots, and black gloves. His scarred skin glistened with disgusting sweat. “What are you doing?” 

 “What I was born to do.” He stepped inside the cell, his boots making creaking sounds on the cement, and I pressed my back harder against the harsh granite wall. I would have bruises, as the light white dress wouldn't protect me for shit. “Taste and torture you.” 

 “Why would you do it?” Keeping up a conversation with him was the last thing I wanted, but the idea of his vile hands on my body made my stomach feel it might empty right there on the spot. The bile had already risen in my throat. Paralyzing fear was almost suffocating me with its intensity, because no one knew where I was.

Once again, I was helpless to the bone. He ignored my words, hunched in front of me, and only my bent knees separated us as he gently caressed my cheek. I shifted my head, disgusted at the sight of him. His blue eyes sparkled even more. “My wild Rose. You’ll see.” With that, he left, closed the cell behind him, turned off the light, and complete darkness surrounded me.
 

20 hours later 

 

Dominic 

 “Dom, calm down,” Connor advised, while I strolled back and forth in Damian’s office. 


Turning around swiftly, I grabbed his throat and pushed him to the wall. He grunted, and Frankie and Sapphire, along with Juanita, gasped. “Do not tell me to calm down when my woman is in danger.” 


He struggled from my hold, shouting, “Maybe she just left you!” Punching him in the face, right into his recently healed nose, satisfaction ran through me as blood dripped to the floor from it. “Fuck, not my nose again!” he shouted. 

 “She’d never do this to me. Never disappear without a word.” 


Vitya entered the room, along with Luke. They had been searching for any kind of information, cameras, any hint, anything.
 “Any news?” 


We shared a look as Vitya extend the file in his hand to Don and me. “According to a maid who saw her going to the beach, she left around seven in the morning. Then she was seen in the lobby, rushing through the door and jumping in a car.” 


My eyes scanned the report with pictures, and something just wasn't adding up. “Who drives a black Hummer?” 


Don frowned, taking the file from me and cursing. “Alfonso came to the wedding with me. With Lorenzo out of commission, he is my next trustworthy person.” 

 “Call him.” He dialed his phone, but apparently no one answered, because he threw it on the table and his jaw ticked with tension. “What do you know about him?” Finding my brother with his bride on his lap, I demanded, “You were supposed to do an investigation. What did you find? You said it was safe to come here!” 


I didn't give a flying fuck about ruining his moment anymore. They all failed to keep my woman safe. Had we been in Russia, this would have never happened. He rose, facing me with a grim expression on his face. “The bombing traces led us to his brother, Romeo. He abused his woman and hated everything that had to do with the mafia. Also, he was absent on that day from the house. Connor and I took care of him.’’ He didn’t elaborate on what exactly they did. “Alfonso wasn't even on our radar.” 


A fitful breath came from the door, as a female’s voice said, “And that was your mistake.” We all turned to notice Bianca in the threshold, holding an envelope to her chest. “Romeo never abused me. It was Alfonso all along. He… likes to inflict pain, kill people, chop them.” Fuck, chop? He was a crazy motherfucker. “Here is the evidence,” she addressed Connor, handing him the envelope. “All I could gather.” Then she focused her attention on me. “He wants to do the same to her, dreamed about it for months. He has a board full of your pictures. All of you.”
 “But why?” Don asked, agony filling the depths of his eyes. 


She shrugged, rubbing her bruised arms. “He never told me.” Then she took out a gun from her purse, pressed it to her temple, and said, “My duty is done here.” Then she fired, committing suicide right in front of our eyes.
 

Rosa

I stirred from sleep as a female sob echoed in the otherwise quiet basement. My muscles were numb from being in the same position. Alfonso only came once yesterday, so I could pee while he listened. Humiliating as it was, my bladder couldn't have stood another second without relieving myself. He gave me a dirty plate containing leftover pizza with cheese that had seen better days. No matter how much my stomach grumbled, I wouldn't touch it. The glass filled with sink water was my only source of hydration. Why did he come back?

The bright light blinded me. I winced, holding my bound hands up to block it as slowly a young girl around seventeen years old, kneeled completely naked as Alfonso stood behind her, running his hand over her neck with awe. Even from a distance, I could see her trembling lips and the tears sliding down her cheeks. 

 “Rosa, I thought I’d show you rather than tell you what I’ll do to you.” With that, he removed the belt from his pants and wrapped it tight around her while she choked on it, trying to get it away from him, but he wouldn't let her. Instead, he spun her to his front, lowered his zipper, took out his hard dick, and dangled it in her face. “Lila, let me fuck your mouth.” He pushed inside her throat as she gagged on it, but he didn't care. My horrified gasp only made him smile wider, and I couldn't believe there was nothing to do to help her.

What kind of monster did that? 


Thoroughly enjoying her, he slapped her hard on the cheek and then stepped back. Picking up the pliers, he grinned. Pressing on her lower lip, exposing her tongue and teeth, he said to me happily, “Watch now.”
 

5 hours later
 

Dominic

Twenty-five hours. My woman had been gone for twenty-five hours, in the hands of a sociopath whose sole desire was to inflict pain on her. Roaring loudly, I squeezed the hot iron bars of the balcony even harder, but the pain didn't even register in my mind. 

 “Dominic.” Damian’s voice only infuriated the already raging inferno in my heart.
 “You promised me protection. Promised me you’d take care of it. I trusted you. And you failed me,” I said, with menace and fury I hadn't expected from myself. Ignoring the sharp intake of breath behind me, I continued, “Now my woman is in danger. And I fucking blame you.” 

 “Dominic—” 


Spinning around, I gazed at my brother, who was my rock and strength in the darkest times of my life. My protector. My best friend. My only family. But we weren't those boys anymore, and the resentment building inside me through all the years yearned to rise and destroy everything in its wake. 

 “She is like a sister to me.” His voice was tense, posture stiff. “She means something to me too.”
 “Not enough, or you would have kept her safe.” Passing him to go back to the office, our shoulders bumped and I didn't fucking care. My brother had everything, down to his woman and his child, while I lost again.

Seemed like all I did my entire life was lose.
 “You need to see this, man,” Connor said, plunging the USB into the laptop as a video started to play. “We found it in the envelope.” Bianca was lying on the floor, chained, sobbing quietly, while Alfonso ‘played’ with two other victims, who were as hopeless as she was. He laughed, he enjoyed, and he was thrilled at what he was doing. 

 “Crazy as fuck,” Michael muttered, his face turning green from all the details on the screen. 

 “Do you recognize the place?” I addressed Don, who shook his head. 

 “No, our mafia house doesn't own such property. It looks like a basement, and with all the crying all those poor women are doing, someone would have heard and let me know.” His voice was anger-filled as the glass in his hands shattered. “I’m going to kill him.”
 “I’ll kill him first.” Then, I asked Luke, “Do you have any clues?” 

 “No.” He ran his fingers through his hair. “Blank.”
 “Bingo!” Connor shouted, and then quickly grabbed his phone, dialing Melissa. “We need you to quickly get the team to the edge of the city, near the ocean. Around four to five hours from here.” Then he hung up, rose, and clapped his hands. “I know where he’s taken her.”

And with that, all hell broke loose. 

 

Rosa

Coughing, I emptied my stomach one more time to the floor while Alfonso slumbered on the dead girl’s neck… or what was left of it anyway. Acid burned my throat, and I desperately wanted to clean it up, but that would require me to actually open my eyes, and I couldn't do it.

Not after he pulled her teeth, fingernails, and eyes out.

Not after he bit her skin to the point of bleeding and sucked every drop. Not after he chopped her body on the table, laughing and enjoying it, and then placed her eyes in a bowl, for his collection, he said.

Sick, fucked up man.
 “Rosa, Rosa. Here I thought you’d be stronger, given your past experiences.” Compared to him, Erik was a saint. Even his soft and husky tone disgusted me, bringing the nausea all over again. 


The sound of metal scratching and then heavy footsteps belonging to more than one person were heard in the distance. “We’ve got company.” Without looking at him, I could already see his sadistic, satisfied smile that would haunt me for the rest of my life. 

 

Dominic 


Krasavica, just survive these hours.

The thought kept running through my mind as we sped to the location, four cars front, four cars back, and guns ready to attack.

While we did that, I desperately searched for a connection, any hint of why he would target us both at the same time. Why would he hate us so much? Because if he just wanted to kill us, then he wouldn't have used Rosa—the one person connecting me with Don—as a measure of revenge. 

 

4 Hours Later
 

Rosa

The blood dripped from my nose as pain rushed through me from the blow of the man’s fist, and I had to bite my lips hard so no sound would escape.

He would get no satisfaction from his action. 

 “A Cosa Nostra’s princess and the pakhan’s woman,” the man proclaimed greedily. “Never thought I’d fuck one of those.” He licked his knuckles while groaning in pleasure, tasting my blood. I barely contained my gag reflex, my stomach flipping inside me. His constantly shifting eyes scanned my body and clothes, or rather, what was left of them. The glint in them at my nakedness couldn't be ignored. “I’ll enjoy tasting their little Rose.” Slowly, he started to take his clothes off, piece by piece, and his disgusting, toned skin covered in various scars, which looked more like nail scratches, came to light. He had a huge dragon tattoo, located right in the middle of his chest. It was almost a crime putting such a magnificent animal on this fucker’s skin.

His two bodyguards chuckled, their guns pointed at me, but I could see the hint of lust in their gazes. They were aroused by everything the man did—fuckers. Normal people wouldn't have worked for this sick man. 

 “You will regret ever touching me,” I warned with a shaky voice, trying one more time to jerk the chains off my hands, but they wouldn't budge. The granite wall behind me scratched my back to the point of bleeding, and I couldn't remember the last time I had food or clean water in my mouth. My eyelids felt heavy, and for some reason, all I wanted was to sleep and forget ever being here, even though I knew I had to be 100 percent focused on the danger in front of me. My legs were numb from the guards kicking them a few hours ago. Fear rushed through me at the idea of never walking again. “Dominic will kill you for laying a hand on me.”

The man smirked, inhaled his cigarette one more time, and threw it on the floor. “Doubtful, but by the time the precious daddy and boyfriend come, you’ll already be acquainted with my dick a few times.” He palmed his appendage and moaned in pleasure. “Yes, it will be exquisite torture for both of them. Serves them right. I became collateral damage in their war for you. Now, I’ll get the spoils.” With those words, he darted after me, and my scream of terror echoed through the basement.

For the second time in my life, I was a victim of man’s desire to inflict vengeance for something I had nothing to do with. 


Unfortunately for me, this time I had no hope of surviving. 
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The voting had ended.

I was the new pakhan of the Bratva. 


Looking at my reflection in the mirror, I couldn't help but clench my fists from the rage constantly consuming me after Vasya’s death. I didn't need his place, nor did I want it.

But for the sake of the organization running smoothly, I would do it. 


Who would have thought I would end up here after the hell I went through? Sure as fuck, not me.

Never me.
 

An hour and a half later
 

Dominic

The car stopped abruptly as we arrived at our destination. An old house appeared in front of us and we hopped to the ground. Based on the description Connor got from the database, the building was a two-bedroom home with a one-car garage. A white picket fence surrounded the brown brick building, while the grass needed some serious gardening. This whole picture reminded me of the movie Pscyho. The hotel she stayed in had the same creepy vibe. It stood right on the edge of New Bern. Why the fuck he would have his torture pad in this state when he lived in another was beyond me. 

 “Dominic, do not act without my permission,” Connor ordered, while pulling on his vest and adjusting his guns on his side. 


Getting right in his face, I snarled, “I’m supposed to stand here and wait for him to chop her up?”
 “If you do something to scare him, she might get hurt in the process.” So the FBI agent had awakened in him. Funny how he remembered about him, only when it was convenient. 

 “She is already harmed. Fuck this.” Pushing him aside, I stepped in the direction of the front door, when a strong arm stopped me, blocking my way. 

 “Dominic, trust me, I understand like no one else. That’s my child in there. But let those people do their job.” 


Don’s firm voice did nothing to calm me down. “You are a fucking Cosa Nostra boss, and now you decide to work with law enforcement?” The Cosa Nostra never even ate in the same restaurant if a cop was present, and the one time he decided to side with them was when Rosa could be killed any moment by his man? I should have never brought her here. Damian and Sapphire be damned, with their wedding and happily ever after.
 “I will, if they ensure her safety.” 


Looking at Damian, Connor, Don, Luke, and even my fucking right hand, Vitya, I understood everyone agreed with this plan. They all wore grim expressions on their faces, while refusing to meet my stare. 

 “Each man present here loves her, son,” Luke stated calmly, but I cut him off. 

 “I’m not your son. And no one loves her like me.” Only when I said those words aloud, I realized I never told them to her. She never heard them, because they seemed too abnormal, and so small compared to my feelings for her. I didn’t think it was important.

But how I fucking wished in that moment she had the comfort of knowing she was so deeply loved, loved by a man with a broken soul, loved by a man who couldn’t imagine life without her. 


Fuck all these so-called friends of mine. Their women weren't inside alone with a sociopath who raped and tortured women. Protecting her was solely my responsibility. Everyone else seemed to fail at the task.



I relaxed my shoulders and leaned on the hood of the car, while the FBI agents lined up in positions to attack, and I watched them with zero interest. As the pakhan, reading people kind of came with the job description. They would buy my calmness, thinking I saw the logic in their explanation. Slowly, the men around me shifted their attention on something else, not blocking the path anymore. Once their sole focus was on Melissa, who rolled open the blueprint and pointed out everyone’s job, I raced to the house to the song of curses and shouts of people behind me. I hadn't made it far, however, as the garage doors rose. 


Alfonso emerged from the house, his shirtless body covered in blood, holding Rosa in his arms, his gun pressed to her temple, naked, with blood spewing from her nose, lips, and various wounds. Her face was slightly blue and swollen from all the torture he inflicted on her. My brows furrowed, as some of them weren't fresh. How could they have healed within thirty hours? Her dark eyes held fear and terror as she screamed, her voice hoarse, “Help,” to no one in particular. 


Why wasn't she locking her stare with mine? Like she was looking straight through me. What the hell did he do to her? “Drop the gun, Alfonso.” 


The fucker laughed. “Not in this life.”
 “Whatever you have against me or her father, hash it out with us.” 


He hopped excitedly, pupils dilated as if he were high. “You don’t even know what’s going on here. The real forces running this show.’’ Grinning like a fool, he licked Rosa’s cheek and she flinched as tears slid down. I advanced, hands on my gun, but he tsked, “Nah-ah-ah. You move, she dies.” He glanced behind me. “Don, a pleasure.” He almost beamed. How the hell was this fucker not on medication or locked up? He must’ve been a great actor to cover up this level of madness. 

 “You’re a disgrace to the familia,” Don snarled, his footsteps crunching on the grass as he approached. “Raised by us. Given everything by us. And that’s how you repay us?”

Alfonso straightened and with each word pounded his chest with his free fist. “I did everything for the familia. Learned. Fought. Did every order. But did you care? No! Instead of giving me the legacy of my father, you made Xavier a consigliere!” The tiny in-ear receivers that Melissa had given us all beeped, and Connor’s voice said quietly, “Good job, Don. We need him distracted. Dominic, do not interfere.” 


Nodding, I indicated my agreement, while Alfonso continued, “So fuck you, Don.” He spat on the grass, a show of disrespect. “But that’s not the only reason for my hate. You two have no idea what is at stake here.” Rosa stirred in his arms, and he bit her neck, sucking on the wound. “I enjoyed her immensely. Her pussy sure is the tightest I’ve ever had.” The red haze of anger and fury crushed me like a ton of bricks, and my fists clenched as I tried to calm the beast. But then… 

 “Please, stop hurting me.” 


And with that, I couldn't take it anymore. Her pain, his amusement, my hopelessness. 


When I looked back at this moment later in life, everything would play in slow motion. Me running toward them, Alfonso firing the gun as Rosa’s eyes locked with mine, pleading for mercy. Him throwing her to the ground, and before I could grab him, he pressed the trigger again and killed himself right on the spot. A wide smile on his face, as if he’d finally achieved all his dreams. 


Commands erupted. People running inside the house. Alfonso’s lifeless body lying on the ground. But all my attention was on my woman as I fell on my knees in front of her, hugging her close as blood poured from her neck where he so carelessly shot her. She choked on it, struggling to breathe, as I chanted, “It’s okay, darling.” Glancing over my shoulder, I noticed medics rushing to us. “Help is coming.” 


Her hand fisted my shirt, as she swallowed loudly, and she whispered, “Oliver.” 


Not really listening, I begged, “Shh… don’t talk.” 


With the last strength she had, she murmured again and again, almost like a mantra, “Oliver… Oliver… Oliver.” She froze, her eyes wide open, and then her body relaxed in mine, as her spirit left it.

Died.

Died in my fucking arms. “Rosa.” I shook her, not caring for Melissa’s gasp, or the way the men around me observed us with pity and remorse. “Rosa, wake the hell up!” Nothing, her body still warm, the flush on her cheeks, her skin glistened in the sun, but the heartbeat, the heartbeat I listened to every night, was absent. 


No!
Fucking no. How could she have left me when I just found her? 


Your purpose, boy, is to serve my clients. You were born for it. Hoping for anything else is stupid. You will never have anything else but this cell.

A roar echoed on the streets, joined by the cry of pain coming from her father. 
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Dominic

My eyes didn't even blink as I studied the wall in front of me, sitting on the couch and gulping the bottle of whiskey.

Smashed vases, bottles, stains on the curtains and carpets from all the booze I’d consumed in the last three days. My beard itched when I wiped my chin from the excessive liquid, not to mention my smelly, unwashed body. Standing up and finishing the bottle with one long gulp, I threw it on the floor and it shattered into tiny little pieces, which flew in different directions. Ignoring it, my bare feet stepped on it, walking to the window. The pain didn't even register in my mind. 


After all, the other cuts had already started to fester, leaving bruises and glass inside my skin, but did I fucking care? No.

Dominic, please save me. Please.

Her voice always on my mind, the pleading and begging while I watched the fucker hit her on the camera. All the tapes were found after Connor’s team scoured the basement. 


My little Rose suffered before he killed her. Blood, so much fucking blood. I could still feel the weight of it on my hands like dirt that would never go away.

Hitting the window with my fist, I enjoyed the hurt radiating from my knuckles to my arm and finally to my spine. Good. I deserved it.

I failed to save the only person who mattered the most to me. 


Please, Dominic.

Hit. Hit. Hit.

The door opened, a small bit of light only slightly brightened the moonlit room, and a man in black slowly walked in my direction, his boots stepping on the glass. Finally, he stopped right behind me as our identical amber eyes met in the window, his reflection a mirror image of my own.

Damian placed his hand on my shoulder, squeezed it, and whispered, “I’m here for you, brother. I’m always here for you.” With those words, the control I barely held onto snapped, and I did the one thing I vowed never to do again.

I fell to my knees as sobs shook my body to the core. 


My sweet girl was gone, and there was no one to blame but me.

And just like in our years of captivity, Damian kneeled next to me, wrapped me in his arms, and gave me his strength. 

 

Somewhere in Italy…

Florence

One year later
 

My short skater dress covered with colorful blooming roses swirled lightly in the gentle breeze coming from the edge of the sea, and I welcomed it. With my head tilted back, I enjoyed the sunlight on my cheeks. Brown sunglasses protected me from the bright sunlight and allowed me to study the beauty of Florence.

A magnificent city.

We were on the main street, where all the shopping happened alongside various cathedrals and buildings filled with famous paintings. One of the best things about this city was the fact that no matter where you went, art surrounded you in its purest and most beautiful form.

Leonardo Da Vinci, Michelangelo, Rafael. I could have looked at the work of those men forever. Renaissance… the rebirth era, was still my favorite through all the eras. 

 “Happy we are here?” Strong hands wrapped around my waist and pulled me back to his muscled chest, and I willed myself not to wince. He pushed the hair from my neck and rested his chin on my shoulder. “You always loved Florence. That’s where I proposed to you.” Oliver’s voice husky and deep did nothing to me, and for the hundredth time, I wondered why I ever considered marrying him? 


Although all those framed photos of us enjoying cruises, Europe, and ski resorts proved we once shared an unbreakable bond. The woman in those pictures seemed in love, even if I couldn't recognize it. 


Not that he wasn't hot, quite the opposite actually. He had a James Dean haircut, blond hair, and olive skin that gleamed perfectly in the sun. His lean yet muscular body caught the attention of many women. The man looked gorgeous in suits.

But something about his touch always seemed wrong.
 “Yes, it’s beautiful,” I murmured. “I didn’t know you were back.” 


Oliver had some serious business to attend to in the States. He didn't really share what, but he wanted to be done with everything before our wedding, which was supposed to happen in a few days.

Yay freaking me.

No matter how many times I started the conversation about postponing it with my family, they refused, claiming it all had to do with the accident, and someday, my memory would come back to me. But how could I be anyone's wife in the meantime, if I couldn't remember loving the man?

Just the idea dimmed the beauty in front of me, and it no longer excited me. “I wanted to surprise you.” He spun me around, palming my face. “Did my girl miss me?” He leaned down, his lips a breath away from mine, but before he could press them to me, I shifted my head to the side, so his soft lips grazed my cheek lightly. Since waking up in the hospital, we didn’t even share one kiss. He chuckled as mischief played in his eyes. “Still so innocent. But I’m willing to wait.” 


The idea of sharing a bed with him caused me to be nauseous. Before I could answer, he announced, “My business partner came with me. He agreed to attend the wedding. Dominic Konstantinov.” Oliver wrapped his hand around my shoulder and turned us to the side. We came face to face with the most magnificent yet dangerous man I’d ever seen.

His soul-piercing eyes clashed with mine as my breath hitched. 


They held so much inside, and everything in me wanted to shake the hold Oliver had on me and run with all my might toward the stranger. Both of us took a step toward each other, as my mind blocked out everyone else, and when he stopped, his perfect mouth with full lips spread in a welcoming smile, although it didn't reach his eyes. “Nice to meet you, Angelica.” 


Of their own accord, my hands closed over the cross hanging from my neck, and his attention focused there. I wondered why—through all this year after the car accident, when I was surrounded by my family and the man who loved me, and who I supposedly loved back—the voice of this stranger created a protective, safe cocoon around my heart.
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Dominic’s and Rosa’s story concludes in ‘’Pakhan’s Salvation’’.
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