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A SPECIAL EDITION

 

This series book came from The Chapter Story, Viktor that was written 2 chapters a week as my readers read along with it at my Website. They took the journey of spinning a Story and it was the experience of a lifetime for all of us.

Andrey- Bratva-Enforcers-Nomads is a spinoff from The Brtava Blood Brothers Series that already has 13 books and counting and all those brothers do and will appear here and there in this Nomad Series.

I hope you enjoy the book and the series.
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First rule of an Enforcer: Pust’ ne chuvstvuyutsya emotsii….Let no emotion be felt.
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Do not go gentle into that good night,
Old age should burn and rave at close of day;
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Though wise men at their end know dark is right,
Because their words had forked no lightning they
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight,
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way,
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

And you, my father, there on the sad height,
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray.
Do not go gentle into that good night.
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Dylan Thomas - 1914-1953 (Public Domain Use)




Chapter One

 

Lubyanka Square‎, ‎Moscow, Russia

 A drop of sweat rolled down Inspector Angus Aldokim’s face and he swiped it away. For a few moments, he closed his eyes and replayed the last few months of what he called the Ledi nochi or in American speak, the Lady Of the Night, case in his head. 

No, the case wasn’t made up of just that. Yet, it was. These women who’d been killed were all how you would say, women of the night. That seemed to be the motivation for the killer. All the victims had been prostitutes of sorts. Well, except for this last girl.

Though prostitution wasn’t big in Russia as it was all out illegal, it still existed. Especially in Moscow. Mostly, it was women shipped in though from other countries, Vietnamese, or Asia mostly.

Not these women however, every one of them had been Russian. Seemed the killer only chose Russian prostitutes? The other commonality was their looks. They all looked alike in some ways. Long blonde hair, blue or even grey eyed. So, the killer did have a type, if you could call it that.

Bodies of women, their throats slashed had been appearing for more than a year and in the most shocking areas. The locals in Moscow had perpetuated the rumor of the actual Dzhek Potroshitel’ or Jack the Ripper being here in Russia. That was impossible of course.

It was however, unnatural in the first place for a man to be this skilled with blades and to keep getting away with these crimes. To say it was supernatural like a killer reincarnate…was insane. Things like that don’t exist. How are we supposed to tell these people what we are hunting? A man that can do what he does? How am I even supposed to make reports to the Glavny- Chief Inspector? I can’t tell them about rumors. I’ve got to come up with a logical answer before I find myself in a rubber room at Moscow Serbsky Institute in a very uncomfortable jacket.

He would qualify though. Angus almost chuckled to himself. He too, was covered by a law, known under its official name—the Law of the Russian Federation ‘On Psychiatric Care and Guarantees of Citizens’ Rights.’ If this case went on as it had been, Angus might have to go. The pressure, the notoriety, and the hatred from the people in Moscow… all directed at him and his partner who were leads in the case.

This last victim didn’t seem to fit though. He and his colleagues couldn’t find a record for the woman they’d just found sitting inside a bakery with a plate full of pastries in front of her. Dead but positioned to look natural and alive and she sat right in the front window.

Breaking into his thoughts, he could hear people gathering in front of the politsiya-police station steps in the square and tried to tune out the sound of scuffling feet and the low rumble of conversation. He was reminded of the bloody day of the mob. Bloody Monday-Krovavyy ponedel’nik it was now called. The crowd had shouted, “Kill the Police” as one. The mesmerizing chant had echoed off the buildings lining the streets and carried far up into the air, heard all around the town. The clash was short—short, but bloody. The civilian mob was ripped to shreds in the onslaught of police weaponry and armor. Shields were splattered with human fluid draining from bodies being left in the streets after the skirmish. Civilians swung with all their might at the Politsiya, glass littered the streets from the broken bottles. Those with holes in their shoes continued through, their conviction that strong.

Angus shivered at the memory. It had been years ago and he was but a uniformed cop at that time. He had fought in that raid. It gave him bad flashes even today. He knew they needed to avoid such a happening again. Hence, the news conference. Another mob scene wouldn’t look good on the chief either. Angus was only glad it wouldn’t be him facing the crowd of people and the press. He mopped the sweat from his brow and took three deep breaths trying to calm his racing heart as he remembered when he first discovered there was such a killer in the nation’s capital. There had been so much blood. 

What he’d seen would forever be burned on his mind…

The victim sat up against the pillows propped up on the bed, with garish makeup and curlers in her hair. She looked like a clown almost. A rose was on the pillow next to her curler covered head. The scene was like a bad cartoon comic of macabre proportions. An actual red rose in the middle of winter in Russia. Angus had suppressed a shudder as he’d realized at the time that this could possibly turn into a serial killer case. He hadn’t wanted that to be true at all.

The glass in the window of her room had been shattered and blood was smeared all over the windowsill. 

Angus then stepped gingerly around the puddle on the floor to look outside. It was at least a 30 foot drop to the ground, but there had been no body underneath. There was nothing. Where had he gone? It had all been a little too surreal for his tastes. 

There is no such thing as a Killer Magician!

The next scene was a month later, almost to the day. That actual crime scene had shocked the entire Russian FSS. Displayed in a shop window, was the second victim. She looked like any mannequin, only she was flesh and blood. Dead flesh and dried blood that is. A bit pale but the expertly crafted makeup on her face had nearly masked that. The killer had slashed her throat, then sewed it up and covered it with a scarf! Then of course, a rose was glued to her hand. It had been frightening and surreal. Two younger officers on the case had to run out as they had pitched their lunch when they took the scarf off of the poor victim.

That scene was even more surreal than the first.

How did the killer get in there, hang her there as a model in a public window and no one saw?

They had thoroughly investigated the shop owners and employees. None were suspects. None of them had seen a thing either and it was an old shop. The elderly owner hadn’t believed in video cameras and so there was no video of any of it.

Now to count, there had been 13 victims. Some appeared sitting in a car as if they were on a trip. One was propped up against a wall in the downtown square. Others appeared in odd places, all for the public to find and even trip over. No one witnessed a thing. No one saw any killer. No one knew anything.

Angus shook away the eerie feeling of this case and what that killer would do next as the jeers and the slurs from the crowd of Moscow citizens took him away from the memories. 

The crowds were rowdy and raucous as Angus now peered around the edge of the building. There had to be at least a hundred people out there just waiting. Only they weren’t just waiting; they were fidgeting and calling out questions even before the press conference officially started. They were angry. They wanted answers. Angus really couldn’t fault them for that. 

Inspector Angus Aldokim turned away from the crowds and back to where Chief Volnoff and the Head of Crime forensics Jagar Adeleski were conversing next to the podium on the steps. The two men were taking heat, a lot of it, because there had been no movement forward in the so called Magician case, at least not as far as they could tell. 

With more than half a dozen slaughtered women in the city and the living conditions in the slums worsening by the day, they had to take some kind of action to avoid a mob scene.

Chief Volnoff looked around, clearly upset about something. Finally, he approached Aldokim. “Angus, where is Gavirla?” He wanted to know.

Damn his partner. Chert, could she never be on time? “She’s running late, sir.” 

Volnoff looked to the ground at his feet thinking. Gavirla was the lead on the case and as such, she should be the one leading the press conference.

Dread filled Angus as he realized what Volnoff was mulling over in his mind. He cringed inwardly as he saw the man come to a decision on the matter.

“Fine, you’ll have to take the lead on this.”

“Sir, but I’m hardly the type—”

“Yet, you are the reliable type. Da, go on and Adeleski will brief you.”

“Yes sir,” Angus grumbled as he looked around once more in vain for Gavirla. Damn her. Of course, Angus had no problem taking the lead out on the scene, even though he’d conceded that honor to Gavirla, but he was not really an in front of the camera type. He’d been relived not to be the one facing the press. His skill leaned toward solving murders, gathering evidence, figuring out what had happened at the crime scene. Not politicking or pacifying the press. 

Gavirla had been the face of the investigation. She had the charisma for talking to people and excelled at the public relations front. Angus was definitely a more of a behind the scenes type. He liked to do his work; nose to the ground, with little interference from the social niceties and politics of his job. Standing in front of all those people and trying to relay enough information to calm them, but not enough to give away any real movements on the case would be a balance he wasn’t quite sure he could keep.

With a sigh, he approached Adeleski for further instructions. This would be his first ever press conference where he would be placed front and center. He just hoped he didn’t let anything slip that he didn’t want out there. This was chalking up to be a no win scenario in his eyes. He would either let too much out and cause a complete mob, or everyone would look at him like he’d lost his mind. The mistrust of the police force would double if the people thought that one of their own, an FSS officer had gone completely off his rocker. 

He sidled up beside the smaller man and waited for Adeleski to turn his attention towards him. “Mr. Adeleski, sir. I was told to report to you for any instructions on the conference. Apparently, I am to be the one speaking.”

“Da, Aldokim, is it? Great, I want us to be clear on just one thing today. What these people know will hurt them. Do you understand that? The more you say the more endangered they become. So just go out there, and keep it simple. Stick to the statement.” With the last sentence, Adeleski handed Angus a small stack of notecards and ushered him towards the podium. 

The crowds gathered at the front of the building shifted impatiently as Angus took a few moments to read over what was on the notecards. It was the usual spiel about not being able to comment much on ongoing investigations and how the FSS was working their hardest to bring the killer to justice. Essentially, it was a standard statement that could have been made by any number of people. It was also all lies. He grew angry at the idea of leaving these people in the dark, but Adeleski was right; if they knew—knew the horrible truth of the situation, it would only put them in more danger. There were no clues really, no suspects, no witnesses and no DNA. 

It seemed strange the way that always happened. One would think the more informed people were, the better they would be able to be aware of their surroundings and to avoid the dangers lurking in the dark corners. It never quite worked out that way though. People took the information you gave them and went looking for trouble. Everyone wanted to stop the Fokusnik- Magician killer and giving them a target would only ensure that more people were attacked because they resembled the character the police were after. One thing they didn’t want to do was exacerbate the mob mentality already present in the slums of Moscow. Not that they could. They had no description. Not even a sketch, no fingerprints. The FSS had their work cut out for them in that area and they didn’t need any ‘help.’ As in someone claiming to have seen some man that looked like another man. It could lead to other killings and for what? A guess, or a bit of wrong information. 

Angus took a deep breath and approached the podium. He could hear a number of people yelling; some had questions, others were just protesting the police in general and their lack of progress. Large groups were not his thing and he felt nervous and uncomfortable being in front, especially since he would now be the face of the case, something he was fine with as long as he was working. He placed his notes down on the podium, straightened his tie, and cleared his throat. 

A hush fell over the crowd below him in the streets.

Before he spoke, he scanned the crowd for anyone he might know. Of course, he recognized a number of faces from the news industry, to include Jack Dewernki, a reporter that told nothing but lies. There were also a number of grubbier individuals in the back of the crowd; this was the representation from the slums itself. They had braved the proximity to the police station to hear what Inspector Aldokim had to say about this killer. 

But what did he have to say? He glanced down at the cards they had given to him. Nyet, he had nothing to say really. Just words that were meant to appease the crowd. What else did the FSS have?

He cleared his throat and grasped the sides of the podium. “I am Chief Inspector Angus Aldokim, lead on this case. We are currently pursuing leads and attempting to identify the killer responsible for the murder of two women in the main city.” 

 Cries of indignation came from the crowd. 

“Nyet! Two women? He’s killed more than that.”

“Da! Killed 100 he has…” The voices were notably upset. 

True, there had been more than just the two deaths, but Angus kept to the cards as he spoke, trying to block out the wails from the onlookers. He only had to make it through his statement, then he could leave the stage. “We are asking that the public be cooperative with the Federal Services in this matter, in order to hasten our arrest of this terrible criminal.” 

Again, there were more shouts from the crowd. These new taunts ran the gamut of the feelings about police.

“How’re we to help you or stand aside and let you work when it’s you and yours who are attacking us? We just want answers!” a whiney voiced male yelled from the back of the crowd.

“Yeah,” another voice yelled. “How can you find the criminal amongst all your own in our streets?” 

This last statement was followed by a roaring cheer from the crowd.

“The Federal Security Service—” he attempted to continue, but the screams and jeers from the crowd interrupted his speech. He could feel himself losing his grip on the group in front of him. The heckling had completely thrown him off course, as he stood at the podium unsure of his next move. Sweat slid down his temples and onto his neck, tickling his skin and causing him to pull at his collar. 

Yes, to the crowd standing in front of him, he probably looked visibly out of sorts and he would in lose the whole lot, if he didn’t get it together. 

“What DO you know about the Fokusnik?” Sarcasm rippled in a voice that irked him. 

Jack Dewernki, the reporter, of course. Bylad, how he hated this man. Finally though, it was a question he could actually answer, but he knew he probably shouldn’t, and it seemed to pull him out of his stupor. He couldn’t answer the question though, not in this time and place. As he felt himself losing control of the crowd. The press conference wasn’t going at all how he’d hoped. He stood in his uncomfortable silence for many moments, watching and listening as the crowd slipped away from him. He attempted to calm them but it did no good.

Then they started to throw more than jeers and comments… they were throwing bottles and rocks.

It was now not a crowd. It was an angry Russian mob.

His gut clenched as he ducked and headed out to the main steps. He rushed up them, as other lower uniformed FSS officers tried to block the crowd from following him.

He skidded into the large hall of the building in the Square and his sweating was much worse. Then he halted in a long skid as he came face to face with a man.

Graying hair, intense blue eyes and power…The man exuded it.

Sucking in a deep breath, he could not form words. Nyet. This man could not be standing here! Angus did think he was losing his mind now. The Bratva was here inside the FSS building?

The congenial looking leader stepped forward and held out his hand. “Inspector Aldokim.” 

Angus stared down at his hand and grasped it, then he muttered a name he never thought to say in a public place or even elsewhere, “Sergi Constantine?”




Chapter Two

 

 

 Somewhere over the Bering Strait

Tonight, Andrey Balick wasn’t flying, he was a passenger. A special plane had been sent to retrieve the entire team from America and take them to Russia. 

Apparently, something disturbing had transpired in their home country and Sergi Constantine had ordered an emergency Council meeting to address whatever it was.

Andrey would possibly fly them back home. Home. It did feel odd to think of the US as home. But part of the team had their wives here now. Viktor, Deter, Ivan and Adrik all had their significant others as they called it here in America. The rest of the team were either single or had women elsewhere in the world.

Andrey had remained single. He just hadn’t seen any woman that would change his mind about being single. He came from a tragic childhood and didn’t want kids and a house with a white fence or whatever it was, at least not now. How the other men balanced it all was beyond him. The work as an enforcer could have you gone from your base for times up to a month. Most often, they finished in a week however.

He wondered though, if they would be coming back anytime soon. This all meant another mission from the Bratva council. No telling what part of the world they would be sent to, could even be back to America. It often was, as it seemed all the Bratva criminals usually tried to hide out there.

The team was all here on the jet Sergi had sent…

Ivan sat two rows up, he was their interpreter when needed, and the muscle. Trained in all the weapons and fighting styles any of them each specialized in, including being a sniper. 

Adrik sat across from him, he was the IT, undercover Ops and weapons expert.

 Grisha sat beside Adrik, his specialties were weapons and explosives, ground and air tactics. 

Deter who was really second in command sat next to Viktor. He was an expert in camouflage, geography, trail hunting, weapons, setting traps and more. 

Matvey was sitting a row ahead of then, he was a medic among many other things, such as a point blank sniper. 

Petrov sat next to Matvey and he was tech, alarms, hardwiring computers, surveillance equipment. 

There was also Nubic, Maxim, Cacheski, Peter, and Manki that were nothing but ghosts. They were sitting in various seats behind Andrey. They were usually sent in to case a place to watch your backs without being seen… like ghosts. They killed swiftly and silently when they had to.

Finally, there was Andrey, a pilot that could fly anything with an engine and propellers. Since he’d been a kid, all he wanted to do is fly. He was also a soldier, trained in hand to hand and many different martial arts. His past wasn’t like the rest of the Nomads though. He had a bloody one... a tragic start to his life as an Enforcer for the Bratva. A secret only known to Viktor Andronikov his boss, Anosk Valentin and Sergi Constantine, the leader of the Bratva and it had stayed a secret all these years.

For the enforcers, Andrey had utilized all these skills, born over the years while in training for the Bratva. His best skill, he figured, was flying. If the Bratva asked him to fly a rocket to the moon, he would do it. It had been his dream to be a pilot and he had been one for ten years now, officially.

Before that he had been enlisted as a Bratva solider by Anosk Valentin one of the Bratva Council members at the time. Back then, Andrey had been lost in the world after he’d lost his family. Anosk was from the same town as Andrey and had known what had happened to him.

Andrey looked out through the porthole window. He refused to mentally go back to the day when he lost everything he knew as a child. Nothing good could come of remembering it.

The men on this plane were his family and they had been for years now.

Viktor’s men knew what they were doing. He could depend on them all to do what they were trained to do. His team was the best of the best. They all worked hard to get where they were today and it showed. With each member and their skills covering their backs, they could do the impossible and very often did.

They had just finished a mission in fact. In the Little Ukraine. It had been odd to be there in that state of America and look around to feel like you were back at home in Russia. The streets even looked Ukrainian. The air was filled with the scents of Russian food. Some of the shop window signs were in Ukrainian even.

Andrey looked up to see Adrik speaking to Grisha. That mission had changed his friend. Adrik had found he had a twin brother and that twin, also worked for the Bratva. He had to pull off the ultimate undercover op. Be his brother. Then he found his mother being taken care of by that very brother all this time. Unbeknownst to Adrik, his mother had been in poor health. All these happenings had been a shock to Adrik.

 Andrey had been there to see it all unfold. He so hoped Adrik could be at peace about it.

He himself was not at peace. He probably never would be. It was just the curse of his life. He had a black cloud as you might call it hanging over him. He couldn’t get rid of it. He now had stopped trying. He had wondered during that mission though, how would he feel if the enforcer job got personal like it had for Adrik. What would he do? Could he just do his job and push all motion aside? Well, Andrey had no worries that it would ever get personal, as he had no family really. So, it would never happen to him in any case.

Andrey felt someone sit beside him. He turned to look beside him.

 It was Viktor himself. He looked straight ahead, as he spoke, “I wanted to speak to you before we go into the Bratva Center.”

Andrey tensed. “Why me?”

Viktor now turned to look at him. “This matter that Sergi has called us about…”

Andrey didn’t like the way this sounded as he waited for his boss to finish.

“It is about a string of murders.”

“Da, that is not surprising. Some of these Bratva clan leaders get wild and they—”

“This is not the usual case, Andrey.” Viktor looked tense. “It is not a Bratva criminal as far as we know.”

“Oh…” was all Andrey could think to reply.

“It is a serial killer. One that only kills women.”

Andrey’s gut tightened as he got a feeling he did not like while seeing the expression on Viktor’s face.

“Women that are blonde and blue eyed.”

Andrey suddenly stood from his seat.

“Whoa, Andrey.” Viktor grabbed his arm. “Zasedat’.” 

Andrey let out a breath and did what he said… he sat back down.

Viktor looked sympathetic. “It is what you think. Or rather the Council believes it is.”

“But how can that be?” Andrey seethed. “That was over twenty years ago and you know what happened then.”

Viktor nodded. “I do know. However, the traits and Modus of operandi are exactly the same.”

“That is impossible.” Andrey growled.

“I understand you believing this. But still, I have seen some of the files and the murders match.”

Andrey had nothing to say. He hadn’t known he was flying back to his home country to face a past he never wanted to think of again. He shook his head. He had just been wondering about what if’s. What if it got personal and here he was… facing that very scenario.

“Con you handle this?’ Viktor spoke softly.

Andrey blinked at the question from his mentor and boss. “Of course, I can.”

“Good, because there are two witnesses to this serial killer’s work and you are one of them.”

Andrey turned his head to stare at his boss. “One of two?”

Viktor nodded. “Apparently, there is another witness. You and this person are the only people, that has ever seen this killer’s face and lived to possibly tell about it.”

Andrey clenched his fists. Seen him? Oh yes, I have seen him. He was lying face up, staring at the ceiling with cold dead eyes after I slit his throat.




Chapter Three

 

 

New Orleans, USA

Yuri Anatoly walked out of his office to the elevator and pressed the down button. One of his brothers was in the office downstairs waiting for him. Normally, he wouldn’t break up a meeting like the one he was having but and Mikial had said it was important.

The five of them had grown up together. Orphans in the streets of St Petersburg, they had formed a sort of an alliance. They knew they wouldn’t have made it on their own, so by joining forces, they became one person and together, they were strong enough to survive the brutality of Russian winter. Together as a pack of sorts, they hunted the streets for food and shelter.

Yuri had always been a bigger boy and as such, he’d become the leader. But the others had grown up just as tough. Mikial, Roman, Barshan and Mikial, they had all become men before their time as they battled just to survive. And survive they did. They fought for their own little piece of the streets until one man noticed their efforts to survive. Nikoli Silvanic.

Yuri remembered that day so well. It was a long time ago, but it felt like just yesterday….

….A big black car pulled up out in front of the gym where the boys all lived. A well-dressed man stepped out and looked around the neighborhood. This man was younger and better looking than Igor, the enemy the boys were fighting together. He seemed to emit power just from his expression and the way he moved. Dangerous, yet commanding.

Roman had been watching him approach the gym. Before he got to the door, he whistled low to let his brothers know they had company.

When the door opened and the man walked in, all five boys were hidden in the shadows watching him as he moved further into the room. The man had come in alone but didn’t seem all that concerned about his own wellbeing.

He stopped in the middle of the room. He looked around the shabby run down gym and simply cocked an eyebrow. He searched the shadows and finally found the boys lurking there. The man nodded at each one but didn’t say a word to any of them until he found all five.

Then he straightened his shoulders and addressed them, “Zdravstvuj,” he greeted hello. “My name is Nikoli Silvanic. Recently, I’ve heard of you five and I want to know more about you.”

“Just what have you heard?” Yuri called out without revealing himself.

Nikoli smiled. “I’ve heard that you have taken on the leadership of the Silver Fish, Igor Gustave, and that you’re willing to do battle against him. Voyna, war…” He paused then asked, “May I ask why you’ve targeted him and his gang?”

Yuri smiled as he answered Nikoli’s question, “He disrespected a friend of ours. We’re teaching the man how to respect his betters.”

Nikoli snorted. “The man has no respect for anyone but himself. Udači! Good luck with that.”

“What can we do for you, Mr. Bogach?” Yuri  asked.

Nikoli chuckled. “Mr. Money Bags?” He snorted. “Not hardly.”

“Ok…What can we do for you, Mr. Silvanic?” Yuri wanted to know.

“I don’t know if you know who I am, but your struggle with the Silver Fish has not gone unnoticed,” Nikoli replied.

“Not gone unnoticed by whom?” Sazon wanted to know.

“I’m Bratva,” Nikoli admitted.

“Net! I think you should turn around and leave this place.” Yuri growled. “Menja v pokoe! You aren’t wanted here.”

Nikoli exhaled a deep breath. “All I ask is that you hear me out.”

“There is nothing you can say that will ever change our minds about the Bratva,” Yuri informed him. “They are nothing but bullies pushing other people around and taking what they want.”

Nikoli growled. “We are not animals, despite what you seem to have heard. The old days are gone, hopefully for good but the Bratva isn’t the dirty word it used to be anymore. Yes, we are an organization to be reckoned with but we aren’t like we used to be. We have become civilized much to our older generations discord. Maybe that’s the way they ran things years ago, but the Bratva is changing. It just all takes time.”

“So what the hell do you want with us?” Roman asked.

“The five of you are a force that’s been recognized as something that could be big.” Nikoli assured them. “Apart, you are only one person but together, you are a wall that no one can crush. I want to train you on how the world works. I want you to work for me.”

Yuri shook his head. “We still do not want anything to do with you or your organization. We do just fine on our own.”

“Did you know that Igor Gustave is planning on burning this building down to the ground? And that before he does that, he’s going to trap the five on you inside?” Nikoli asked softly. “He really wants all of you gone. He’s afraid that you are giving the people in this area hope again and that’s the last thing he wants. He wants everyone afraid of him, afraid to stand up to him, afraid to do something to piss off his tiny minded plans. ”

“How do you know that?” Roman asked.

“The Bratva is everywhere and we hear rumors too,” Nikoli assured him. “Igor is really getting mad at the five of you and he wants his pound of flesh, meaning he wants you all dead.” He shrugged. “He’s not exactly making that a secret. He’s also willing to pay for any information on any of you. He’s trying to find someone to betray you. He thinks he can become bigger than the Bratva. In fact, he wants to take over the entire city and challenge us for the power.”

Yuri snorted. “There is no one any of us can call family if that’s what’s your wondering about. The five of us are alone. Except for the man who once lived here.” That man had been the closest thing to a father that the boys ever had. Yuri had paused to allow that same anger to come over him at the loss of their mentor. The only person to care enough to have taken them all in. Train them, take care of them. He now spoke again with a low growl to his young voice, “And Igor beat him to death about three weeks ago.”

Nikoli nodded. “Da…I know. The Bratva doesn’t usually step in to situations like this one but I want you five to work for me. I want you on my team and I will help you destroy Igor and the Silver Fish to get that.”

Yuri cocked his head and stared at the man for a moment. “Zachem? Why? Why us? What do you think we can do for the Bratva that no one else can do?”

Nikoli stared at him for a moment then said, “I think you can bring a sense of what’s right and wrong to the Bratva. I’ll admit I looked into your backgrounds and I couldn’t find much there. In fact, I couldn’t find anything written on paper about any of you. But I’ve been watching you for a while now and I like the way the people around here protect you. There has to be a reason for that. A reason for that kind of loyalty. They won’t talk about it, not to me and not to the Silver Fish. Especially not to the Silver Fish. I’ve seen you guys helping everyone you come into contact with, even if it’s only a smile you give them. You make them feel better. Ty sil’nyy… you are strong. They know someone out there is watching over them and they return the favor. That type of thing is very important to me. It tells me what kind of people you guys are.”

“And what kind of people are we?” Mikial asked.

Nikoli hesitated for a moment then answered the question put to him, “You are the kind of people that despite having nothing of their own, you give the little bit of extra to people around you. You make them feel safe. You stand up for the little person on the streets, yet you’re tough when you need to be.”….

And so… the five brothers had joined the Bratva.

Nikoli had been a young Lieutenant in the Russian underground years ago but he’d moved up the ranks quickly. He’d seen the solidarity the five of them shared and began working with them. He taught them everything he knew and before long, they had become a force to be reckoned with. When it was time to move from Russia and represent the Russian Bratva here in America, Nikoli brought them with him. Nikoli had stayed in New York and set Yuri and the others up in New Orleans as their base. Just like at home, the five brothers had to fight for what they had but it had been worth the struggle.

Once they arrived, each of them had started a business to maintain their cover. Yuri had the hotel-restaurant; Mikial had opened a fighting gym; Roman owned and operated a string of fishing boats and barges that ran goods up and down the Mississippi River. Barshan became a loan shark and a business man with his fingers in a lot of different pies, he had art galleries and different shops going. Mikial had opened a successful Import-Export business and now he had three of those operating.

While they all were busy with their own businesses and such, they had since brought together all the factions that made their home in New Orleans and formed a Council. Each group that lived and worked in the city was represented, the Cubans, the Blacks, the Hmong’s, the Mexicans, the Japanize and even the Ukraine’s had a place at the Council. While they all had a place, Yuri led the Council and the others enforced the rules they set.

When he entered his office on the ground floor, Yuri noted with a smile that Mikial was pouring a drink. It was barely eight in the morning but he was pouring a vodka. This was either good news or bad.

When he saw Yuri, he poured out a second glass. Handing his brother the shot glass, they clinked them together and downed the liquid. 

Yuri gasped slightly then set the glass down and moved over to the desk. He sat down behind the desk while shaking his head at the heat in his throat burning so early in the day and stared at the man he loved as a brother. “What brings you here at this hour? Don’t you have businesses to run?”

 Mikial nodded. “I do but something was brought to my attention that couldn’t wait.” With that, he reached inside his pocket and brought out his cell phone. Setting it on the desk, he waited for Yuri to take up the smart phone.

Yuri picked it up, stared at the image and frowned. “This is terrible and perhaps interesting, but why are you…?” His voice slowed. He remembered now. One night when they were just kids and Mikial had a nightmare. He’d had them often but this night, he had told his brothers his story. Yuri raised his concerned gaze. “Is this…” He couldn’t finish. So this was bad news.

Nodding, Mikal stared down at the desk. “It is the same MO.”

“And this happened when?”

Mikal shrugged. “Just 2 days ago.”

“Do not tell me.” Yuri sat forward. “This happened in Russia.” It was not a question.

Mikial nodded.

Yuri tilted his head at his brother. “How did you get this image?”

Mikal shrugged. “I still have friends in certain places there.”

Yuri let out a sigh. “What do you wish to do about this?”

“What can I do?” 

Just then, the phone rang.

Not Mikal’s cell but Yuri’s office phone. He picked it up.

“Hello Yuri,” came a familiar voice.

“Sergi, what can we do for…” His eyes rose up to Mikal as he paused. “This is about the dead woman, correct?”

“Da, is Mikial there?”

“He is. He just showed me the photo.”

Sergi sighed. “That isn’t all.”

“Isn’t it bad enough?” Yuri asked.

“That woman… She is Anosk Valentin’s Granddaughter,” Sergi explained.

 Yuri paused. “Your old friend on the Council?”

“Da, and he is… not so well since this happened.”

Yuri looked up at Mikal. “You do know this is of concern to my brother. He…Wait, while I put it on speaker, so he can speak for himself.” He pushed the button then nodded at Mikal.

“Mikal, son. I am sorry this has happened,” Sergi spoke to Mikal through the phone.

“I am too,” Mikal replied politely but he sounded angry. “What does it mean? This killer stopped killing… all these years, correct?”

“Da, you are correct. But this had started a year ago.”

Mikal looked upset to hear this. “A year?”

“Da, but the women were all prostitutes. Not that the fact made them any less important, but now he has killed a Bratva family member.”

“So Sergi, how has the council proposed to solve this?” Yuri asked.

“You must know that we have the best investigative team in all the world,” Sergi replied.

“The Enforcers,” Mikial added.

“Da and they are on their way here.”

“So this is why you called?” Yuri asked.

“No,” Sergi replied immediately. “We will need your man, Mikial here as well.”

“But why?” Yuri asked.

“He is a witness,” Sergi told them,

Yuri looked over at his brother.

Mikial nodded. “I am. I was only eight, but I saw this killer up close.”

“But that’s impossible. The killer would be like what? Seventy years old now?” Yuri asked.

“Well, no…” Mikal paused. “He was a young man even then like maybe 20 years old. So he might only be 50 now?”

Yuri let out a breath. “Ok, we will be there.”

“We?” Sergi asked then rectified it with, “Da, how could I forget. If it affects one brother…”

“…It affects us all,” Yuri finished as he sat back in his chair and stared at Mikial. “I will be there with him.”

“I will send a jet out to get you.” Sergi then ended the call.
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That evening, they all came together in Yuri’s penthouse.

Yuri looked around at his brothers. “Mikial and I are heading to the home country later this evening.”

“This must be serious?” Barshan looked concerned.

Yuri nodded as he looked over at Mikial. It was his story to tell.

Mikal stood and grabbed the bottle of Vodka on the bar counter and then lined up 5 shot glasses. “You all have been my brothers since I was nine years old. If you will remember, one night when we were in one of those abandoned warehouses… I had another nightmare and that time, it was very bad…” he paused and poured the five shots then he spoke again, “I told you all why I was there, an orphan at the time.”

The men in the room all stilled. They did remember, how could anyone forget such a horrible story.

“We remember,” Roman spoke quietly.

“Has something happened concerning… that?” Sazon wanted to know.

“Da, it has.” Mikial turned from the bar. “They…” he paused then started again, “They have dead women, all of them match what happened… before.” He then motioned for his brothers to come and get their shots.

The men all looked stunned at this news. Then each one rose and came to the bar.

“But that was so long ago!” Barshan exclaimed as he came closer and grabbed his glass. “They cannot believe—”

“They do not believe anything,” Mikial cut him off. “They say I am a witness. In fact, I may be the only one from what I read on the internet in the Russian newspapers of these murders.”

Roman grabbed his shot. “So it might be the same killer as the one that…”

Mikial nodded. “Yes, the same one that killed my mother, thirty years ago.”

Silence fell in the room as the blood brothers all stood with their shots.

Finally, Mikial raised his glass.

In silence, his brothers raised theirs.

“Salu!” Mikal announced and downed his shot.

A moment went by, as all the brothers remained silent. They felt for Mikial, to have to relive that horrible event in his life. Maybe this would be the closure that he never had. Each man privately hoped so.

“Salu!” His brothers all finally joined him raising their glasses and downing the clear heat in their shot glasses.




Chapter Four

 

 

The White Building in Lubyanka Square‎, ‎Moscow, Russia

 

Heading down the hall, Andrey and the team followed Viktor.

They had just touched down on the tarmac, only thirty minutes ago. They had no time to even adjust to the time change as they hopped into the Limos sent for them by Sergi. But they were all used to this sort of thing, doing what they all did for the Bratva. It didn’t seem to faze any of them as they all strode behind Viktor through the familiar huge lobby and up the spiral stairs.

They all then entered into the main room of the Bratva council through the ornate double doors bearing the Eagle Star Symbol of the Bratva organization.

Viktor then broke off from his team to approach the area where Sergi, Yuri and Mikial were standing. Kosta, Yuri’s man was in attendance as well.

Andrey wondered what this part of the Bratva was doing here. He knew them all as they had worked together on a couple of missions. They had all stayed in Yuri’s hotel before as well. He briefly thought about those missions. Did this murder case somehow involve them?

Viktor had a short discussion with them, then he went over to where his men stood.

Andrey knew that in chambers, Viktor wouldn’t brief them on why Yuri and his men were here. They would have to wait and see as this unfolded.

Sergi headed to the council table, where ten men sat in various chairs along the massive table.

Andrey looked the men over. These powerful Bratva leaders each had rule over a different Province within Russia. He paused though in his perusal. One member was missing, as there were usually 12 that included Sergi in that count.

That one member was a man Andrey knew fairly well. He wondered what this meant to the case. Why was Valentin missing today? Considering the last time this happened, it had happened in Valentin’s province. The same place Andrey was born and raised. The same place where his life had changed forever, one cold afternoon.

The members, who were in attendance, were all looking at something as each had a file in front of them. Their expressions varied but not by much. Some looked stone-faced while others looked a bit pale. At least three looked angered.

If Andrey was right, they were looking at the murders. This all was unsettling to him. He knew that today that black hole he had thought to shore up was going to open and he just hoped it wouldn’t swallow him whole. He took a deep breath and sat down.

Suddenly, all the men in the room turned to the doors as another man came in. 

Right off, he looked like cop and he was dressed in a suit, albeit a wrinkled one. He looked nervous as he walked forward and sat in a chair to the side of the room.

Sergi nodded at the man and made his way to the main table where all the other members sat. He turned and faced the room while looking at the men sitting in the Council chambers. “You all are here for a…” He cleared his throat. “Here in Moscow, we have a deadly killer. Most who live here know of what I speak. The Fokusnik- killer.”

Andrey blinked. Magician? They have named him this? This title surprised him, as there had been nothing magic about this killer. He said nothing however.

Sergi went on, “This man…” He motioned to the late arrival, the man in the crumpled suit. “Is FSS Inspector Angus Aldokim and he has been on this case since this string of killings started here in Moscow.”

The man in the drab, wrinkled suit gave them all a brief nod.

“He has all the details that your team should know, Viktor.” Sergi nodded toward Viktor as he announced this fact.

The inspector looked over at Viktor with a curious expression on his face. He didn’t seem to understand who Viktor was.

Sergi caught this. “Inspector… These men are a special team that we have. They hunt down…The evil in Bratva.”

Angus stared at him for a few seconds then he gazed over at Viktor and to the row of his men, including Andrey. Suddenly, his eyes widened as if he realized exactly who they were.

Andrey shook his head. Most never saw them in person. All of Russia knew of them. However, some even believed the Enforcers were a myth meant to scare would be greedy Bratva members from turning, or from cheating the Bratva. Then there were some, who knew for sure they existed. Some innocent people and some not so innocent, who were caught up in these Bratva criminal’s schemes. The men they tracked down however, usually never lived long enough to speak about them though.

Andrey stared at the inspector. Why they had this man here was beyond him. The FSS couldn’t catch a damn dead fly as far as he knew.

Sergi motioned to Angus.

The man looked bewildered and out of sorts as he stood up. He started to speak then had to clear his throat and start again, “It started a full year ago… maybe 13 months as he kills once per month. That is just one of his eccentric patterns and he has many. In your files that was sent to you by the FSS,” Angus said this with a little shock in his voice that such a thing ever occurred in the first place. Bratva and the FSS working side by side. “You will see that the first victim was a prostitute, known as one too. Victim number one, Marika Nickolis, she tended to spend a lot of time at the Red Star Pub, the one she was reported to be at just before she was killed. However, she was found in a motel room, propped up on the bed, with garish makeup and curlers in her hair…” Angus paused as if he needed to compose himself as if remembering the crime scene.

Sergi nodded. “We have all this in the files and Viktor’s team will read it all tonight.”

Angus looked relieved to not have to make anymore statements and started to sit down, then he seemed to change his mind as he spoke again, “It is not publicly known that he has one odd quirk, something he leaves with his victims and it is not in the files you have. We have left it out of all news reports. It is not known by any except a few.”

“He leaves a rose with the victim,” a voice spoke from the other side of the room.

Everyone swung their gazes over.

Mikial Bannonkov stood up, as he was the one to state this.

Andrey also stood up. “Da, and it is always a red rose.”

Now all the men in the room swung their gazes over to Andrey.

Angus looked back and forth at the two men, his eyes widening. “Bud’ ya proklyat! H-how did you both know this?”

Mikial’s gaze met Andrey’s hard gaze. “Because we both have seen this killer, I am assuming.”

“Da,” Andrey answered. “We have. However, I also saw him dead.”

 Surprised murmurs hummed around the room. This news seemed to surprise everyone.

Angus’ eyes seemed to pop out of his head as he took a step forward. “You both KNOW what he looks like?” He had paled by at least two shades. He acted as if he hadn’t heard what Andrey had just stated as he seemed preoccupied with the fact that these two men were true witnesses to this horrible killer.

The two men nodded.

“But I must state that it is impossible for it to be the same killer,” Andrey added.

Angus looked entirely lost, baffled and upset as he looked back and forth at the two men as if he were seeing and hearing something astonishing.

The room became loud while everyone was whispering and or talking at once.

 “Uspokoit’sya!” Sergi called out for then to quiet down.

The room immediately quieted.

“This is why both these men are here.” Sergi looked over at Mikial. “It would help if each of you stated what happened. I do realize this may be painful for you, but this is needed. We need to stop this madman.”

Mikial looked saddened as he nodded and stated numbly, “I was eight years old.”

Murmurs echoed among the men at this shocking statement.

“Da, a small boy.” Mikial nodded as he went on, “I was up in my room. My mother entertained men.” He looked around to meet anyone’s gaze as if he expected some ridicule over this admission.

None came as all of them sat still to listen.

“I heard her scream,” Mikial continued. “It was a sound I would hear in my nightmares for many, many years later.” He seemed to have to compose himself a bit before he spoke again, “I crept down the stairs— to see…” He took a deep breath and went on, “This man had slit her throat, and he was cleaning it up in fact. I was in shock and I also refused to believe what I saw. In my child’s mind, I could not register the fact that she—was dead. He worked on her for at least a half hour, applying makeup and fixing her hair, then he covered her clean neck with a blue scarf…” He slowed as if he remembered it all and was now visibly trembling as he finally continued, “He put a rose in her hand. S-she looked alive, utterly alive. Like I had seen her look the last time she went out to the store. I stayed hidden until he left. I was but a small boy and he was five times my size. Finally, I came down the stairs and looked at her. I tried to get her to speak—I…” Mikal suddenly sat down, as he seemed to not have anything left that he cared to say.

The men at the table and the men in the chairs all looked like stone. To hear such a tale, it seemed to affect even the toughest, most jaded men in the room.

Yuri patted his brother’s arm as tears had formed in his eyes. He did not look ashamed to be displaying his empathy for all to see as a lone tear trickled down his cheek. He didn’t even swipe it away.

Andrey had sat and listened his mind and body not riveted by the tale, but enraged by it. The entire time Mikial spoke, Andrey almost dared not to breathe. He knew of what Mikial endured. He knew what his poor mother must have looked like in the end. To think that they had this horrible thing in common and never knew it during the times they had met before… Suddenly, for Andrey—it all slipped. He felt a red rage boiling inside. A rage like he hadn’t felt in a very long time. No apathy was there to cover this feeling as he had covered up and buried the fury for a long time. It had been so long that he had actually believed the emotion was entirely gone.

But it wasn’t, it had been there ne beneath the layers of his growing years, beneath the soldier facet of him, the man he had become. He couldn’t make it go away now, he had no chance to push it down or dismiss it. He had to face the dark cloud again.

Sergi now looked over at Andrey.

Andrey attempted to calm himself. He could not allow these men, well everyone, to see how this had affected him. He stood and turned to look over at Mikial and spoke in a calm, flat tone, “This killer… He did the same to my sister. She was only seventeen years old. I was fifteen. I was not a boy. I came in just as he had her propped up at our kitchen table. His bloody knife still there, his makeup still there.” He paused to take a breath. Andrey vividly saw it all in his mind now… even the blue scarf that their mother had left for her. The colors of this very old memory, abruptly all went from the vague black & white he had faded them to over the years… To full bright tones.  He had to pause to gather just the right words that wouldn’t show how much anger he had over this part of his life.

The men in the room all looked very uncomfortable, though they all sat patiently and waited for the rest.

“But I wasn’t a kid,” Andrey finally started to speak again. “Not a man yet, but I was not a child. I fully realized that she was dead. Bylad… I knew she was!” His voice rose. “I got my blade from my pocket, the one I always carried to protect myself, given to me by my father before he died. Without any thought and only feeling anger, I crept up behind him and I slit his throat with all my might. I turned him around as his blood was soaking us both and said…” Andrey swallowed heavily and shouted, “How did that feel, you fucking bastard?!” 

The room was utterly silent. A tense rage filled silence seemed to consume all the people in the chambers as all the men there felt every word he uttered.

Andrey now remembered all the blood, it had joined his sister’s on that kitchen floor. For a couple of minutes now, it was all he could see. Not the makeup or the scarf… but the blood. Then finally—her face, the frightened look in her beautiful blue eyes—frozen there by sudden death.

When he stopped speaking and just stood there with his fists clenched as the memory was relived in virtual crimson color…quiet murmurs echoed in the room. 

Andrey then swiveled his head over to glare at a very startled looking Angus. “So this cannot be the same killer as the one you seek.” His voice was controlled again, as he informed the stricken looking inspector.

Angus had his brows raised. “So there is a new one?”

Mikial shook his head. “You are the politsiya, so you tell us. All I know is that I buried that monster. He couldn’t kill anymore. My sister was his last makeup job.” He sat down again, and folded his hands in his lap.

The room went still for another minute.

Sergi finally spoke again, “If we can trouble you two men, just a bit more. We have the best sketch artist in this part of the world and we need you to work with him. So we can rule out them being the same man. However, these two incidents happened years apart… It is puzzling. He could have been young when he killed Mikial’s mother. Then an older man when he killed Andrey’s sister. We still need to clear this up.”

Mikial and Andrey nodded.

 “I have the Forensic files on a USB and Viktor will have that soon. Sergi Constantine looked around at the room. “We will meet here again, noon tomorrow.”




Chapter Five

 

 

The Constantine Mansion

 

Victim number one…

Kevy or better known as Inspector Keviana Gavirla read the file on the screen of her laptop.

Yes, she knew all twelve bios of the victims and the stats of each murder, how they died. The autopsy reports and where they were found. She had practically memorized each fact, each word in each of the thirteen crimes. Hell, she had been there at each scene.

What bothered her was number 13. They knew nothing about her and she hated when there was even a tiny black hole. She’d been this way since she’d been a child. If there was a puzzle and she finished it and a piece was missing she would go on a little girl rampage looking for it. It had to be solved. No matter what, the whole thing had to be complete.

Sime today, would call this OCD as they named it in the U.S. But she thought it was just a skill she had, not a bad habit. She was familiar with America as she had an Aunt and Uncle there. She had spent many summers there on her Aunt’s estate. Swimming, growing and exploring. It made her unique among her colleagues even today as she could easily converse in English with almost no discernable accent. She grew up in America really. Russia was her home yes, but any leave she got, she travelled the world, America included.

 Now, here she was in a place she never, ever dreamed she would be. Not in her wildest imagination. No way. But yet, it was so. She was in a room in a mansion outside the square. A place owned by the last person she would ever conceive of hearing about while on this Magician case. A case that had definitely become personal. Staying in a mansion… No…Sequestered in a mansion she should say.

The FSS had come and got her. They then handed her over to the god dammed Bratva of all things. With no real explanation. Just that she would receive instructions from the Bratva leader.

This was one Sergi Constantine. Of course, she knew the name who didn’t? Who in all of Russia would be so isolated not to have heard that name? But why was she here? She’d also been supplied with all her case files and anything else she required. All except, an answer. An answer to just one question. Why was she pulled off the biggest case of her life and brought here? It was baffling and infuriating. 

She just knew that her partner, Angus was probably mad as a hatter when she’d disappeared and he had to conduct that press conference himself. God, how he hated public speaking. She had caught the whole thing on a news channel. Poor Angus. He was booed by that crowd and had to hightail it out of there, amidst bottles and trash being thrown at him.

 Or he was smiling just now? If he knew, they had done this? He had tolerated her for more than a year.

To say tolerated, she meant… he’d been working with only one of the ten women in the FSS and she was the only one to make Inspector at that. Not that he was a bad sort. He was just stodgy and stuffy really. He never saw the angles that she did in each case they had. Or in this case, in particular. 

Kevy noted yet again, on her laptop screen the little dots indicating each area where the bodies had been found. They seemed to form some kind of pattern, like a drawing of some kind. She had noticed this before and had talked to Angus about it. He had shrugged and said he saw no real pattern. She had then argued, maybe it wasn’t complete yet? There needed to be more victims to finish it.

Poor Angus had nearly swallowed his own tongue at this suggestion. He’d said how ghoulish that was to think solving the pattern would require more victims. He was stunned at such a leap she made. 

Yet, that was all Kevy had done her entire life. Leap. Being a woman, they had been rougher on her in basic training when she’d entered into the FSS. Since then, everyday had been a challenge and she had leapt over each obstacle put in her way. The men would even play pranks on her in the training camp. She had to have a small room of her own, being the only female there. Yes, there had been some who’d been nasty mean about a woman being in the elite FSS squad training. Then there had been some that just thought she was some kind of novelty. Maybe a quota by Putin, to allow females into the Federal Security Service and he could boast that Russia was with the times.

Then there were some that had really pissed her off. Whispering and smirking among the ranks, that woman had slept her way there. This, she had qualms with. Real fucking qualms, the kind of qualms men lost their front teeth over. She had earned her way there and not while being on her back or her knees. She still got angry over this accusation even to this day. But she had taught many of those a lesson while they did practice defense fights. Many of those naysayers or accusers would be staring up at her from being on their backs as she had managed to toss them down in bouts. She now snickered as she remembered those stunned expression on those tough Russian faces of men who had believed females could not do any damage to them. Well, they’d thought wrong now, hadn’t they?

After that, it had been smoother sailing for her at least at the prank, sneers, and jeers level by her so called colleagues.

Now, her colleagues would be laughing at her again. Sitting here in the house of the most feared man in all of Russia. A kingpin criminal that could never be touched by the FSS or any other organization, lest they be destroyed from the ground up. 

Raising her head, she wondered yet again. They pulled her from the case. But why? Maybe it was that she and Angus had gotten nowhere. She thought about it, then shrugged. If so, then why not just officially pull her and him from the investigation? Why sequester her here in this huge luxurious palace?

She gazed around at the ultra-modern room she had been given. It was larger than her whole flat. They had maids, servants, cooks even butlers. It was astounding. To think that people in Russia actually lived like this. Well, not lots of people, just a criminal like Sergi Constantine.

Yes, she felt he was just that. Yet, he had more power than almost anyone in Russia. It was simply vexing to know he could force the FSS to do anything.

She had just about had it with all this as she shut her laptop. She knew all there was to know about this case. She should though, as she’d been on it since day one. Feeling more disgusted every minute, she was gearing up to go and see where this man was. This Sergi. To ask why—

A knock sounded on the door to the room she was in and it startled her. So much so, she hadn’t even realized she had taken her weapon up and was pointing it at the door.

Rolling her eyes at the auto response when it would be a wild idea that Sergi meant to have her killed. She tucked her weapon into her back waistband and went over to the door.

Yanking it open, there stood a very handsome but older man. He raised an eyebrow at her.

She placed her hands on her hips. “I am glad to finally see someone. I need you to tell your boss, I want a meeting and I want it now!”

The man then smiled. “Yes, ma’am,” he replied in perfect English.

She furrowed her brow. “That’s it? No excuses, no ‘I will relay the message’ then I sit here for a whole ‘nother day and stew?”

He shrugged. “I will not be delivering the message.”

“Oh!” Angrier now, she again, got into her argument stance. “So you will just keep me here and not tell this Sergi that I wish to see him?”

“There is no need, young lady.”

“No need?” She huffed. “I am an FSS Inspector. He cannot keep me here without—”

The man burst into laughter.

Her eyes rounded. “Listen Mister Butler, this is not funny. Bylad! You need to take me to—”

He raised his hands as he still chuckled. “I am so sorry. I should not have let this go on that long.”

She nodded. “You are right you should not have. Now take me to him!”

He stepped into the room past her then turned around to face her as his blue eyes sparkled at her.

Her eyes narrowed at him.

He extended his hand to her. “Sergi Constantine, at your service.”

Her eyes widened. “W-what?”

He grinned. “You are a fire woman. Not that I mean it as in attraction. Just that, I like fire…In people that work for me. It means they will get it done.”

Blinking her eyes at him, she didn’t know which insult to address first. “Work for you?”

He nodded and finally withdrew the hand she obviously refused to shake. “You are still FSS, but you will now be working with the Bratva.”

Kevy was utterly stunned. “The largest crime organization in this part of the world, has the audacity to make an FSS officer work for them?”

Sergi’s smile dropped as he took a step closer to her. His blue eyes locking with hers. “I will address two issues before you go any further. We are known as that, but we are mostly legal now. It has taken me thirty years to clean the Bratva up.”

She crossed her arms over her chest. “And so what is the second issue?” 

“We will not have to force you to work with us. In fact, you will be the key to catching this Magician killer.” He cocked his head at her. “Would that not be something that you would like to accomplish?”

Kevy dropped her arms to her sides as his words registered. “Me?”

He nodded. “If you will stop scowling and…” He motioned over to the counter in front of the kitchenette the room had. “…allow me to make us some tea, I can outline a plan that I am sure you will want to be a part of.”

Now Kevy cocked her head at him. “I do not know which part of that is more shocking. Sergi Constantine making me tea or the fact that you have piqued my interest with this plan.”

He stared her for a few seconds then he burst out into laughter.

Kevy then smiled. This man was not what she had pictured nor did he seem the least bit sinister. Curiosity was eating at her to know what this was really all about. “So, first, let’s see how good you are at tea.”

Sergi kept laughing as he turned and headed for the cabinets.




 

Chapter Six

 

Andrey and all the men were in their own rooms at the Constantine mansion. It was close to midnight and he did or should have felt severe jet lag but he did not feel that.

 He hadn’t yet looked over the USB he was given. He just wasn’t ready. He knew what he would see. But his mind would only see his sister Natalia in every victim image. He’d tried to sleep and apparently, he wasn’t ready for that either.

She had been beautiful, like their mother. Long blonde locks and sky blue eyes. She had been so young when… he shook his head. He had tried to block any thoughts of that poor girl from his mind for many years now.

Their parents had died suddenly, and they had died together when a truck hit their little car on a snowy night on the back roads of Russia. It had been sudden and swift.

Andrey had been fourteen and his sister sixteen. She had vowed to take care of him. The town’s people had tried to help, but most were poor back then.

Andrey had wondered for the last year his sister had been alive, how had she come home with food, bread and staples. He had asked and she had said she had taken in laundry work, sewing, and cleaning other people’s homes.

He had wondered who in their village had that kind of valyuta. Yet, he did not challenge her answer. He had been too busy trying to make his own money in any way he could. He had never forgotten a talk his father had with him when he was about twelve. Dakar his father had said,” If anything ever happens to me, you will have to be the man. Take care of your mother and sister. Guard them with your very life.” So this had come back to haunt Andrey after his parents died.

It was only after Natalia was killed, did he learn that she had taken… that she had... He still couldn’t face this. She had become a mistress to someone, selling her young body to feed herself and her brother. To pay for wood in the winter, fresh vegetables in the summer. It had sickened him but grief had wiped away all the shame he felt that she had been forced to do something that had already ruined her life, her future. He got over it, as she had no life to look forward to when she was dead.

Andre was still in the bed, now tossing and turning while the past chased him. He could not seem to shut it all down. It was now out of the bag or the Pandora’s box, so to speak and he couldn’t get it back in. Getting up, he put on his jeans and a t-shirt. He needed to get out. Outside. The fall air was cool, maybe if he took a walk he might get rid of this frustration and anger and he would be able to sleep maybe a few hours.

How could he sleep at all though? To know there was a killer that was copying the exact way his sister’s killer did… it tampered with his mind, his emotions, his life.

He’d had it all put away neatly for so long. He had killed the motherfucker and the local police had taken him away and buried him. That was when Valentin had showed up. He’d told Andrey that he would help him. That he was actually a hero for stopping such a fiend, so that he would never kill again.

But he was killing again. No, not him but someone that obviously knew him. Or was that even the case? Someone could have just picked up the mantle after reading accounts… no, it had all been covered up, back then. No press was allowed as Valentin was head of the province for the town Andrey and his sister had lived in.

Valentin’s name was coming up too much here in Andrey’s mind. He had also been missing today in those chambers. What did he have to do with any of this that was happening now? Besides being the Bratva leader of that area, back when. He pushed it all away as best he could and went out the door.

He headed down the hall and stopped at the top of the stairs.

There going down the steps was a woman. Not dressed like a servant and not familiar. Maybe a relative of Sergi’s? He watched her for a minute.

She looked around as if she didn’t know where to go.

Ok, not a relative.

Long raven jet black hair cascaded down her back and nearly reached her ass. And what an ass it was, Andrey realized. 

Then she headed on through the foyer.

Curiosity and a sense of something else he couldn’t identify urged him to follow.

He then saw the front door close. Andrey followed and eased the door open.

There she stood on the top of the flagged stone steps. She gasped and whirled around, a gun in her hand.

Andrey backed up. This, he hadn’t expected. He slowly raised his hands.” I am not here to hurt you.”

Her green eyes took him in. From his knees, all the way up along his torso to his chest then to his face.

Andrey just felt himself being ogled to say the least. Interesting.

“Who are you?’ she asked still aiming the gun right at his chest.

Andrey still had his arms up. “I could ask the same thing.” 

Her dark brows rose. “Oh, smart ass eh? Umnyy malyy.”

He smiled. Smart boy. “Oh, so you are Russian.” He thought he’d detected an accent, but she had been speaking casual slang style English.

“Oh, I am.” She nodded. “As are you, despite the perfect English.”

“So can you holster your weapon?” he asked.

“I don’t know. You do look…dangerous.”

Andrey smiled. It was the first smile he’d had in a few days. “Oh, I am.”

Her eyes sparkled, as she was genuinely interested. “So, again, I have to ask… who are you?”

Andrey tilted his head at her. The way she stood, they way she held her weapon. It was skilled and military like. “My name is Andrey Bannick.”

She raised a brow. “And that tells me what?’

He kept smiling, as this woman was highly interesting to say the least. “You asked my name. I gave it to you.”

“No.” She smiled back. “I asked who you were.”

For a second, he was mesmerized by her eyes, her expression, that killer body and he forgot to answer. “I am in security.”

She outright laughed at this. “Bolshivik. You are not so good at it, as I got a drop on you.”

He nodded now playing along with her very amusing game. “That is true.” He still had his arms up in the air and he didn’t even care at this point.

“So, you won’t tell me.” her expression looked curious.

He shrugged and lowered his arms to his sides. “I did tell you.”

She bit at her lip and lowered her gun. “I assume you are Bratva.”

Andrey smirked. “You assume?”

She smirked back. “We are at Sergi’s house. He is THE Bratva.”

Andrey continued to smile, as this woman seemed to pull that out of him. She was fast becoming the distraction he needed. “Da, we are, so I assume you are also Bratva.”

Her eyes rounded and her smirk fell away. “There is no need to insult me.”

He blinked his eyes. “Insult? It is a natural conclusion as here you are standing on the Constantine’s steps.”

Shoving her gun into her back waistband, she huffed angrily. Her little cat and mouse game was obviously over. “I am done with this entire conversation.” She turned to go down the steps.

Andrey didn’t want her to leave. If she did, she would take her identity and the fun away from him. He took two steps to her and grabbed her arm.

She then abruptly took a step toward him, whirled around, and had him lying on his back looking up at her, before he could even blink.

She stepped back and placed her hands on her hips. “Like I said, some security man you are.”

Andrey stared up at this gorgeous woman who seemed to grow even more beautiful as time went on. He then began to laugh.

She looked startled by this.

The door opened and Sergi himself looked at her then peered down at Andrey. He raised a brow. “Oh, I see you two have met.”

Andrey chuckled. “Yes and she made quite the impression on me.” His laughter grew.

Sergi grinned. “She does have that effect.”

The woman rolled her eyes.

Andrey finally got up. He winced a bit. That flagstone was not soft to be planted onto.

“You okay there, Mr. Security?” she asked.

He then jumped up on his feet and had her wrapped up in a hold. He knew many moves in many arts.

Gasping, she reacted instantly by trying to stomp on his foot.

He maneuvered out of that.

Next, she used her elbow to attempt to knock his ribs.

Andrey simply tightened his hold. By doing this, he could smell her hair and he took a deep whiff of this woman. Her scent went right to his brain then all the way down to his cock. It came alive and hard instantly.

She must have felt this reaction as her body was pulled in so tight to his.

“Andrey,” Sergi finally spoke. He’d been watching this bit of entertainment for a couple of minutes.” I think you better let go or you might find yourself under arrest.”

Andrey looked over at him. She was a cop? He loosened his hold.

Countering his weak hold, she maneuvered herself under his arm and flipped him up then over.

Andrey was again, lying on his back.

Her face came into focus as she stared down at him. Her smirk was back.

Sergi was laughing, he couldn’t seem to help himself. “Da, you will do well with this assignment, Inspector.”

Andrey sat up then was up on his feet, as he couldn’t hide his surprise. “Inspector?”

Sergi nodded. “Andrey Balick, meet Inspector Keviana Gavirla.”

Peering down, she smiled at the stunned look on his face. “Kevy to my friends, which I am afraid you are not.” She gave a nod to Sergi then went in through the front door.

“Oh, my…” Sergi chuckled. “Fire I tell you. Pure fire.” He turned to Andrey. “I think you maybe, you should think about getting a fire retardant suit if you care to deal with her again. I will see you tomorrow.” He too, turned and went in, his chuckling trailing behind him.

“Chto, chert voz’mi, tol’ko chto proizoshlo. What the fuck just happened?” Andrey said aloud to himself, as he stood there alone.




Chapter Seven

 

The White Building in Lubyanka Square‎, ‎Moscow, Russia

It was now 11 a.m. Moscow time. At least Andrey thought it was. The lag had caught up with him and the lack of sleep. There had been an improvement however. His thoughts in bed last night were not of the killer or any of his past. They had been filled to the brim with Kevy. He had gone back up to his room and got on his laptop. Not to look at crimes scenes, but to look up Inspector Keviana Gavrila.

What he found impressed him and helped his bruised ego a bit too. Graduated with honors from the FSS Akademiya. Top of her class and he would bet her other classmates hadn’t liked that at all. He went from place to place following her life or what he could find of it. Some press conferences on tape and yes, he had watched quite a few. Damn, the woman exuded confidence and the same quality Sergi had said. Fire.

Andrey knew one thing now. He wanted to taste that fire. But with the kind of woman this was, he might also need what Sergi had suggested. Some kind of fire retardant for the walls she had built. She wouldn’t come easy. But Andrey wasn’t used to easy in his life, so he believed he was up to it. He wondered if she had a boyfriend then he spent another half hour attempting to prove or disprove this suddenly important question. He got no answers but he doubted it. She seemed fully involved in her career. Fully. He hoped that was still the case. As he didn’t want to have to knock out any competition. Da, he was a brave soul and now a hopeful one as he believed in just a few hours contemplation time that he had met his match.

It came like an epiphany. A woman who had bested him in the martial arts area. Though it had hardly been fair as he had been too shocked to react naturally. No, he didn’t want a bout to prove he was superior, there would be no point. He wanted a bout of a different kind.

To have this happen in the middle of this case, this supposed mission from hell, he had found this ray of light. Was it just a distraction? No, he didn’t think so. His body knew full well what honest attraction was, even if his mind couldn’t maybe deal with what it meant.

He determined that by the end of this visit to Russia, he would have this woman. He had never went after a woman though. After a criminal, a target, a fiend, yes. He had chased evil, chased jets, and chased the sky. But chasing a woman? It had never happened, none had ever been worth the trouble. They usually came after him.

This would be a different challenge than any in his life so far and another surprising event in just the last several days.

Finally, the council chamber started to fill. His team was already here, arriving just shortly after he had.

Then a man came in with Sergi. Young with dark hair, perhaps of half Asian descent carrying a sketch pad and a case.

This sight turned Andrey’s feeling fast. From sunshine to rain in one second flat. Bylad. It was again, time to face this relentless ghost of a killer.

Sergi caught his eye then waved him over.

Andrey made his way to where they stood.

“Andrey, this is Karuso, he is our artist.”

Andrey nodded at him.

“This is Andrey, who saw this killer maybe twenty years ago, Karuso.”

The artist shook his hand. “I will do my best to reproduce the man’s features.”

“If you will sit over there in the far corner, there is still time before everyone else arrives.” Sergi motioned to a table across the room.

Andrey and the artist went over to sit down.

“Oh, if you would, please sit next to me,” Karuso asked as he placed his case on the floor.

Andrey came around and sat beside him.

Karuso began to speak, “The point is to get to a resemblance, so that people can look at the drawing and be reminded of someone that they have seen recently or in the past.” He paused and glanced up at Andrey. “In your case, it has been twenty years.”

Andrey nodded.

“So this may be harder but not—”

“Get your pencil Karuso,” Andrey stated firmly. “I do not have a fuzzy memory of this man’s face.” 

Karuso stared at him then did what he said.

Andrey walked him through it, eyes, nose, brow, face, chin, jawline. In just minutes. It seemed that Karouso’s pencil could not move fast enough.

Then he was done.

Andrey glared at the sketch. “This is him.”

Karuso looked a bit alarmed but he said nothing as he waved Sergi over.

Constantine came over, sat down and waited.

Karuso reached down where he had set his bag and got out a second sketchbook.

Sergi placed a hand on his wrist then waved Mikial and Yuri over as they had just arrived.

The two men headed over but remained standing.

Karuso opened the sketchpad from his case then set the new one next to it.

They all stared down at the two illustrations.

They matched almost to a T.

“This cannot be…” Andrey was stunned. “He had to have aged in the ten years between these two…murders.”

Mikal looked like he had to sit down and so he did. “It is impossible.”

“No, perhaps he just ages well?” Sergi attempted to find an answer. He looked over at Karuso.

The man shrugged. “All I can say is both witnesses…” He motioned to Mikial and then Andrey. “Had clear unequivocal memories as to this…” He paused. “...these faces. In fact, they each had no pauses, no doubts, no trouble at all, directing me. I did not have to even ask the standard questions to coax the memory from them.”

“So where does this leave us?” Yuri wanted to know.

Andrey stood. “In the same place we were in yesterday.” 

“I think not,” someone else spoke from behind them.

Andrey looked up to see Anosk Valentin. An older Valentin than he remembered but it was him, nonetheless. The man that had brought him into the Bratva and changed his very future.

Sergi stood and looked concerned as he greeted his friend. “I am glad to see you are… better.”

Andrey felt puzzled by this as looked back and forth between the two men.

“Da, our condolences, Mr. Valentin,” Yuri stated.

Andrey was confused. “Condolences for what?”

Valentin let out a sigh. “I will be up there in a few minutes to…explain if I can.” He glanced back down at the sketches and then paled.

Sergi took note of his expression. “Anosk, do you know this face?”

The man seemed to not hear him. “I am so sorry. I never knew. I-I…”

“Wait,” Andrey cut in. “You do know this man!”

Valentin raised his tear filled gaze to Andrey. “I swear I did not know who she was back then.”

“Back then?” Sergi asked.

Andrey nodded. “He was the provincial Bratva leader of the province where I lived. He was there to…” His voice fell away as he turned and grabbed the older Valentin by the coat collars. “You knew!”

“Nyet! I swear I did not… until it was too late!”

“Andrey!” Viktor yelled as he approached. “Release him!”

Andrey did not do as his boss commanded. “Not until I get answers. He was there Viktor, right after it happened. He arranged for my sister’s funeral. He moved me to the Bratva. All this time, I believed it was sympathy or even kindness, but he knew the killer!”

Viktor raised his hands at his man. “Just let him go and then maybe, we can get answers.”

“Yes Andrey,” Sergi said. “Anosk has been unwell. He has suffered—”

“Suffered?” Mikail stood up now. “He has suffered? If Andrey is right, this man had something to do with this killer!”

Yuri placed his hands on his arm. “We must allow this to proceed as Bratva dictates, my friend. Please stand down.”

Mikal had his fists clenched and he looked away.

“Andrey, I demand the same,” Viktor ordered “Let him go.”

Andrey reluctantly released the man then patted his lapels down into place with a hard patting. “If you had anything to do with my sister’s death—”

“I never thought,” Valentin cut him off. “But now…” He looked even paler than a moment ago.

Sergi finally took control of the situation, as was his way as he stepped in between Andrey and Valentin. “Step back Andrey, please.”

Andrey glared at them both but did so.

Sergi spoke softly but firmly, “We will continue this in Council so that—”

“NO!” Valentin yelled. “We must continue this now. It means life or death for the next woman…”

Sergi swiveled his gaze back to his old friend. “What is it Anosk?”

Valentin stepped around him and faced Andrey. “I made a grave error all those years ago. I only intended to help a poor girl. I didn’t know that she was your sister…” His voice fell away as he looked around at all of them. “I took her in as my mistress. Unknowing her identity, I swear! I gave her money to help her family as she had pleaded with me to do.”

Andrey stilled and his heart seemed to stop in his chest as he realized what this man was saying. “YOU!” he shouted. “You were Natalia’s…” He then forgot his orders and stepped toward Valentin, ready to take his old fool head off. This was the man she had taken up with, the one who had ruined her… this man, the one he thought of as a mentor had been her benefactor!

“Andrey!” Viktor stepped in front of him. “You cannot handle this in that way. You cannot! Stoyat’ vniz!”
Valentin ignored everyone but Andrey as he spoke slowly, “I have paid for that sin, Andrey. I did take her in. I was younger then. I will not excuse it. Then when I came to your house and saw…” he faltered. “The killer was Vacilli Valentin. My son.”
At this news, the men who stood there including Sergi, all of them looked as if they had been punched in the gut.
Andrey was filled with rage, he had trouble even seeing clearly as he fought his urge to kill this man, this leader of Bratva, the man that brought him in to be an Enforcer someday. All he wanted to do was kill him with his bare hands.
“I then realized he must have done it because he was angry that I had cheated on his mother. I didn’t know he was like this. That he could kill, would kill.” Valentin lowered his head. “So, I lost my son that day, as you lost your sister.”
“So then you covered it all up?” Andrey seethed.
“I did…There was nothing else to do for it. He was dead. On zaplatil za eto, he paid for it. I paid for it.”
“Wait,” Yuri said as he stepped in. “So how can it be the same man that killed Mikial’s mother 10 years before that?”
Valentin stared down at the sketches again. Sadness radiated from him and it even seemed that he had aged ten years since he’d stepped up to the table. “It isn’t.”
The men in the room and some who had gathered close to listen, all shook their heads, confusion marring their features. The two men looked exactly alike. Two killers a decade apart, killing in the same way.
Valentin suddenly looked ashen and he opened his mouth to speak but no words came out. His eyes rolled up and he grabbed his arm. “YA seychas plachu za eto…” Now I pay for it. He then pitched forward.
Sergi gasped and caught him. He then laid him gently on the floor.
Yuri knelt down and felt for a pulse. “He is having a heart attack.” He began compressions and then alternated with mouth to mouth.
Andrey trembled like a leaf in the wind, as his whole body was stiff with fury. He looked over at Mikial to see the man looking back at him. Mikial’s eyes seemed to reflect what Andrey felt inside. Neither man felt any pity, neither felt any compassion. They both mirrored rage and as their eyes locked. They both wanted this man dead.



Chapter Eight

 

Kevy had been at it for hours. Implementing all the steps she’d needed from the packages that Sergi had sent up to her room. Preparing herself for her ultimate job. Her greatest stake out, maybe her greatest hour to catch a killer. She was nervous now though about it and how she would be received by this so called Council as she rode up in the elevator.
It dinged and she stepped out. The double doors with the Eagle and star on it was guarded by two very large, very muscled men. She noted the hard looks on their faces and their sheer size. She then thought about the man she had met last night, he had been large as well and in all the right places. Okay, yes, she had lain awake thinking about him. She was a woman after all. And man…was he all man. She bit at her lip to keep from smiling as she now approached the two burly guards.” She told then in Russian who she was and flashed her ID.
They raised their brows but they told her she was on the list and they let her pass.
When she strode in, she stopped. The scene before her wasn’t really what she had expected at all in this high dome ceilinged room. The room where all the power in Russia and other parts of the world was supposed to be. With the Bratva, men who led everything in this part of the world.
What she saw was men standing around at a small table over to the left. Not the large ornate oak table sitting up on a three feet high stage. Kevy spotted the ones she knew. Andrey, Viktor and Sergi.
Then she moved closer to listen. 
Their voices were raised and they were all looking at an older man who stood in the middle. She recognized him now too. He was Anosk Valentin. She knew every member of the Bratva by face. She had researched them all on her own over the years, as she had waited to take on the elusive crime syndicate, not that this idea had ever went far with her bosses.
She now noted that Andrey looked angry. Wow, he is a fierce looking alpha if I ever saw one. To think he allowed me to best him just last night. Now seeing him in a fury, she wondered how that had ever happened.
Andrey looked furious and had Valentin by the coat collar.
“Andrey, I demand the same,” Viktor ordered “Let him go.”

Kerry had met this Viktor this morning when Sergi introduced him. They all then discussed her theory. She told them boldly that she knew where the killer would strike next, well it was a guess but according to the dots on her map, it was a given and she also reminded them that it would be within three days as they were about to go into a new month.
 Apparently, this Viktor was the man that would lead this operation, or so Sergi had said. She hadn’t figured out if she even liked him. He was a hard nut to crack, as those ice blue eyes seemed to take everything in. Still, he wasn’t rude, he just was far too knowing if she could describe it that way. Especially, when he asked key questions upon hearing her theories. He seemed to digest it and agree. You could have knocked her over with a damn feather when he agreed. Kevy was unused to men taking anything she said seriously.
Now, witnessing this as were other people in the room, she simply stood back unnoticed and watched it all play out.
To say her mind had been blown as she watched and listened to the scene over the next few minutes was an understatement. Andrey had lost his sister to this killer twenty years ago? No, she surmised that couldn’t be possible. Not to the same killer. Then this other man had also lost his mother, thirty years ago? She frowned. It was confusing and she had looked around to see others in the room were in the same boat as her. They all looked perplexed.
Then when Valentin was about to tell them who this current killer was, or Kevy assumed that was what he had intended to do, he dropped over.
The medics came in and put him on a gurney then took Valentin out through the doors in a flurry.
Now the men all stood in the same spot in a seeming silence.
Kevy was only staring at one man now though. Andrey. He wore an expression she couldn’t fathom right away. Now his eyes and expression was blank. He was covering whatever he had felt just a moment ago. But something had passed over his features before he blanked his expression. Kevy was so curious to know what that feeling was. Not that she would ever ask. She paused. No, maybe she would. It just depended on what all happened next.
Sergi finally turned and noticed her. His keen cobalt eyes narrowed in on her, then a slight smile touched his lips.
Kevy could see the slow recognition in his eyes. She even felt pretty proud that it took him a full couple of minutes to realize what had happened.
Then her gaze caught Andrey’s. 
His dark eyes glanced over at her and he showed no recognition. He then turned his head to look over at another man.
Kevy felt pure glee as this meant she had passed this test. She caught herself from clapping with joy.
But then…
Andrey fully turned around and stared at her. It was odd really, like a slow change in his expression as he studied her. Then it happened, he said, “Kevy?”
Her shoulders drooped just a bit as she walked over and stood in front of the men gathered there. Her eyes never left Andrey’s though as her body heated up instantly at the intense stare he was giving her. God, this room just got too hot all the sudden. She gave him a nod and then turned to Sergi.
“Well, my dear. It seems you have pulled it off.”
She shrugged. “I hope so.” She paused then asked, “Are will still on the same plan?”
“What plan?” Andrey boldly asked.
Sergi paused to glance at him and then at Viktor. “I will be calling off today’s meeting with the council, due to what just happened, but after we clear the room…” He looked over at Andrey. “I will answer this question in great detail.”
Andrey stared at him then at her.
Damn, she felt goosebumps suddenly. Under that hot gaze was a man that looked like he would not be denied anything. She felt a sudden respect. This hadn’t happened often, as most men she met, never earned that. She had thought she could handle seeing this man again and now, she wasn’t so sure. Men… she had been around them working beside them for years and none had made her breath hitch or her palms sweat but this man did. All the more reason to stay away from him, but what was she doing now?
Kevy walked over closer to where he stood. She couldn’t seem to help it. She suddenly felt like he was the magnet and she was the steel. She stopped in front of him. “So? What do you think?”

Andrey simply stared. He’d thought he’d received enough surprises today but perhaps not.
Here stood the woman he’d met last night, the woman who’d kept him awake. The woman he had decided to break a lifelong habit for, the habit of non-committal relationships to one he hoped would last a lifetime.
But she didn’t look like the same woman. Instead of the long raven hair, she was now a stark blonde. Instead of big emerald eyes, she had cornflower blue eyes. “What do I think?” he repeated her question. “Is there a costume party scheduled for after the festivities we just witnessed here?” His voice came out hard and rough. He hadn’t meant to sound so harsh but his mood had translated through.
Kevy studied him. “I mean for undercover, Mr. Balick.”
He shook his head and looked over at Sergi who was speaking to the council members. Then his gaze caught Viktor’s.
His boss showed nothing as was usual for him. He simply seemed to study this woman cop. Those cool blue eyes never missed a thing.
Andrey crossed his arms over his wide chest. “I have not been briefed, so I cannot five an opinion.”
Kevy shook her head. “Typical man answer.”
Andrey dropped his arms and stepped close to whisper, “You are going to find out soon that I am not the typical man. You asked what I thought. I will tell you. The woman I saw last night was the sexiest female I have ever met. You can cover her with dye, contacts…” He paused as he stared into her now blue eyes. “But that woman will always be there.” He then stepped back away from her.
Kevy’s mouth actually popped open. Shock crossed her features.
Now here again, in the middle of this hellish nightmare, Andrey cracked an actual smile. He couldn’t help it. He had rendered Miss Mouthy cop speechless if only for a moment. He swung his eyes over and caught Viktor’s penetrating gaze. Then he knew he had slipped up and that was no reason to smile. It meant that Viktor had already guessed that he had a thing for this Inspector.
Just then, Sergi called them to the front of the room.
They all headed for that area.
“Please have a seat.” Sergi motioned to the first row of chairs as he took a chair and pulled it out to the front.
 Yuri, Mikial, Viktor, Andrey, Ivan Matvey, and Grisha all sat down, as well as a now blonde Kevy.
Sergi sat down and placed his hand together. “You all just witnessed something shocking. But this also means, we are dealing with something unknown. But at the same time it has perhaps helped us or it will.” He looked at Viktor. “I have your man Adrik looking into facial recognition on this sketch as it seems Anosk is unable to tell us who he is.” He then nodded at Viktor to tell the rest.
Viktor looked around the chambers then his gaze halted on the blonde Kevy. “Inspector Gavirla has a theory on this killer.”
Andrey wasn’t surprised by this. She was always a step ahead or so, he had found in her history and she had been on this case for a year.
“There is a pattern she showed us. The killer has placed his victims over the map.” He motioned to Ivan.
Ivan handed him a laptop.
Viktor pointed at the dots on the screen. “She believes according to this pattern, the killer will strike here.” He pointed at the west area of the city.
Andrey and the rest leaned forward to look.
“Then she has another theory,” Sergi interjected.
Andrey knew she did. This woman would end up surprising them all he felt sure.
“Da,” Viktor went on, “The killer will strike in that area and he will do so starting at the beginning of the month.”
The men all listened.
“So she has proposed to be bait.”
Andrey sucked in a breath and looked over at Kevy.
She bit at her lip and gazed back at him.
Andrey clasped his hands together in his lap and covered any emotion this sudden announcement brought. If he hadn’t been so distracted by Valentin, he would have connected those dots sooner. But he hadn’t. 
Fuck… The woman he had just discovered and wanted for himself was going to lure in the most terrifying bloodthirsty killer in all of Russia’s history. 



Chapter Nine

 

 

Kevy looked away from Andrey. Ever since they announced that she would be luring the killer to her, he had a look in his eyes that she somehow couldn’t meet. Crap, what was wrong with her? She had never looked down or away from anyone.

“We’ll need another day to get our bearings and then we will begin our mission,” Viktor announced to the group. He was looking at Sergi but everyone could hear him.

“You have your men chosen for this, then?” Sergi asked.

“Da.” Viktor nodded. “We may have to take over a shopfront and a nearby warehouse but from what I understand, those places won’t be missed by anyone important.”

Sergi frowned. “Anyone I might know?”

Viktor glared at him. “I certainly hope not. They aren’t that curious to even know why we cleared them out. These people have been approached already and paid to leave for 3 days. We then had to have them sequestered so they couldn’t tell anyone we have taken over their businesses. My men will take their places there so we have a place to watch…” He looked over at Kevy. “Our decoy.”

Kevy peeked over at Andrey.

He looked incensed. Why would he be so angry though? Hadn’t he known when he saw the blonde hair and her blue contacts and the makeup? He must have guessed she was going in undercover then.

“What’s the name of the street?” Yuri asked.

“Balistar.” Viktor hesitated then asked, “Do you know of this area?”

Yuri nodded. “This is the exact area that we used to be if you will remember Sergi.”

Sergi nodded. “I have never forgotten it.”

Kevy was confused. “I thought you lived in America? Is this your area or something?”

Yuri stared at her as he answered without hesitation, “Nyet…Not at all.”

Mikial shrugged. “It hasn’t been for a long time, but it is odd that this is where… this all might end.”
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Andrey listened but did not take part in the ongoing discussion. He was still furious and out of sorts. He didn’t trust his own mouth at this moment.

Viktor glanced back over at Sergi. “This is not going to be bloodless on our part. You know what we can and will do to achieve our goal. We will try to bring him in for trial but we cannot promise that. I have to ask this one time and I will only ask one time, is this what you want?”

Sergi stared at the man for along moment then he swung his gaze to Mikial then to Andrey. He looked back at Viktor. “I believe this man needs to be stopped in any way you can stop him.” He now looked over at Kevy. “Young lady, you need understand something here, he will know you are hunting him. He may not realize it at first but eventually, he is going to know and it may be that he will just opt to kill you and take the consequences rather than be caught... Are you prepared for that?”

Kevy stared back at him and replied without hesitation, “I am. He needs to be stopped. I have spent an entire year hunting him, seeing his handiwork up close every damn month. This has to happen.”

Viktor looked over at her then back up at Sergi. He smiled but his smile held no joy. His eyes were cold and hard. “I love a good fight, don’t you? And if ever there was a man who needed killing he is that man.”

“Very well, I will leave you and your team to it.” Sergi stood. “I hope you are all okay with having Yuri and Mikial to be present when this operation goes down?” He stared at Viktor.

Viktor already knew this as he nodded.

Andrey had already figured this as well. Mikial had a right to be there if any of them did.

Sergi then spoke again, “Are there any questions?” He now swiveled his gaze to Andrey.

Andrey looked up. “I don’t like it.”

Mikal stood and glared at him. “You don’t like it?”

Andrey clasped his hands together. “He could slit her throat faster than we could move.”

Kevy stood and faced him. “As you already know, I am fast enough.”

Andrey was troubled by all this logic that he himself usually thrived on. All he did was nod. The very reason they were all here in these chambers in the first place was to stop this bastard. What could he say? That he wanted this woman for himself, so they could not use her to trap this killer? He wanted so badly to say just that, but he could not.

Sergi looked around. “Very well. I will leave it with your team. I am heading out to the hospital to see about Anosk. Good luck and God Bless.”

Andrey almost growled upon hearing his name. He hoped the man was in hell where he belonged.

They all stood.
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Kevy could feel Andrey’s eyes on her. It was an uneasy feeling. All of the sudden, he was angry with her. She had heard concern but at the same time, she was a little miffed too. He acted as though she couldn’t pull this off and no one could make her stand down on a case once she set her mind to solving it. This was the only way.

When they all went out, Kevy headed for the elevator. She noted all the men headed down the stairs. How odd. She wondered why they chose that instead of the w quick way. As she stopped at the elevator, an arm leaned over her and pushed the down button.

Kevy knew his scent already, it was a light cologne and something else that was all Andrey.

The door dinged and they both went in. 

Kevy wondered what he would say. Especially with all that had transpired this afternoon. He had been too quiet in that room.

The doors shut and Andrey pressed the button on the panel. He then turned to look straight at her. He hadn’t said a word.

Kevy stared at his face for a long moment. Sudden feeling rose in her. What if what he’d argued in there came true? What if tomorrow night, she was killed? What if? Her thoughts whirled about kismet, fate and all those beliefs. That this man was  perhaps, put into her path for more than just a case. In an instant, she decided that she didn’t want to go out without ever having passion. Fire. She knew this man, Andrey the Enforcr was the one that could move her. She leaned over to see him staring at her and brushed her lips on his. His lips were so soft and she felt a spark when she touched him.

She lifted her lips from his mouth and when she looked at his face again, she saw the heat in his eyes. She gasped at the look. She thought to break away from him but Andrey placed either hand on the side of her face and brought her closer to his lips. 

This time, he initiated the kiss and took her mouth. She gasped and he pushed his tongue inside. She groaned and he echoed the sound as he crushed her mouth with his own. Pure pleasure burst within her and when she closed her eyes, she saw bursts of color behind her eyelids. 

When the kiss broke, they were both panting for air. Kevy kept her eyes closed and she placed her forehead in the crock of his neck. Breathing deeply, she took in his scent and it gave her comfort as it surrounded her, bathing her in excitement. An excitement she’d never felt before really. Damn right, he could burn her up. And that had been just a kiss. “Lets’ go and have a drink,” she blurted out.

He blinked at her.

“I mean go out and down some shots. Talk to each other.”

“Talk?” he asked.

Nodding, she slid her finger along his cheek, feeling the day old scruff there. She wondered if it would burn her skin as he… She straightened up and stepped to his side. “If you would rather not. I get it.”

He chuckled but it sounded sarcastic somehow. “I don’t think you get it at all.”

She looked over at him.

“I warn you, Kevy. If you want a taste of what I can and want to give you…” He grasped her face with his hands and looked into her eyes. “I won’t stop with just a sample. I will want all of you.”

Kevy stared at him. “Damn…”

He smiled.

“You just lay it all out there.”

He nodded and let go of her “I do that I suppose.”

Kevy knew before that this was a man unlike any she’d met and this proved it for sure. He was leaving it up to her and he had been clear about what he intended. She respected this and she also found that she wanted more of him too.
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They went to a nearby pub. There was American music playing when they walked in. 

Andrey couldn’t believe he just up and said he would have drinks with her before a mission. But who was he to wonder what would happen next on this day? He did make it clear what he intended and she had still agreed.

They both downed shots and he got her to talk about why she wanted to be a cop. She told him things he could have never found on the internet. Her penchant for solving puzzles and reading detective books as a child had turned into being an FSS graduate.

Andrey did not want to talk about himself and Kevy seemed to know this. She should, as his childhood was far different and he assumed she knew this.

After their sixth shot, he realized that they were both inebriated. He wasn’t so bad off, as he was more than used to vodka shots.

However, she was tipsy to say the least. He got her up, tossed money on the table and they took a taxi to the mansion. He figured that perhaps this wasn’t the night. He would get her up to her room and make sure she got in the door and he would go to his own room. Andrey had never intended to get her drunk.

They got out, he paid the driver, and she sauntered up the steps.

He jogged to catch up.

Kevy suddenly turned toward him.

He slowed down and stood on the lower step to gaze up at this beautiful woman. Though he missed the jet black hair and those fiery emerald eyes, she would be a beauty no matter what her coloring was.

“I want to get rid of this alcohol, so I propose…” She moved to the door. “That we race to my room.” She then slipped in through the door and took off.

Andrey blinked. What? Race to…He shook his head, now more worried about her falling down those damn spiral stairs. He rushed in and looked up to see her already halfway up.

She made it the rest of the way, turned at the top and grinned at him.

He saw the challenge in her eyes and he took the stairs two at a time.

Seeing this, her eyes widened, as she seemed to realize he could win if she didn’t get moving. Then she disappeared down the hallway as he made it to the top step. He saw where she headed.

She stopped at her door, then curled her finger at him. She slipped inside.

Andrey shook his head. This was flirtatious, and adorable, but she was still feeling the vodka he thought as he now strolled toward her door. He wondered if he should even be doing this. He wanted her clear headed when they got together. For her to know it was just them, not anything else directing it.

He decided that he would tell her goodnight. He slipped inside and found the room darkened. 

The room was semi dark and somehow she was behind him as she shut the door.

Suddenly, her body was pressed up against his. Her bare body. He took in that sweet scent again. Dammit, he got hard. “Kevy?” He pulled back a little.

She didn’t seem to hear him as she moaned aloud and moved her hands down to his crotch. “Oh yes, just as I thought,” she cooed with need in her voice while rubbing her hand over his hard patch of jeans there, as her breathing picked up.

 He wanted to pull away from her, but he was pulling the scent of her hair in through his nose instead, and he could not seem to stop his hands from grasping her bare breasts.

“Yes!” she exclaimed.

He caressed her nipples with his palms, lowered his fingers to her clit, and massaged her there in slow circles. The overwhelming need to feel her skin seemed to direct his actions.

She tugged him to the bed and with a sigh, she lay back and opened her legs. “Please?” She was panting breathlessly.

Feeling some hesitation, he pulled his shirt off and looked down at her. “I believe you are drunk, Madame cop.”

Kevy shook her head and got up on the bed.

Andrey could see her now. God, the curves, those breasts, she was exactly as he’d imagined.

She stated, “I am sober enough. If you want, I can get off the bed and walk a straight line?”

Andrey couldn’t help it, he laughed. “Now that I would love to see.”

Smirking, Kevy reached over, unsnapped his pants and sunk her hand in to grab his hard cock. “Mmm,” she moaned.

Immediately, he stiffened as her soft fingers grasped him. She stroked him with rapid hard strokes. He had already gone hard, but this caused him to swell painfully.  

Letting go of him, she pulled his jeans down further.

Breathing heavily, all clear thinking flew away as he quickly, took his pants and boxer briefs the rest of the way off. She sat up onto her knees and latched her mouth onto his stiff throbbing cock. He threw his head back as she sucked on him. The woman just went after him. He liked it. He shouldn’t have been surprised by it though. This was the type of woman that would come after whatever she wanted.

Moaning loudly, she stroked him with her mouth, forward and back several times.

Andrey thought he would burst as the hot silky heat of her mouth caressed him. He wouldn’t last long with her doing this. He reached down and pulled her off. He lay her back on the bed and pulled her knees up. 

Without effort, he tilted her hips back and plunged high up into her. He couldn’t think straight really as he just wanted to be inside her.

She screamed with ecstasy.

Andrey smothered her scream and sucked on her tongue as he thrust into her fiercely and repeatedly. He pulled his mouth from hers as he framed her face with his hands and spoke to her lips, “This is where we burn.” He couldn’t stop now—he had no choice—he just kept plunging into her hot, wet core. He was full of lust and heat, and a wild throbbing ran through him as she moaned loudly. 

Her eyes widened, as her body stiffened with pleasure. “Oh—oh!” she gasped out as she came.

Lifting her up closer, he continued to pound into her, and after one, two, three thrusts, he climaxed inside of her.

She grabbed onto his shoulders and yanked him down to kiss him deeply.

Andrey looked into her eyes and saw the blue in them. He knew they were truly green and he counted on seeing this next time he was inside her. The blue wasn’t her. But the feeling she gave him was all her. He kissed her back while staring into her eyes. She stared back and he knew this was right. She’d never closed her eyes when he’d kissed her; she always looked directly into his. This woman was fierce, brave, smart and sexy hot. Feeling a shock of what all this might mean, Andrey broke the kiss. He indeed felt connected to her on a different level than just sex.

“Oh, wow, it was pure fire!” she exclaimed with a laugh.

With a start at this statement, while thinking of what Sergi had said, he joined in her laughter.

“More!” She moved him down closer. “We will do it and do it all, until we just can’t breathe anymore!” She latched onto his mouth and moved her hips up and down.

He was still inside of her and to his surprise he was still hard. He began to move slowly in her all over again, as he lowered his lips to her nipple and covered it with his mouth.

She moaned aloud with satisfaction.

Andrey rose up and away from her.

Kevy tried desperately to grasp onto him with her thighs.

Smirking at her attempts to control him, he swiftly turned her over, and she rose up on her knees. With another jolt of need, he pulled her to him and raised her legs up.

Panting again, she gasped with astonishment as he had maneuvered her so effortlessly.

Andrey growled and pushed into her.

“Ahh,” she moaned and shoved herself back to get more.

He pumped her again and again, feeling like he couldn’t get enough of her. His fingers dug into her hips as he pulled her up and back with the rhythm of his hips.

She drew in gulping breaths and her body heaved with it, as she kept up with him. 

Breathing heavily, he felt under her and stroked her clit.

“Unh, unh!” she cried out with a desperate tone. 

Grinding his hips in a circle, he forcefully swiveled her hips with the grinds.

“Oh!” she yelled again.

“More?” he teased.

“I can’t,” she gasped the words out.

Pulling her up, he sat her onto his lap. “Do it all, you said.” Helpless, she was still gasping. With a relentless movement, he shoved her down onto his still throbbing hard cock. 

“Unh,” she whispered with a shocked sound as her body tightened on him. 

“Does that feel good?” he whispered to her ear with a growl as he reached around and rubbed her clit.

“Yes, yes!” She was moving herself up and down on him, yet again.

He reached his other hand around and grasped her nipple with his fingers. 

“Oh, God, I’m going to—” She gasped for air. “Again!” She was coming as she sat on him. “We could die from this!”

He felt his cock swell as her flowing moisture nearly soaked his lap and he thrust up high and met her climax with his. “Then we will die, but I cannot think of a better way to go.” His body stiffened as he came.

She collapsed forward with a breathless gasping. “I-I never thought I could ever feel—like this! I just went for it. I pushed you to… ” She started to laugh. “I admit. I needed the vodka to be able to do this. It has been a long time for me. I needed the courage. I knew you had that beast inside… I knew it. I wanted to meet him.” 

“And it seems you knew exactly how to find him.” Andrey hugged her tightly and kissed her bare back. Then he laid down beside her and scooped her up. “I now need sleep. I hope you do as well.” Fatigue hit him suddenly and hard. He heard a slight sound and gazed down at her.

Kevy was emitting a sweet little snore, as she was asleep already.

Andrey smiled and kissed her head. Then he instantly fell to sleep.




Chapter Ten

 

Kevy awoke. Her head felt sort of foggy as she realized she didn’t recognize the ceiling she stared at. Next, she wondered at the warmth next to her. She blinked. Then it all came back. She groaned. Oh, wow. I practically yanked a man into my room and proceeded to rape him!

She felt strong arms around her now, virtual bands of steel. She took a chance and turned her head.

There were those dark eyes looking at her.

“Dobroye utro,” Andrey greeted in a deep voice.

Pausing, Kevy stared at this beautiful man in her bed. “Good morning,” she finally replied.

He smiled. “You don’t look so sure that it is a good morning?”

She sighed. “I have to apologize for my behavior last night.”

He stared at her, then he laughed… And he laughed hard.

Her eyes rounded. “What is so funny?”

He tried to speak but just couldn’t seem to. His laughter was unshakable apparently.

Kevy sat up and glared down at him.

His laughter slowed as he reached up and grabbed her, pulling her back down. “Last night was the best of my entire life.” He chuckled. “I do have to say I have never been woman handled before.” His eyes sparkled with humor.

Kevy bit at her lip. “And I would like to say… I mean it would be easy for me to say… That it was the vodka?”

He raised a brow at her.

“But,” she went on. “I would be lying.”

He again laughed and held her close as he turned to face her in bed. “It may have been the fuel, but woman, the rest was us.”

Kevy stared at him. “You think?”

“I know. Dammit, I hate to use a line, but where the fuck have you been all my life?”

Kevy was shocked at this attitude. Some men would have already been out of the room, clothes in hand to escape any entanglements. “I have been right here in Russia for most of it.”

He chuckled at her straight forward answer. “Well, I should have come home sooner I suppose.”

She smiled and then groaned as she rubbed her eyes. “I hate these contacts.”

He nodded. “Da, me too. I love those green eyes of yours.”

Kevy was feeling irritation in her eyes badly now. “I should have taken them out last night, now they feel like sandpaper rubbing against my corneas.”

He nodded and let go of her. “We do need to get up. We all have to meet…” His voice faded away.

Kevy could see this day and its contents really worried him. She grasped his cheeks in her palms, loving the feel of his unshaven face. “It will be okay.”

He closed his eyes as if he didn’t want her to see into them. “You cannot guarantee this, my love. You cannot.”

Kevy gasped. He called her my love?

Andrey opened his eyes and looked at her face to see the shock there. “Da, you are mine now, whether you want that or not. Whether I wanted it or not. It is so.”

She blinked her scratchy eyes at him. “After just one night?”

He nodded. “Da, after just one night. When this is all done…”

She tilted her head at the unfinished sentence.

“We shall take this up and figure out the how’s and the where’s. But just know it will be so.” He rose up and then pulled her up with him. “You will survive this damn bait business, if I have to take that fucker out with a bullet between his eyes.” He then kissed her soundly.

So soundly, that Kevy was unable to even feel the shock at his declarations. Her breathing picked up, her heart raced, as she tasted him and his tongue battled with hers. Damn, I would love to have this every day. It could surely replace coffee anytime.
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West side, Moscow…

Len walked through the crowded streets heading to the area where he needed to be and as always, he had very little trouble managing through the crowds. His appearance was enough to cause people to move out of his way. His long, dark blond hair framed a face with dark, hooded eyes. Combined with his thick beard and tats along his neck, he looked just crazy enough for people to move quickly out of his way. He moved through the crowds like he owned the very asphalt he walked on, confident they would make room, and he was right. 

People split as he walked down the middle of the walkway as if he owned the place. 

Couples released their holds on each other in order to get out of his way. Mothers pulled their children to one side. As he passed a particularly large group of people, Len smiled to himself when they moved hurriedly out of his way. It was almost dark and it would cover him mostly. He headed to the area where his next high would happen. Then he would be ready. He already knew what tomorrow night would bring. 

His body heated at the mere thought of creating another masterpiece again. The power he felt while being the magician. He would remember bits and pieces, enough so it kept him looking forward to the next killing. Yes, he’d been a killer for most of his life and he knew the feeling of the kill. When the life would leave their eyes—but not before he frightened them to near death. The feel of the warm blood on his skin as he lashed his blade and the power of controlling another human being’s life, the power of life and death….it all became an odyssey of pleasure for him.

The first kill he’d made years ago had been a woman that he’d had for himself, then he grew disgusted when she wouldn’t stop her ways. She said she had to make sure her son had what he needed. She chose whoring over Len. That was the beginning. He had cut her throat one night. He then had decided at the last minute to get out her makeup and do her up as the whore she had become.

After this, he couldn’t stop, he took women here and there from other towns and did the same to them. It was all his mother’s fault, they all looked like her and he hated her as he knew about all the affairs she had while married to his father. 

Then one day, his nephew found his knife and his kit as he had resided in his brother’s house at that time. It gave him a thrill to be doing what he was doing right under his brother’s nose. It was a secret that he reveled over, time and again. Then it wasn’t a secret anymore, after the teen found him out. 

Len had always been fond of the boy, and the kid looked just like him, not like his father. Funny, how family genes worked. The kid should have been his son by all rights. He took him under his wing and taught him all he knew. Len remembered thinking that life couldn’t get any better than that. It was uncanny really, the kid had such potential and was more like him than his father. 

Then one day, the young man that had been his partner, just disappeared. He went to see his brother in his office and didn’t get any answers. His brother said he sent him away to school as he had been causing trouble. 

Len had a feeling though by the look in his brother’s eyes that something had happened to the kid. He would have found a way to get in touch with Len. They were close and bonded by many things, especially the magic as he called it. So after a few months and no sign of the kid, he moved out of his brother’s house and stopped killing. It just did not have that same zing for him after his killing buddy was gone. 

Then the cravings started again. The yearning for spilt blood, the infliction of pain, and the ultimate kill. Death held in his own hands. He started to really kill in earnest whenever he spotted a victim no one would miss. Prostitutes were a dime a dozen and people tended to think they ran off with a john or some other wild thing. He had no idea how many victims he’d taken since he was twenty. Thirty maybe? He grew and evolved in his craft. Now, he had been dubbed the Magician. He was infamous and he outshined his dammed bigshot brother.
Len Valentin was now more powerful and more well known than his brother, Anosk would ever be. He was an artist, a magician, a fucking genius.
He still hadn’t spotted the woman he would transform yet, but he knew he would. Those females of the night were after all, a dime a dammed dozen. He had her rose all picked out.
Then the pattern would be finished by the dawning of the next month, His masterpiece would be done. He was only fifty years old and had accomplished far more than his brother could ever hope for. He’d already thought about what would be next. It would be heralded across the world, not just Russia. 

Balistar Heights…

Andrey was lying on his stomach on a bed in a hotel room with a sniper rifle while aiming out of a window. He used a dark curtain for camouflage. He was watching Kevy in Leopold Park that ran along the street through a scope. This would be her starting point. It was almost dark so there weren’t many people around now. 

They’d all had the entire day to cement the plan. Decide who took what point. Where Kevy would be. Where each of the team would be. It had helped that Yuri and Mikal knew the area well.

Ivan and Adrik had set up the tech part. Fitting them all with comms and mics. 

Only Kevy did not get a mic. She had argued that she shouldn’t even have an ear piece but the men all insisted. Good thing too, as Andrey would have insisted for this to happen on his own.

They had gotten into place two hours ago, far before sundown. They used the time to scope everything on Balistar street. They needed to make sure there was no one that had detected their presence.

Now, here Andrey was, staring at her through his sites and he seemed to be unraveling fast since he’d had nothing else to do but wait. It took all his training, all his focus to not fully detonate and call the whole sting off.

He mentally recited the oath that all enforcers learned early on.

Pust’ ne chuvstvuyutsya emotsii….Let no emotion be felt.

This had never been a rule that Andrey put any real stock into. But now, he knew the meaning. He knew why it had been put into place by Viktor. He was living this very challenge and at this very minute as darkness fell and the slum’s nightlife came alive along the street. Bringing with it a killer.

Viktor came over the comm interrupting Andrey’s inner turmoil. “See anything yet?’

He tapped his mic. “No.” His eyes never left her. He wanted so badly to see him. Yet, at the same time, he didn’t want to. They didn’t know for sure, if he killed on sight or later. The forensic evidence always showed that there was some drug in the victim’s blood, so he must use that first, then sometime later, wherever his lair was he… Andrey did not complete the thought. Then the killer would prop his masterpiece up in some public area. This was what Viktor and the entire team had already concluded.

If this were so, they would have time to… save her. He found there was a trickle of sweat that had just dropped down along his temple. That had never happened on an assignment. He never cracked. Instead, he’d always felt adrenaline.

This time would be different, he felt no adrenaline and for the first time in his entire life, Andrey felt something foreign. He raised his head for a second as it him hit and he suddenly, realized it was fear.

This shocked him to his core. There could only be one reason for fear to come into his being. He loved this woman and he feared for her. It hit him full force and his scope slipped a bit. He readjusted it and had her in his sites, again.

She wore a tight skirt, those long legs looking even longer in the heels she wore. He barely recognized this woman. She did indeed look the part. A lady of the night. Careless and unsuspecting. Her acting skills were most excellent. Just like everything about her. He swept away those thoughts. Right now, she was a cop, through and through. And he needed to be an enforcer now, through and through.

So Andrey let out a cleansing breath as he checked his scope and made adjustments for the wind which blew at the curtain slightly.

Suddenly, a man now came into view, he could see him under the street lamp. His gut tightened. He knew somehow that this was the killer. He just seemed to appear there. Like smoke. Fuck. Andrey controlled his emotions and attempted to stay focused. “I got him,” he announced over the comm. His voice did not betray his inner fear.

“Where?” Ivan’s voice came over.

“Under the street light…” His gaze swiveled over as the man was now suddenly behind Kevy. Andrey spoke over the comm, “Kevy, he is behind you.”

The man was suddenly on her and instead of using the defense that Andrey knew she could, he watched as the man grabbed her and shoved a needle into her neck. “Bylad!” he yelled and squeezed the trigger.

Rather than a bullet, his sniper rifle fired a soft-liquid-tracer which stuck to the man’s clothes with very little impact. As the liquid hit his long black trench coat, it bled into the material, leaving an undetectable RFID ‒ radio frequency identification device ‒ on his clothing. 

“Check and Mate. You are alive but now trackable, motherfucker,” Andrey stated with a growl. He blinked, as another bead of sweat fell into his eye. His breathing was shallow as he adjusted his sights. To see…

Nothing.

He called out on the comm, “Anyone have her, or him in sight?”

Silence came back.

Then Adrik spoke, “Man, I’m sorry, I had him then he… Bylad. The man disappeared with her through the other side of the park I think?”

“You think?” Andrey growled.

“Balick,” Viktor’s voice came on in warning. “You hit him with the tracker. We shall know where he is.”

“Da, Andrey. This is what we hoped would happen, remember?” Mikial’s voice came over.

Yes, he knew that. He knew the plan. He knew her role. Their role. He knew that this had to happen to stop this fucker. But all that reasoning and all that logic didn’t help to ease the tightness in his chest or the dead weight feeling in his heart. From now until they found her, there was a chance that this killer would—he could…Andrey growled and got up.

 Andrey covered up the rifle on the bed and rushed from the room to meet with Ivan who had the screen to watch the tracking. 

God dammit. She was gone. Just gone. 




 

Chapter Eleven

 

Kevy opened her eyes and then quickly closed them again. The lights above were blinding. She could smell metal, a lot of it. She squinted her eyes and tried again. There were two-inch thick steel bars about a foot from where she lay. She wasn’t sure what she was lying on but didn’t want to move until she was certain. Her back told her she wasn’t on a bed or maybe a cot. While trying to feel the shape of it with her body, she figured out it was a cot. She felt cold.

Rolling over onto her side, she glanced around to see where she was. 

In a cage. 

This reminded her of an undercover job she’d been on two years ago before she’d been partnered with Angus in homicide. She’d posed as a stripper, to catch a rapist of all things. Performing in a cage was sometimes part of the show, but this was something else. This cage had reinforced steel bars. This was not for show, it was for keeping something contained, and currently, it was her. Now, the memories of how she got here surfaced.

The park, the street and Andre’s voice, warning her of the man coming up behind her. Yes, she’d known he was there and yes, it had taken everything in her not to react. She could have taken him, but what if she’d fucked up and he got away? She wouldn’t be able to live with the consequences. But would she even live with any now?

Kevy had been okay with this complacent act as a prostitute that had no cares of her surroundings, until she felt a sharp needle pierce the skin of her neck. She was being drugged. She fought then, to take out her attacker. Kevy wanted to do as much damage to him as she could before whatever he gave her left her unable to fend for herself. She felt the effects of the drug flooding her body, immediately slowing her reflexes.

She didn’t get to decide what happened next. She heard Andrey swearing over her earpiece before it fell out of her ear as she struggled.

The magician had managed to kidnap her.

The rest of her memories became clearer as the drug started to wear off. She’d also been thinking about the meeting she attended earlier today. Andrey had again been silent almost the entire afternoon as thy all planned and worked on the plan. His silence did bother her, but she knew he did not want her to do this. 

But what could she do? Chicken out? Not fucking likely. She had risen to the top in the FSS and she was not about to go all kiska now. She smirked. Oh, the things she had done over the years to not to be a pussy. Well, yes, she had one but that didn’t mean a woman had to BE one. Was it worth it this time? To be as tough as the next cop, or rather the next enforcer? It must be the drug that had her snickering to herself while in a cage captured by the most notorious killer in the history of Russia. 

Kevy wondered now if they’d managed to track him. God, she hoped so. What the Enforcers would do to the man who had put her in this cage. She hoped they made it hurt too. But what she really wanted to tell them all about would be how she kicked this fucker’s ass once she got out of here. 

She intended to roll to her feet, but her body was slow to respond and she stumbled, nearly falling over. Her head was fuzzy, and her body felt sluggish, the leftover effect of the drugs. Bastard. She had to admit to herself that it was smart of him. If he hadn’t, she would have done some serious damage before he could drag here into a dammed cage. Up until he stuck her with the needle, she had believed she had it all under control. 

When the needle stick happened, she knew she was fighting for her life. Of course, this was what they all knew would happen. It was just different for her mind though, when it became real.

Had she realized it sooner, this killer would have been dead. She was rethinking it all now. Oh, yes. If she had just taken him down… Oh, now she was doing hindsight and that never did any good. Kevy shook her throbbing head. What was done was done she always told Angus when they had debates about different scenarios involving crimes, victims, and setting up sting operations. Kevy was not above hurting people if her survival depended on it. She’d lived through too many things to leave this life without fighting.

She felt angry, but it was hard to be pissed really. She was wearing a tight bustier, black. It pushed up her boobs like some wild contraption that should be used as a torture device on women and a tight little skirt covered with little pink tea cups. Her heels were gone, as the killer must have taken them.

With a weak sigh, she steadied herself and surveyed her surroundings. She’d better get a grip on her wild thoughts and focus for when this killer came in to do… She paused…What he always did.

In her mind, Kevy saw her face with the garish makeup, the blonde hair, fake blue eyes and ruby red lips in a death stare. Propped up at the Leningrad Philharmonic where the Russian symphony played while holding a red rose in her lifeless hand.

Gasping in shock, Kevy shook her head to get rid of the drug’s effect. God dammit, how it was fucking with her mind.

She squinted her eyes and peered around There wasn’t much in sight. There were bright lights focused on the cage and darkness beyond. The room looked big, but she couldn’t tell how big it was. She did notice small blinking red lights along the ceiling.

She was being watched.

There was nothing she could do about it. Her best bet was to get the lay of the land and then figure out how to get out of here.

Paying attention to what was in the cage with her, she gazed around. A rug was slung over part of the cement floor.

How thoughtful, she mused. 

A privacy screen was set up in one corner of the cage and seemed to be the only place a camera wasn’t watching. Walking behind the screen, she found a bucket, and a roll of toilet tissue. There was also a small pitcher of water, a washcloth, a bath towel and a bar of soap. She glanced at the solid wood dining chair next to the cot she’d been resting on. She went back to sit on the cot, so she could figure out her next move.

This surprised her to no end as far as the killer was concerned. So, he’d kept the women for days before? How had they, the FSS, her and Agnus missed this? Well, how would they have known? This had been the grey area that her and Angus had discussed many a time while in the car on stakeout. How long did the magician take to do what he did? Did he keep them for a time? Did he rape them? There had never been forensic signs enough to know all of this. Now, here she was… knowing. At least some of it. 

As soon as she sat down, the lights came on in the rest of the room.

Blinking to force her eyes to adjust quickly, she was finally able to see the rest of the room. It looked huge. The ceiling loomed much higher than she’d previously thought. The cage seemed to be in the center of the room. She saw only one door into the room, and it was about ten feet away. Then something flashed out of the corner of her eye. She turned to the right to see a panel open. It revealed a bank of windows high on the wall, perfectly positioned to observe her. 

The only door squeaked open and a muscular older man with an angry expression walked in. Long, scraggly dark hair and dark eyes that belonged on a Halloween mask. Oh yes, it was the face of the sketch she had seen, but older now. His face was twisted now with a scowl and she could finally see the wrinkles of time. But otherwise, he could easily go out trick or treating as a ghoul, no need for any makeup or special effects. 

A real live Dracula, wolf man, freak. She let out a giggle. 

The older man scowled at her snickering as he stopped a few feet from the cage. 

Kevy wanted to keep her eyes on the man to see what he would do next, but she already knew about predators like him. Show your fear and they eat you alive. 

As he studied her, Kevy studied him, well a study beyond his ghoulish appearance that is. She needed to size up the enemy learn a weakness, use it then take him down. First off, she noted that there wasn’t an ounce of softness about this man and he had the coldest eyes she’d ever seen in her life. 

“You’re probably wondering where you are,” the older man said.

Kevy said nothing. She’d learned a long time ago, that she could learn a lot more if she didn’t talk.

“You’re a prisoner of the magician. I am your keeper. You won’t leave here alive, but you’ll live as long as you prove useful to me.” He shrugged.

“I don’t understand,” Kevy finally replied playing dumb and clueless.

“Of course, you do,” he retorted reaching into one of the pockets on his right pant leg and tossing pictures on the floor. 

She could see it was pictures of her and Andrey kissing. Surprise did flood her befuddled brain. He had been stalking her yesterday? How could such a coincidence happen? It was in the bar, where they went to have shots. Then she pushed this away to stay in character. “It’s not a crime to kiss,” she said.

“It’s what happened afterward,” he countered.

“Were you there?” she asked. “Do you know what happened afterward? Was I being taped without my permission? If so, I need to see my lawyer. Yes, I’m an exotic dancer, but it’s not okay for my partners to record our moments of intimacy. At least, not without my permission.” 

“Shut up!” he yelled, “I know what you are, you shlyukha!” he spat the last word.

“I do like sex, but there’s no need for name calling,” Kevy quipped staying in character while turning away from him as if bored with the conversation. Show no fear, he will advance the game to slitting your throat Kevy.

“You know, I can’t sleep at night knowing you all are out there feeding on innocent men. I don’t like it. God made man to be the apex predator. The lord, and master over all other creatures on the planet, that includes sinners. That’s the way it should be. I know that was why I was created to make sure it stays that way. In all things, it should be men, righteous men first. All other beings on the planet, including women will bow to us.”

What a load of crap. A crazy load. In all their discussions, her and Angus never guessed the righteous man part. It had to be part of his monologue. His scare technique. Well, he obviously did hate women, but the righteous god part? They had never guessed. Kevy kept her expression blank.

“I’m not an unreasonable man. Every creature on earth has survival instincts, those that don’t have the instinct, die. I’m sure you’re the same. I’ll keep you alive and fed for as long as you’re useful. It could be days, or years, it’s up to you.”

Kevy perched on the edge of the chair and said nothing. It would be only hours, this she knew. Maybe she had another day, but that was all. It was his pattern. The first of every month, another masterpiece would appear. This time, he intended for her to be that work of art. She couldn’t help it, she visibly shivered.




Chapter Twelve

 

The freak stared hard at her, and Kerry continued to look back at him with blank eyes. There was something different about the way he smelled. Oh yes, she could sense it from way over here. He stunk like a sewer or something did. Were they underground that far? It spooked her. She rolled her eyes. Duh, Kevy everything about this should spook the hell out of you. She just intended to buy time until they got here. That was all she had to do. 

“So, what is your answer?”

Silence.

Kevy released the breath she wasn’t aware she’d been holding. Useful he keeps saying. For what? Then it hit her. He cajoled the women into having sex with him. Finally, he killed them at some point. Use the whores, then lash out killing them, then humiliate them further by displaying them dead afterward. It was sick and the FSS never knew this was what had happened to all of his victims before he slit their throats. The cage, the game, his methods. This whole thing was a game to him…only a game of cat and mouse. He was the cat, the woman the mouse of course. After listening to this freak and seeing his impassioned expressions, she knew this was part of his operandi, a part the team didn’t know… that Agnus didn’t know. 

It was genius, a sick twisted genius. No wonder he’d never been caught. His IQ was probably off the charts, though he used it for this horrific hobby, he was still a highly intelligent predator. Now she believed more than ever that if she didn’t get it together quick to stall or play along, she would die sooner rather than later.

She relaxed her body while her mind was awhirl with everything he’d said. Everything she just learned that they never knew. She began to look around the room and give some serious thought as to how she would get out of here. Because this perhaps wasn’t a game, she would ever win. None of the women had before her. It was all set up for her to lose. And lose BIG time. Of course, it was and this let in more fears about just what this magician really had up his sleeve.

 But she didn’t have long to wonder about it.

The freak went over to the darker part of the room and got something. Then he came back. “I’m going to give you one more chance to make yourself useful, and make your life easier. We can do this the hard way or the easy way, your choice.”

Kevy kept quiet. What choice? Did he want her to strip? Beg? Well, neither would happen, as she wasn’t going to play. She had to believe that if she held herself together, his plan would be delayed and if he got angry enough, he may unlock the cage and come in to get her. Then, she would kill him. Once and for all, and he would be dead at the hand of a supposed lower creature, a female. Not a whore, but a cop.

“So, take off your clothes and let me see what I will be having. Your cooperation is the key to your longevity.” 

Silence.

“Fuck you,” she finally muttered. Why hadn’t he stripped her while she’d been out? Then logical thinking answered this. The game, he had to play the game. She had to give in. She had to beg and plead and do anything he wanted so she could live. Well, fuck him and fuck his freakish sick game. She would not play. Not his way at least. Kevy couldn’t help herself, the corner of her mouth tilted in a smirk. She opened her mouth to get rid of it, but it was too late, the magician had already seen it.

He raised a hand, and in it was a remote. He gave her the coldest, most frightening horror movie like grin… then he tapped it.

 From above her, Kevy heard a hissing sound. Oh god, he would gas her…then he would… She looked up to where the sound was coming from and she could smell it was water. Oh, thank god. It was just water… then she felt it, very icy water and dirty. The sewer smell was heavy in it too.

Kevy held her breath and clenched her hands together. Oh, no! Do not scream, do not react. Your life depends on it!

The fiend laughed.

It was a sound that she knew would haunt her in her nightmares if she lived through this. Like some cackling evil laugh that scraped on the very nerve endings of your ears and then it traced all the way along your skin to your very spine. Kevy swallowed the bile in her throat. Spine tingling, the phrase they used for horror films. It now came to her loud and clear as a feeling she’d never truly experienced…until now. 

His odd scratchy laughter then suddenly stopped as his dark orbs gleamed at her. “So now, you should not keep those clothes on you see?”

Kevy stared straight ahead and said nothing. But inside her mind, she pictured herself killing this man. Ending him. It would get her through this. She was shivering as dirty water dripped along her entire body and face. It was all she could do to not get up and rush the bars. Tell him everything. Tell him that the Bratva was coming to end his useless worthless life. But that wouldn’t do her any good as he could just shoot her and end it. He wouldn’t need a knife. 

Survive Kevy. Just survive and Andrey will be here.

She continued to sit there while rivulets of water ran off her hair and single drops fell from the end of her nose. She trembled from the shock of the temperature change. She was acutely aware she was sitting in a puddle.

“Do you have anything to say?” he asked.

Kevy let the smirk she was holding in, show on her face. No fear, no disgust, just the smirk.

“Fine, the hard way it is,” he stated in a cold tone. He turned around and left the room.

Kevy was no stranger to wet t-shirt contests as that had been part of the stripper-rape case. She told herself that she would eventually dry off. She stood up from the cot to get the ice off her lap. Squeezing out the wet bedding, she then dumped the water off the cot. It was the only place she would be able to sit that hadn’t absorbed water. 

No, she didn’t feel uncomfortable in her wet clothes. Of course, she didn’t and they reeked too. She swallowed some foul spit in her mouth as she fought not to puke. She went behind the screen, took off her clothes and draped them over the screen to dry out. Yes, he got his way, but the stupid ass, left her a towel? Her brow furrowed. Why would he leave that? It disconcerted her thinking. One of those damn puzzle pieces that drove her mad. 

 She walked out from behind the screen, dressed only in the bath towel. It was the only dry thing big enough for her to wear. She sat in the chair, bringing her knees up and wrapping her arms around them to consolidate her body heat. 

As Kevy was still trying to figure out a way to get out of the cage, the air conditioning came on. 

Oh, now she knew. The towel would do her little good.

The puzzle piece then clicked into place in her mind as her shivering started in now. Hypothermia? She would die of this? Not by throat slit, bullet hole, but Hypothermia? She had to hope this couldn’t be as he killed the women with his blade.

Now another horrid thought crept in. Hypothermia brought sleep just before you died.

Kevy wanted to laugh and cry at the same time as she shivered with the cold air creeping in. He was a genius…God dammit, he was.
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Andrey was nearly insane as they watched the little green dot track on the screen. He had all his weapons, his gear and he was so ready. His pulse was out of control and it took everything he had to suppress the scream in his head. He looked over at Viktor.

Viktor was looking back. He nodded. “Take Grisha and Adrik, keep your cell phone handy as we will lead you.”

That was all he needed to hear. He was out of the building and into an SUV in sixty seconds flat.

Adrik and Grisha could barely get in as he was already pulling away. 

He set his cell onto the console and hooked it up to the Bluetooth. Tapping it, Viktor answered.

“The dot…” Viktor paused.

“What about it?” Andrey asked as he headed south where he knew the tracking was, last he saw.

“It disappeared,” Viktor stated.

Andrey held his breath then asked, “What?”

Ivan’s voice came on, “We don’t know what happened, but here are the last coordinates. 10 points longitude, 20 latitude, south, then north.”

Andrey then tapped that into the console and allowed the GPS to retrieve it and give instructions.

The ride was tense and silent. Andrey knew his friends were watching him. He fully realized, he had been on edge all day. He hadn’t said two words to any of them. They had all served together for all this time and they knew him better than brothers would.

Adrik looked perplexed. 

Grisha looked curious.

“I love her okay?” he finally spoke.

They said not a thing.

He answered it and they simply nodded.

Finally, they got to an industrial area, out of the slums but close still.

They all got out.

“We approach this warehouse first,” Adrik suggested.

“We are out of fucking time,” Andrey seethed. “We split up.”

His two team members shrugged then nodded. 

“Okay,” Grisha replied. 

“But we stay hooked up,” Adrik added as he handed them comms.

Andrey shoved it into his ear and then tapped the mic as he walked toward the warehouse. “Testing.” 

“Da,” came Adrik’s response.

“We are on,” Grisha came on after.

“You hail as soon as you find him,” Andrey said. “Or her.” His chest tightened. They needed to find her alive. He also needed to kill this bastard and he didn’t care how.

 

 

 

 




Chapter Thirteen

 

Suddenly, Kevy bolted upright. She had been dozing off. It was so cold and staying awake was so hard. When would Andrey come? Or would he? She looked around again. This cage was pretty far underground. So did the tracker even work down here… Her spirits plummeted. It was highly possible that they weren’t coming at all.

This meant she had to do this, somehow.

She took a deep breath, highly aware that she was being watched by the killer.

She had a plan and it was the only plan… she would fake falling asleep. Wait for him to come into the cage and then get him.

Could she do it though? Her teeth were chattering now and her skin looked pink. Sometime soon, it would turn blue, then she would be near death. She closed her eyes and pictured Andrey. Her mind burst with the memory of Andrey’s sexy body. Maybe if she could envision it enough her body would heat up? She intended to trace over every bit of last night. Every lick, every thrust, and every sexy groan he’d made. She would use the best moments of her life… to save her life.

It came alive in her mind as she stilled and even her teeth chattering faded. She mentally licked his skin now in a fantasy, not a memory, and this kept her busy for at least ten more minutes, but her body was giving in. It had its own clock its own dealings and the mind would not override that after a time. 

And…her time was almost up.

Funny, how the cold could do this. Lull you into sleep. She kept her expression blank so she would look entirely asleep, all while she fought real sleep. 

The room was utterly silent.

Now she was going over the FSS manual of warfare, hand to hand against a felon. Not boring but one of her favorites and it would be what she would use when and if he came into the cage to get her. 

Then she heard it.

The door to the room creaked open.

The drowsiness had almost taken over but the door creak saved her. Kevy lay perfectly still, entirely frozen but awake. She could not feel her toes and wondered if she did survive, would she have any left. She could hear his steps coming. Closer and closer.

She fought sleep… it was coming for her—death was coming for her. Its cold talons reaching out, stretching toward her. Her mind went blank. Dammit, she was going under.

Then she heard metal clanging.

Her senses jolted her back.

Now she could hear him breathing. The ugly huffing sound of it came closer and closer.

A hand grabbed her arm, though she wasn’t sure of this, as she was entirely numb.

Then she was sure as his wretched breath puffed over her face and she smelled it. Sweeping her stiff limbs, she grabbed the hand and tried to maneuver herself to flip him off the cot.

He yelled and the sound of his voice rose to a shriek. 

Kevy had him in a hold as she used her body weight in a wrestling submission move to break his arm. Finally, as her breathing was ragged and she was almost warmed up in fact—she heard a crack.

“Ahh… you biatch!” he screamed in pain.

Fury suddenly overwhelmed her as she thought of all those poor women he had terrorized and tortured then killed. Rage like she had never known added fuel to her strength. She rose up and used her weight to snap his arm and body against the cage bars.

Screaming in pain, he fought but she knew counters to every move he might make as she wrapped her body up around his.

Then she felt the nick of the knife he must still have had in his hand. It cut her at the waist though her body was so numb now that she barely felt it.

His fury now grew as he forgot his surprise, his pain, his broken arm and he shouted, as he broke loose while kicking at her. He stumbled back, the knife still in his good hand while he was nearly frothing at the mouth.

Kevy didn’t care anymore either, she felt no fear, just rage and a yearning to survive. She swiftly picked up the towel that had slipped from her body and wrapped it around her arm to protect it. Her fingers were numb but she managed to do it.

He was gasping as spittle came from his bloody lip and his arm hung at a grotesque angle. “I will kill you now, whore.”

Nude, cold and ready to fight, Kevy raised her towel covered arm. “Come on fucker!”

He hesitated as he stared at her and sudden realization came into his cold, dark eyes. “You are not a…” He swallowed heavily and raised his knife.

“You fucking better believe I’m not. FSS Inspector Kevy Gavirla, the female that is gonna end you!”

Realizing all his plans had been ruined by this female cop, he yelled out mindlessly and ran toward her.

A shot rang out just as she raised her arm and was ready to defend.

The freakish killer froze as a hole appeared in his head and blood dripped down his nose. He fell forward and landed on the knife as it made a ripping flesh sound when he hit the cold cement.

With her nude body shaking and her arm slowly lowering, she stared down in surprise at the dead ghoul at her feet. “Andrey?” she called out, just before she fell forward as her knees gave out and everything went black.
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Two days later…

Kevy had only needed a day in the hospital, she had suffered from hypothermia and dehydration. She took six stitches to her side but she had been bitching to get out after she’d slept for ten hours straight. Andrey had been there with her the entire time.

He had gotten called away though and he told her he would be back. The Council had called a final meeting to conclude the matter of the Magician killer.

Sergi had already informed them that before Anosk died, he told them that the killer was his brother. One he hadn’t seen or heard of for at least five years.

It all came out, how he had believed that Len his brother had taught Vacilli how to kill. The pain and misery of this truth seemed to make the old man give up and he died in the hospital despite the best treatment the world could provide to such a high member of the Bratva.

Andrey didn’t know how to feel about it. He settled it in his mind as just the way it unfolded and he tried to forgive, at least in his heart.

Now, he was baffled though and it wasn’t about the case. It was Kevy. She had seemed to pull away from him at the hospital. At first, he’d thought it was just shock and trauma then the meds. But his gut told him, it wasn’t.

She simply pleaded that she needed rest and she would be right as rain later.

He needed to talk to her but he decided to give her a couple of days.

Now it had been two days, and he had hunted high and low for her. He went to her flat to find that it was dark and empty. He even went to see Angus her partner. The man knew nothing. He called everyone she knew. Her bosses, everyone.

No sign of her.

So, he had to resort to having Adrik track her down using Bratva resources. Next, he got a text and what it said filled him with confusion.

 

Andrey,

I know you have been looking for me. I want you to know, I care deeply for you, but what we had cannot become more.

I wish for you to have a great life and I will never forget you.

Kevy

 

Disbelief flooded his mind. She had blown him off? He thought when he read it that maybe he should just leave and go back to America. Yes, he was pissed at first. 

He then went out with Adrik, Ivan and Grisha and got immensely drunk the following night.

Then the next day, while hungover and lying in bed, he put more thought into it. More logic to the puzzle that was Kevy. This woman had felt more for him than just sex, he knew this deep down. 

After Adrik gave him the hotel address where she had checked in, under an assumed name. Andrey was determined to face her and have this out.

She was his dammit. And he knew his heart belonged to her. If he could just talk to her, show her. And so he would. Talk was cheap though. He smiled as he got off the elevator and headed to her room.

He pulled out a device that he’d used many times while on missions. A card skipper. Slipping it in, he saw the green light as the door opened just a crack.




 

Chapter Fourteen

 

With boredom and disdain, Kevy surveyed the over-sized bed and realized the room she’d paid for might just drive her insane. There was nothing to do, but think and she’d had enough of that already.

She just had to wait it out until she knew the enforcers had left the country. She was so torn up inside. God, how she already missed his face, his voice, his scent. But they couldn’t have a future. Not a realistic one. She had never thought to have a steady man, a boyfriend even. It just never fit in with her life. 

What am I doing here? Why did I run? She walked over to the mirror to take a look at the cowardly woman standing there gazing back at her. Yes, a coward. She could face madmen, beat anyone. But she had run from a man. It was true and she needed to face this. “I’ve never run from anything or anyone.” She raised her head as the door opened and light dipped into the room.

“You’re afraid,” he spoke from behind her.

She spun around. “Andrey! How did you find me?” His sudden appearance baffled her.

“Really, Miss Cop. I am an Enforcer. We have better intel than anyone in the world.” He narrowed his gaze at her. “Talk.” 

 “I just felt overwhelmed, so many things have happened at the same time.”

“So, you run?”

“I have never been in…”

“Been in what, Kevy?” A smile tugged at his lips. “In a fight. In trouble. In a hotel room?”

She refused to play and remained mute.

He grasped her arms and he waited, perhaps to see if she would out maneuver him again. “Are you going to tell me?” He spun her around and pushed her skirt down.

“Andrey?” Goose bumps rose on her arms while he lowered the straps of her top, his fingers smoothing over her skin.

Kevy willed herself to remain impassive. This man cannot be allowed to see that I need him, that I love him beyond all reason. I cannot be weak. I cannot give in.

He let her top and skirt drop to the floor then gathered her lace underwear in his fingers, towing her closer while lowering his face to her neck.

Her throat closed when she felt his hot mouth on her skin. Oh, ignoring this will be tough. Kevy raised her eyes to the ceiling.

He turned her to face the mirror as he unsnapped her bra. Then reached around her and stroked her nipples with his warm fingers. 

Despite her resolution to remain unaffected, she trembled at the image of his hands in the mirror, passing over her rosy, erect nipples. Why don’t I stop him? I can. He could be on the floor on his back, looking up at me.

Andrey’s expression remained intense as he continued to play with them, squeezing and circling the hardening tips of her breasts with his fingers. 

Kevy watched and grew wet at the intense expression his reflection wore. I see why. I want this. I want him. I don’t want him to stop. 

The nipple play halted and she stood frozen, attempting to shove the disappointment away.

After a long moment, his sleek, bare muscled body rubbed against her back. “You are mine.”

Dammit, he was right. I am his. She shivered from his hot breath grazing her ear. Kevy held her breath as his hands smoothed over her stomach and trailed down her skin in a slow, sensuous journey, which ended with his fingers rubbing her clit. With unavoidable fascination, she continued to watch his physical seduction in the mirror.

“You’re so wet.” Andrey slipped a finger into her.

She could feel her own moisture sliding around his finger while she gazed at their reflections in the mirror. 

“Tell me why you’re so wet,” he urged, his other hand passing teasingly over her sensitive nipple.

“Tell you?” She knew what he meant, but she was too scared to declare her love for this powerful man.

“Talk to me.”

“I can’t.”

 Caressing her nipple, he increased his finger thrusts. “Just tell me.” He lowered his hot mouth to her neck again.

 Oh, God! Kevy’s body shook helplessly. “I want...” She became breathless as he kept up the rhythmic actions and moisture trickled to her inner thighs while she panted.

“Tell me.” He continued his seductive prompting.

 “I do want you, Andrey!”

Abruptly, he spun her around. 

She stared into his intense eyes and drew in a surprised breath. 

“Tell me, why you want me. Why did you run away from something that you want?” His eyes glinted angrily at her.

Kevy had never bared her soul to a man, or to anyone. Pride prevented her; her way of life prevented her. She remained mute, she just couldn’t trust herself.

Andrey glared at her while propelling her back to the wall. He tugged her closer to his hips. Smothering her breathless pants, he kissed her hard.

Kevy gloried in the bruising of her lips. God, he could kiss.

He tilted her hips and shoved into her.

“Ahh...” she moaned.

He pumped her hard and fast, her body slammed to the wall by his deep, powerful thrusts. “Oh, oh...” she panted while he grasped her hips harder and tilted her higher.

“I will fuck the truth from you then,” he growled in a furious tone.

She became so wet, she could even hear the smacking sound of him pulling in and out of her.

 Grinding his cock into her, Andrey held her tightly to him, as though he held her pinned to the wall to prevent her escape from him, her escape from the truth.

The power that this man possessed overwhelmed her senses while the sensation of his hard, unrelenting shoves, made her feel plundered with a delicious satisfied capitulation. She wanted to open herself even more to him as she breathlessly held onto his shoulders.

Halting his grinds, he set her away from him, pulling out of her. “Do you see what we have?”

She throbbed all over from the powerful pounding, and her ability to respond was lost to her. She gulped with a weak nod of her head.

At her inadequate response to his question, he looked even more enraged as he carried her on his hips to the bed, tossing her down on it. Her breath rushed out, and before she could draw another, he hovered above her, tugging her body to the edge and bending her knees.

Adrenaline coursed through her, and her heart pounded in her chest like a jackhammer. She never knew that Andrey could be so forceful. Well, yes, she did but not like this. He tilted her knees further back and braced his feet to the floor. At his silent pause, Kevy gazed into his eyes and a strong wave of emotion jolted through her. This irate Andrey appeared even sexier with his aggressive determination.

I want this man so badly. He just turns me on and turns me inside out. 

Andrey slowly spread her thighs and pressed them back. Her body arched with the motion, making her wide open with his precise positioning. He held her there, suspended in a vulnerable, sensuous position. His determined expression matched the heat in his eyes. He gazed at her flushed face and plunged himself into her, his hard, throbbing cock penetrating to a depth she’d never received before as he kept her hips tilted, opening her to his uncompromising thrusts.

“Unh,” Kevy breathed out with a stunned moan as the penetration reached inside of her deeply and she quivered with an unexpected wave of delicious bliss. “Ahh!” Tremors rippled in her legs. The orgasm feverishly stretched across her trembling body and took her breath from her.

“Is this what you want?” he purred at her and continued the pounding.

Kevy couldn’t even answer—the rapturous climaxc stunned her to complete breathlessness as his hot cum flooded her with an intense warmth. Finally, she took a gulp of air and answered him, “Yes, Andrey!” Magnificent, frenzied spasms ran through the length of her impassioned body. “Yes!”

An exhilaration coursed through her and to her innermost feelings for this man overwhelmed her previous fears. “Andrey?”

“Yes, Kevy?”

“I do love you.”

Andrey clenched her bare ass cheeks and squeezed them forcefully to pull her close to his body while the two of them experienced a combined orgasm. “And I love you.”

They were both breathless for a few minutes as silence filled the room.

Then Andrey pulled her to him. “Okay, now we talk.” He grinned.

She stared up at him. “Oh, I don’t know…” She bit at her lip.

His smile slipped.

She laughed. “I am just teasing you. You convinced me already. But I had thought to hold out, so that you might… do it all over again?”

He stared down at her then he laughed. “Bylad, you are some kind of woman, Inspector Keviana Gavirla.”

She smirked. “Da, I am and you’d better never forget it.”

He smirked back and leaned down to kiss her deeply as they lay together on the oversized bed in a strange hotel in Russia, but they both knew that anywhere in the world where they were together, would be home.




 

[image: ]

About K. J. Dahlen

Author of the bestselling, award winning Bratva Brothers and Satan Spawn, Sin’s Bastards MC Series…

I live in a small town (population 495) in Wisconsin. From my deck, I can see the Mississippi River on one side and the bluffs, where eagles live and nest on the other side. I live with my husband Dave and dog Buddy. My two children are grown and I have two grandchildren. I love to watch people and that has helped me with my writing. I often use people I watch as characters in my books and I always try to give my characters some of my own values and habits. 

I love to create characters and put them in a troubling situation then sit back and let them do all the work. My characters surprise even me at times. At some point in the book, they take on a life of their own and the twists and turns they create becomes the story. Of all the stories, I could write I found I like mystery/thrillers the best. I like to keep my readers guessing until the very end of the book




SERIES READING ORDER

[image: ]

SERIES READING ORDER

UPDATED NOVEMBER 2019

 

SATAN’S SPAWN MC

PREQUEL: GHOST FROM THE PAST

BOOK 1: SPAWN AND SPITFIRE

BOOK 2: REVENGE AND RETRIBUTION

BOOK 3: BABIES AND BASTARDS

 

SIN’S BASTARDS MC

BOOK 1: SILK AND BONES

BOOK 2: KARMA’S BITE

BOOK 3: NO REGRETS

BOOK 4: HELL’S FURY

BOOK 5: LIES AND LIARS

BOOK 6: STONE COLD

Prequel for BANE…

 

HELL’S FIRE RIDERS MC BOX SET 7/5/18

Birth Of Hell’s Prequel

BOOK 1: PAPPY’S SHADOW

Book 2: BETRAYED

BOOK 3: TRIGGER THE STORM

BOOK 4: COLD VENGEANCE

BOOK 5: HER FATHER’S SIN

BOOK 6: 42 DAYS

 

BRATVA BLOOD BROTHERS

Prequel- Blood Beginnings

Book 1: Yuri

Book 2: Mikial

Book 3: Barshan

Book 4: Sazon

Book 5: Roman

Book 6: Brothers United

Sept. 4 /18 .. Book 7. Iosif

Jan. 15 /19 .. Book 8 Kosta

Feb. 3 /19 .. Book 9 Nikoli

Mar. 16 /19 .. Book 10 Nicky

April 27 /19 .. Book 11 Sergi

June 22 /19 .. Book 12 Misha

Sept. 21/19 Book 13 Timor

Book 14 Felix

Book 15 Kirill … Leads into a new Series

“Shadow Demons"

 

SIN’S BASTARDS MC NEXT GENERATION

Book 1 : RAINE

Book 2 : CHANCE

Sept. /7 Book 3 : GAMBLER

Sept. /25 Book 4 : BOWIE

Dec. /20 Book 5 : JUDGE

March /19 ..Book 6 : BYRON

July 31/19 .. Book 7 : HOUND

September 25th .Book 8 .. : DANTE

.Book 9 .. : Iceman

.Book 10 .. : The KIDS

August 31st Special Edition: ZIPPER

October 5th Calderone Special Edition

 

WHISKEY BEND MC SERIES

July 27/18 Book 1: Lucifer’s Woman - Lucifer

Sept 26/18 .. Book 2: Demon’s Stand – Demon ..

Oct. 20/18 Book 3: At All Costs – Aries

Dec. 4/18 . Book 4 : Out of the Shadows- Hades

May 28 /19 . Book 5 : Jinx

July 20 / 19 . Book 6 : Shadow

Book 7 Cooper

Book 8 Bender

 

LOST SONS MC SERIES

Jan 21/19 Book 1.. Creed’s Return

Mar 30/19 Book 2 .. Jack

Aug 24 Book 3 .. Tate

November 9th Book 4 Harry

Book 5 Silas

Book 6 Daniel

Book 7 Cobra

Book 8 Renegade

Book 9 Thor

 

BRATVA ENFORCERS- THE NOMADS

March 18/19 .. Book 1. ..Viktor

May 22 /19 Book 2. .. Ivan

Aug. 14 /19 Book 3. .. Adrik

Oct. 30th /19 Book 4. .. Andrey

Book 5. .. Grisha

Book 6. .. Matvey

 

WAR LORDS MC.

May 12 /19 .. BOOK 1.. ACE -- TRUMAN 

July 13 /19 .. BOOK 2.. KING -- TREMAINE

November 23rd BOOK 3.. JACK

BOOK 4.. DEUCE

BOOK 5.. JOKER

 

PRINCES OF HELL MC

Feb. 23 /19 . Book 1. Talon

April 20 /19 . Book 2. Rogue

June 12 /19 Book 3. Falcon

 

THE DEVIL’S ADVOCATES MC

June 29/19 .. Book 1. -- JACKAL

Aug 10/19 -- Book 2. -- BEAST

Book 3. -- WOLF

Book 4. --

Book 5. --

 

RIVERS FOUNDATION SERIES / A MURDER IN HER PAST

Feb. 7 Book 1. Cartouche BRIAR

June 5 Book 2. Cards of Sin CADE ..

Book 3 AARON

Book 4 ELLIOT

Book 5 QUINN

 

DEVIL’S TRIFECTA MC

Gage .. Book 1 .. March 27,2019-

Joker .. Book 2 .. May 1, 2019 -

Sledge. Book 3 .. July 3, 2019 -

 

SHADOW WARRIORS MC. SERIES

July 3/19 Slade Book 1. Shadow Of The Phoenix

 

HELL’S BLOODHOUND MC SERIES

Aug. 21 /19 BOOK 1. BARRON .. RED

BOOK 2. ..

BOOK 3.

BOOK 4. .

. BOOK 5

 

VENGEANCE IS MINE- PAYBACK SERIES

BANE Oct 20/18

Sept.7 /19 .. Book 1 GHOSTER

Book 2

Book 3

Book 4

Book 5

Book 6

 

SAN FRANCISCO STEEL MC

Sept. 18/19 … Book 1 SLAMMER 

Sept. 28/19 Book 2 Shotgun

Oct. 16th/19 Book 3 Grinder

Oct. 19/19 Book 4 Mammoth

October 26th Book 5 Booker

November 13th Book 6 Spider

 

STANDALONE SINGLES

Healing Charlie ..Released

Chasing Eve Released

Ripples in Time

Blood Debt

Saving Sebastian Released

Never forget me- Released

A Life for Luke . Released

Behind The Mask

Dandelion Wishes

Ride Free

SINCE DEC.. 2018 .

K J has released these new books in this order

So this actually consist as "the updated " Reading Order :)
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April 27 .. Sergi Book 11 .. Blood Brothers

May 1 Joker Book 2 .. Devil’s Trifecta Series

May 11 Truman Book 1.. War Lords MC. Series

May 11 .WILEY Special Edition Satan Spawn/Sins Bastards MC.

May 22 .. Ivan Book 2 .. Nomads Series

May 29 Jinx Book 5 .. Whiskey Bend Series

June 5 Cade Book 2. Rivers Foundation Series

June 12 Falcon Book 3 .. Princes of Hell Series

June 22 Misha Book 12 .. Blood Brothers

June 26 .. Sledge Book 3. Devil’s Trifecta Series

June 29 Jackal Book 1 ..Devil’s Advocates MC. Series

July 3 .Slade Book 1. Shadow of The Phoenix .. Shadow Warriors MC. Series

July 13 .. King .. Book 2. War Lords MC. Series

July 20 Shadow .. Book 6.. Whiskey Bend Series

July 31 Hound .. Book 7 Next Gen Series

Aug 10. Beast ..Book 2 ..Devil’s Advocates MC Series

Aug. 24. Tate Book 3 Lost Sons MC Series
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Sept. 21/19 Book 13.Timor Maxim Bratva Blood Brothers
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CALDERONE  October 5th

Boone THE NOVEL October 12th

Savaged Souls MC
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