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What will a man do for his family? If you’re a Medlov, the answer is anything.Dmitry Medlov,
former boss of the Medlov Crime Family, is finally happy with his life. His legacy has been
passed on to his heir, Anatoly, and his family is flourishing with birth of his new twin sons.
However, everything is shattered when his little girl is abducted from her school only days after
his sons’ births.The question with Dmitry having so many enemies is who has her? A supporter
of Dorian, a follower of Ivan or family of the council members he slaughtered? No one knows.A
ransom is put on the young girl in the amount of $500 million – a price Dmitry is more than ready
to pay – but the fear in everyone’s heart is even if he pays, will she live?Everyone comes
together and puts aside their differences to save her. Dmitry returns to the council, Anatoly steps
aside and Gabriel takes his rightful place as a Vor.Anya is the key to the very foundation of the
family and her father’s fleeting sanity. With her missing, Dmitry’s rage is unleashed unlike anyone
has ever seen before.Gabriel used to serve the very government that he is about to defy as he
learns what it means to be a true Medlov.And Anatoly is forced to grow up when he not only
finds out that the little girl he’s loved her entire life has been stolen but also that he’s about to be
a father himself.Read the last book of the Medlov Crime Family Series, guaranteed to top all
others, as the men discover that the only thing more important than money and power is family
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permission. All rights reserved.VengeanceChapter OneSaturday, June 9, 20121:42 p.m.Atlanta,
GeorgiaThe Ritz-Carlton suite was over thirteen hundred square feet with a panoramic skyline
view of Atlanta, a music area with a grand piano for me to practice on, an executive study, a
butler’s pantry attached to the formal dining room, and a bedroom with the kind of high-thread-
count bedding that I was accustomed to.I was soaking in the massive tub with “Rolling in the
Deep” by Adele seeping through the surround-sound system and singing along with the words.
Her vibe was so relevant. Our musical styles varied somewhat but we were both getting paid to
do what we were passionate about, so it was all good. The video for “Rolling in the Deep” had
over 400 million views on YouTube, but my video for “The Other Side of the Pillow” had nearly
900 million views. Glad my body was looking tight that week we filmed it in Punta Cana.



Otherwise, I would have been worried about people seeing my flaws forever and would have
cringed when I heard the numbers. Even though my song was dope, the visual effects of the
Dominican Republic made the video truly pop. Most people in the United States would only ever
dream of traveling the world. I was blessed to actually do it on the regular. Sounds crazy but I
had more than a million frequent flier miles.Then again, I was actually flawless, keeping it real. I
really didn’t have any choice other than to remain unblemished and impeccable with both my
looks and tastes. Rivalry was thick in the music industry and it was no longer completely about
selling records, even though I had sold more than 150 million albums and over a billion singles at
that point in my career, shattering all kinds of records. It was about being a performer. Selling out
arenas for hundreds—sometimes thousands, if bootlegged—of dollars per ticket and making the
world believe you were the shit. That you could walk on water, that you were superhuman and
unparalleled and untouchable.Untouchable? I was definitely that for an overabundance of
reasons. I tried to quickly distance myself from the long-ago memories that were persistently
clambering back and focus on my upcoming show that evening. As always, I was going to turn it
out, but first I had to get dressed and go do a sound check. I hated sound checks. They were
nothing but an intrusion on a perfect day. I had been doing the shit long enough that they should
have known exactly what settings to have on the soundboards, but each venue space was
different, so I dealt with it.Pure irony that I had never performed in Atlanta before. Then again, I
had my reasons. Damn good reasons. Okay, the memories were coming back again. It was time
to do something extreme . . . like playing in Thumper, aka my cooter, but what with?I scanned the
room as “Rack City” by Tyga came on. Aw, yeah, some freaky shit for me to get off on! I stood up,
grabbed my back scrubber with the wooden handle, and then sat back down in the tub. I moved
the end of the handle in and out of Thumper and closed my eyes. I started gyrating my hips to
the music, like I was a stripper named Nutcracker working the pole, except the pole was literally
between my legs and inside of me. I slid it in deeper and deeper until I was thrashing around in
the tub by the time the song ended. I was an expert at getting myself off quickly.“Damn!” I yelled
out as I reached a toe-curling climax. Then I sighed.It was what it was and I needed to finish
bathing and get dressed. It was only a matter of time before Diederik, Antonio, and Kagiso—my
three bodyguards—who occupied the suites surrounding mine, would come to get me for the
sound check. One of them was always stationed outside my door. Too many damn nuts in the
world obsessed with celebrities. One usually stayed in the lobby at all times, by the elevator as
well. I felt like that only drew unnecessary attention, but they insisted. There is a very high cost
for fame that no one could ever comprehend until they find themselves in that position.Kagiso
was straight from the African bush. At least, I would tease him about that. In all actuality, he was
six feet five inches of intelligence, brawn, and fineness. Dark as midnight, with skin softer than
butter, these clear brown eyes, and a cleft in his chin that women found to be an instant panty
wetter. He had a master’s in early childhood education that he had obtained after moving to the
United States on a visa to go to school. Don’t ask! Imagine a man that size sitting in a circle with
five-year-olds. He had done it, though, for an entire decade, before he decided to pursue



something else.Antonio was from East L.A., born and raised, jumped into a gang at twelve,
arrested for the first time at thirteen, and tired of living in chaos by sixteen. He ran away to San
Diego, hung tight for a couple of years, joined the navy, served his country, and went into private
security. At six two, he was the shortest of my bodyguards but was thicker than a Snickers, with
muscles rippling everywhere. He had sepia eyes, dimples, cinnamon skin, and he was
bowlegged—an added bonus.Diederik was Nordic and get this, six foot ten. Looked like a tree
walking toward you. Spiked blond hair, ice-green eyes, and a gorgeous bone structure. He
looked like “Suck my dick” spelled out.Yeah, I had some sexy-ass motherfuckers protecting my
life, but I had never technically messed around with any of them, nor would I ever do such a
thing. I happened to know for a fact that they all needed lap bands on their dicks, though. Men
like them needed to come with both a warning label and a disclaimer:FUCK OR SUCK AT
YOUR OWN RISK! This dick could possibly tilt your cervix, cause your clit to swell up like a
balloon, and you may have to toss cups of soapy water at your pussy for several days afterward
because it will be too sensitive to the touch.Antonio actually tilted a broad’s cervix once when we
were touring in France. She had the nerve to try to slap me with a $12 million lawsuit. I did not
have a damn thing to do with her making the decision to tackle that python in his pants. That shit
was on her. People will sue over any damn thing when you have money, even if you’ve never met
them, or even laid eyes on them before. When I saw photos of the chick, my first inclination was
to ask Antonio what the hell he was thinking in the first place. But the women in France can be
aggressive, and it’s not like I expected them all to be celibate year-round before they had to
guard me. It was certainly not a prerequisite. They were grown-ass men who did grown-ass
things. They were all single and free to mingle, but I was damned if I would pay some floozy for
giving it up willingly and getting hurt. The most I would offer someone is a bottle of Advil and my
condolences on having a big-ass pussy for the remainder of her natural life.I had thrown on a
sexy little number of a dress and some pumps about fifteen minutes later and put on some
makeup. I was not the type to use a stylist, hairdresser, and makeup artist around the clock; only
when I was about to go onstage, do a photo shoot, interview, or whatnot. A lot of my
counterparts went through all of that shit to walk out on the veranda to do Pilates. It was not that
serious. However, I was not going to get caught looking like I just emerged from a cave, either, so
I kept it simple and classy. I looked good as shit without makeup but did not feel like dealing with
the drama from tabloids and ratchet websites looking for an opportunity to do a caption of me
slipping.The knock came at my door. I grabbed my purse and went to answer it before someone
panicked and knocked it down. I was not riding in the bulletproof SUV with my guards, though. I
had other plans, and they were about to find that out.
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Saving AnyaThe Medlov Crime Family SeriesBook IVLatrivia S. NelsonSaving AnyaRiverHouse
Publishing, LLC80 Broad Street5th FloorNew York City, NY 10004Copyright © 2012 by Latrivia
S. NelsonAll rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval
system or transmitted in any form or by any means without written permission of the Publisher,
excepting brief quotes used in reviews.All RiverHouse, LLC Titles, Imprints and Distributed Lines
are available at special quantity discounts for bulk purchases for sales promotions, premiums,
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shall not be posted online for any reason. Report abuse to the FBI at . Printed in the United
States of Americawww.riverhousepublishingllc.comSaving Anya is dedicated to Chris and Kim
Nelson, Karen Moss, Kandace Tuggle, the women of the Medlov blogs, Kcbena Cash, Taurus
Nolen, Walter Gunn, Yuri Obeliski, Joyce Williams, Mark T. Lenowkski, Jordan A. H. Nelson,
Tierra E. Nelson, Linda Artis, Loria Jackson, Marsha Nelson and my sweetest love and best
friend, Adam Nelson. Thank you all for your support and love during this series. Thank you for
believing in me and pushing me to be a better author. Thank you for being such wonderful
friends, family and colleagues. Thank you for being in my life.AcknowledgmentsThis book would
not have been possible without the staff of RiverHouse Publishing, the creative work of Kandace
Tuggle or the hard work and dedication of Karen Moss. Also, during the time that Adam was
sick, reading the many emails, letters and blog posts of my fans gave me the strength to finish
this. I thank God for you all, and I hope that you enjoy the fruits of our labor together. This series
is over, and now it’s time to get busy on The Medlov Men Series, The Children of The Medlov
Men Series and the second book of The Chronicles of Young Dmitry Medlov. Hang on. It’s
going to be a crazy ride. PrologueThere was something very powerful and sacred about the
relationship between daughter and father for Manon Smirnov. She had grown up protected and
hidden in the shadows of an empire and under her father’s tutelage, learning from the great
Evgeny Smirnov, the Czar of the underworld, the leader of an organization so clandestine in
nature that even many mafia figures were not sure that he or his men existed until it was too
late. Then after years of waiting, watching and begging, her father was finally going to put her on
with her own little operation right in the heart of Prague as the manager of the Red Square Hotel,
her father’s hotel – a meeting place for the Vory v Zakone and all the men who were blessed to
do business with them. Her father had finally sent for her from Paris and given her this small but
very promising gift. In return, he wanted nothing more than for her to succeed. And she would
do just that. She would make this hotel the safest place for men like her father to meet. Taps on
every phone. Surveillance in every room. Bullet proof windows for suites. Sound proof walls for
the meetings that didn’t go too well. It would be the most luxurious hotel in the city and also the
most exclusive. And it was all hers. That was until her brother showed up and took it away.One
meeting was all that it took. One day over twenty years ago, Dmitry Medlov, her father’s bastard
son, walked into the hotel and burned down any hopes that she had of proving that she could be



great, that she was worth all the time and money that her father had invested in her. That day her
father got into a car and went to a meeting, never to return. But someone did return. Dmitry
Medlov. And he showed up the next day with the deed to Red Square Hotel. She was the first
one that he fired, then her entire team. The only people he kept were worthless locals who were
hired to do the work that she and her team were above. He looked her in her face and gave her a
one-day notice without even knowing that she was his blood. She never saw her father after that,
and she was forced back to Paris, where she had to go back into the shadows to protect her own
life. But the tide had finally turned. A relationship with a man whom Dmitry had burned had
proved to be the way to avenge her father’s name and reclaim her inheritance.Plus, she wanted
more than anything to make Dmitry feel the way that she had over twenty years ago when she
was just a young girl, still clinging on to her father’s every word. She still remembered their long
talks, their quiet walks through the beautiful fields of Prague, their laughs and their hopes and
dreams. Her father had chosen to show her a side of him that no one in the world knew existed.
And Dmitry had walked in and taken it all away without even blinking. Why?For money.For 500
million dollars and a title that didn’t belong to him or his brother. Overtime, however, Dmitry had
veered from his original plan. He was safe when he stuck to the code astringently. No family.
No children. It equaled no vulnerability. And then one day, he got sloppy. He fell in love and
moved his little family to the very chateau that she used to spend hours with her father in. Dmitry
began to raise a family of his own with a little girl of his own. Somewhere, somehow Dmitry
Medlov had forgotten his old sins and buried them, just like he had buried their father. Now it was
time to dig up the past, one bone at a time and make him pay, starting with the sweet little girl
that she had seen with her own eyes running through the fields with her father, probably having
the same conversations, making the same plans, sharing the same love. Payback was a bitch
and so was she. Chapter 1The sun was on the horizon, breaking dawn and cascading across
the vast green lands while in the deep in the valley between snow-capped mountains and
hundreds of acres of farmland, the quiet palatial Medlov chateau began to finally rustle
awake.Lights turned on the second floor as people began to move about. Alas, the weekend was
over and it was again Monday. Time for the real world to emerge - even for the smallest of the
Medlov clan.Giggles came as a bubbly Anya bolted from the bathroom in her bunny pajamas,
running down the hallway away from her father with her baby doll in hand. Her wild, long hair
tangled about her rosy face as she sprinted into her pink bedroom and jumped up in her
unmade, but very fluffy canopy bed.“Now, now, Anya. It’s time to get ready for school,” Dmitry
said, walking into her bedroom a few seconds later. A smile laced his curved lips. And any
attempt to scold the child swiftly failed. A whine followed quickly. “But Papa, I don’t want to go to
school,” Anya begged as she hugged her baby doll tighter. “I want to stay home with you and
mama and the babies today. Momma said I could feed Maxim. I’m getting really good at it.” Her
voice carried an adorable pout, nearly succeeding in her intentions to derail her itinerary as her
father came over and sat down beside her.His large frame caused the mattress to sink just a bit
as he rested his tired body beside her. Dark circles were evident under his crystal blue eyes from



the torturous, sleepless nights that had become normal since Royal had the twins. They both
stayed up bouncing babies, changing diapers, making bottles and burping the boys, hoping for
sleep in between their nightmarish first-weeks with the newest additions to their little
family.Dmitry reached out and grabbed her gently, pulling her into his embrace as he kissed her
cheek. She smelled of innocence and lavender. It was her very own fragrance, and he adored it.
“They’ll be here when you get home from school. Promise,” he assured of the twins. “But you
have to go to school. It’s Monday. All the good little girls will be at school today, learning their
alphabet and numbers, learning how to be proper princesses.” His voice was calming and
assuring as only a father’s voice could be.Dmitry had patience with only four people in this world,
his three little ones and his wife. As for Anya, it seemed as if he actually had more patience for
her than all the others combined and often looked forward to their little negotiations. It gave him
an opportunity to see just how smart his daughter was. And Anya never ceased to amaze him.
Each and every time that she negotiated, she pushed just a little further.“I already know my
alphabet in English, French and Cyrillic. I know my numbers too. Mrs. Mabry said I was the
smartest girl in class. So, I think it will be okay to miss a day, don’t you, Daddy?” She batted her
bright blue eyes at him.“You have excellent persuasive tactics for a five year old, but no, I don’t
think you’re skilled enough to miss school.” He knew that his Anya would not be happy with his
decision, but he had to stick with it. Royal had been on him lately about how much he was giving
in to her every whim. Even he knew that he was being a complete push over, but how could
anyone truly deny such a beautiful little girl.“If you let me stay here today, I won’t ask you for
anything else for the rest of the year, Daddy,” Anya finally said, taking his face in her hands. She
said so emphatically as if she was swearing an oath.“Didn’t you just say that about that Bratz doll
that you had me send Davyd out for on Saturday night?” he asked with a grin.Anya’s small
shoulders slumped. “Please,” she begged, knowing that she was losing the battle.Dmitry put his
forehead on hers and rubbed a hand through her inky, black mane. “No,” he said softly. “But if
you’re a good girl at school, I’ll make sure that you get to feed Maxim as soon as you get home.”It
wasn’t what Anya was hoping for but as she looked across the room and noticed her mother
peeking through the door watching the entire interaction, she knew that things were as good as
they were going to get.“Good morning,” Royal said with a soft smile on her face. She leaned
against the door in her plush white robe. The rings under her eyes matched her husband’s and
her hair was even wilder than Anya’s.“Momma, can I stay home today, please?” Anya asked,
moving her pleas to her mother.“I don’t even know why you ask when you already know the
answer,” Royal said, opening her daughter’s dresser drawer. “Do you want to wear pink or purple
today?”Anya had two favorite colors, and she wore a variation of the two every single day.“Pink,”
Anya pouted off the bed. She went into her walk-in closet and began to pull out her school
uniform.Dmitry stood up and stretched. “Well, my work here is done. She’s had her teeth
brushed and her face washed. The rest is up to you, my dear,” he said as he bent to his wife’s
ear.“Ummm, thanks,” Royal said, feeling his lips on her neck.Dmitry heard Anya rustling in the
closet and turned back to Royal. “We now have less than one week before the six-week



sentence is up, and I can ravage you from head to toe,” he said with a growl.“Promises,
promises,” Royal said playfully. “I don’t know if you can handle me after six weeks of no sex. I
might be too much for you.”“Please say that’s a challenge,” Dmitry toyed. “Because, I’m going to
make you eat your words.”Royal turned to him with her daughter’s underwear clutched in her
hand. “Well, I have plans of making you eat a lot more than that,” she said suggestively.“Are you
hungry, Daddy?” Anya asked eavesdropping as she stepped out of the closet with her jacket and
skirt for school.Dmitry cracked a smile at his wife, knowing that they would pick this conversation
up later when they were alone. “Starving,” he answered. Turning to his daughter, he smiled and
cleared his throat. “That’s why daddy is headed downstairs to fix you breakfast, munchkin.”“Can I
have pancakes?” Anya asked innocently.“You certainly may,” he said, running his hand through
her hair. “Any other requests?” he asked as he walked to the door. He looked at his wife and
licked his wide, rose-colored lips. “Maybe something different for the lady of the house?”“I’ll get
back to you,” Royal answered as she swept his body with her eyes.“I’ll be looking forward to it,”
Dmitry answered as he disappeared behind the door.Royal bit her lip and turned back to her
chores, trying to suppress the laugh that was trapped behind her devious smile. The truth was
that she wanted him as badly as he wanted her, but rules were rules. The doctor had ordered the
over-sexed pair to absolutely wait until her six-week check-up before they made love again,
which meant that all they could do at the present was foreplay each other to death. And in
between taking care of now three children, running business and normally day-to-day chores,
even that was nearly impossible.***Hot pancakes cooked directly from daddy’s hand and served
up on a little porcelain plate just for Anya was just what the little princess ordered before school.
While still pouting because she wasn’t allowed to stay home with her new brothers, she had
managed to be in better spirits with the entire family at the kitchen table.However, the family was
barely awake.Dmitry did his normal morning ritual at the head of the table. With a glass of
orange juice beside a cup of coffee and a plate full of turkey bacon, fried eggs and toast, he
thumbed through his financials on his I-Pad and occasionally looked over at the news playing on
the television mounted up on the wall directly in front of them. It took everything in him to focus
this morning as his age as well as his children were catching up with him. He remembered a time
when such trivial tasks would have neither effected his body nor his psyche but that was many
lifetimes ago.Now, he was much grayer than when his daughter was born five years ago and a
little less resilient on just a few hours of sleep. His enormous seven-foot frame was slouched
over the table, holding up all 320 pounds of aching muscle. He, too, had forgone his usual dress
for silk pajamas and a cotton gray t-shirt – a far cry from the man who normally dressed in three-
piece suits. But this was the life that he had chosen, and in truth, regardless of how hard it was at
times, he enjoyed it immensely.His life was peaceful, meaningful and finally worth
something.Drifting off in her own world, Royal sat beside Dmitry stirring her coffee and dozing off
to sleep. Still in her robe, she had managed before breakfast and after dressing Anya to pull her
hair into a loose ponytail and run hot water over her face to stay awake through breakfast, but
that was about all that she could muster. All she could think of was rest and how much of it she



had been denied lately.Where before the babies’ birth, she always was dressed to the teeth by
breakfast, now if she dressed at all, she was off to a good start. It was odd, but she didn’t recall
Anya’s arrival even with post-partum depression being as dramatic as the twins’ arrival, which
had been laborious but without the mental exhaustion that she had suffered with her daughter.
She could only attribute that to the fact that Ivan wasn’t a part of this pregnancy.The twins had
been a handful to carry and even more difficult to birth. After being in labor for eight hours, she
had undergone a well-needed C-section and awoke to Konstantin and Maxim Medlov.
Konstantin was the oldest by three minutes, but Maxim was the largest by five ounces.
Konstantin was a spitting image of his father with blonde locks and bright blue eyes while Maxim
was a spitting image of Ivan and Anya, ironically, with jet black hair and startling almost grayish
blue eyes.They could never get away from the man, no matter how they tried. Ivan’s genes were
forever present, always serving as a reminder that he had been on this earth and he had forever
impacted their lives. Only, she was in a place in her life where he was not such a moot factor.At
the end of the day, Royal thought both of her children to be beautiful, and she loved them dearly.
And in truth, she didn’t mind that two of her children looked like Ivan, because they were nothing
like him and everything like their father.What woman wouldn’t be proud?With the new additions
and all that was still required by Royal, she was thankful for the help that she had around the
house. The nanny who was nearly twice her age came in during the day and some evenings.
The entire family had learned their lesson about hiring young nannies like Victoria. Stepan, the
family butler helped run the other parts of the house along with maids, and Davyd, their dearest
friend and Dmitry’s closest companion, took Anya to school, drove Royal to all of her
appointments and to her boutique and ran most of the family’s errands. He was most definitely
their rock, more like the grandfather of the bunch than an employee. In fact, Anya had no clue
that he wasn’t a Medlov.Still, no amount of money could help with the true parenting. That was
left up to her and Dmitry. And they devoted themselves to the job one hundred percent of the
time.After the nanny from hell, Victoria, had been dismissed over a year ago, Dmitry and Royal
had agreed to do some things by themselves. And with a family as complicated as they were, it
was best.Besides, not many people would knowingly work for a mob family – not if they were
smart. And everyone who did work for them had been thoroughly checked along with their
families, from the nanny to the cook to the yard hands and farmers. No one was allowed on the
chateau property without first being cleared by Dmitry himself. He had a guy in the CIA who did a
thorough check for everyone and if they didn’t pass the background check, they didn’t get on the
property.Davyd chuckled as he fixed his plate, when the baby monitor sitting in between Dmitry
and Royal made a noise. Evidently one of the twins rolled over and cried in their sleep.
Immediately, both Royal and Dmitry froze in place, scared to death that the few minutes of peace
that they thought they had had been stolen from them.“Please go back to sleep,” Royal begged
as she put down her cup of coffee.Dmitry looked at the monitor with a raised brow, waiting for
the now familiar long, cry of one of his boys but was let off the hook when they just went back to
sleep.“Thank God,” Royal said, releasing the tension in her shoulders.“I’ve never seen two



people so afraid of babies,” Davyd said, sitting down beside Anya. “Good morning,
princess.”“Good morning, Davyd,” Anya said with a little pout.“And what’s the matter with you?”
he asked with a thick Russian accent. He doted over her as much as her father did and was just
as blind to her games.“They won’t let me stay home today,” she tattled in a whisper as she
looked over at her parents.He looked at the couple too. “Well, I’m sure that the boys will be here
when you get home,” Davyd whispered back and winked his eye. He looked over Anya at Dmitry.
“Do you need anything from town while I’m out this morning?”“No,” Dmitry said gruffly. “All I need
is a little rest.”“Well, Marta will be here in about an hour,” Davyd said, looking at his watch.“Forty-
five minutes,” Dmitry corrected. “And I plan to sleep for at least eight hours once she gets
here.”Royal smirked. “You’re the one who wanted more children.”“Maybe we’ll wait until these
can take care of the others before we start up again,” Dmitry answered.“Others? Dmitry, I don’t
plan to have any more of your children,” Royal joked. “This shop is currently shut down for
business.” She motioned towards her still plump belly.“We’ve heard that before,” Davyd said with
a chuckle.“She knows that she can’t resist my charm,” Dmitry said to Davyd, leaning over to kiss
her cheek. “What woman in her right mind could resist a Russian?”“Haven’t run into one yet,”
Davyd added.Playfully, Royal pulled away from him. “Your charms have the both of us sleep
deprived and me in need of a tummy tuck.”Anya watched the interaction between her mother
and father and laughed too. Turning back to her nearly finished breakfast, she had a curious
thought.“Uncle Davyd, why don’t you have kids?” she asked suddenly.Davyd cleared his throat
and looked over at Dmitry again. Kids ask the craziest questions, he thought to himself. “Well,
because I’m not married,” he finally said when he realized Anya was waiting for a response. He
knew that while the Medlov family was not normal, Dmitry believed dearly in conservative views
regarding his children.“Why aren’t you married?” she asked as a follow-up.Dmitry stuffed the
bacon in his mouth and cracked a devious smile. “Because he’s a playboy,” he answered to let
Davyd off the hook. He knew that his daughter was far too young to understand their code.
Davyd was an old-school Vor, a man of the Thieves-in-Law and he was married to it and it only.
He would never marry or have children, even though he had had many opportunities over the
years.“You mean you’re a playboy like Anatoly?” Anya asked with a grin. “He has had a million
girlfriends, and he has a problem with commitment.” She had no idea what it meant, but she
liked the idea that she had remembered what was said about her brother.“Anya, where did you
hear that Anatoly was a playboy?” Royal asked concerned.“I heard the maid, Clarisse, tell the
other maid, Loni, that he was a playboy just the other day,” Anya answered honestly. “What does
he like to play? Hide and go seek?”Dmitry couldn’t help himself although he could see that Royal
was turning red. He laughed aloud and hit the table. So did Davyd, but he muffled his laugh in his
hand.“Priceless,” Dmitry finally chuckled.Royal cut her eyes at her husband and corrected her
daughter. “Your brother is just young. He’s in a committed relationship with the nice woman you
met, Renee. A playboy means that he can’t commit, or can’t love one person. But he does. It just
took him a long time to find someone to love…just like daddy.”“I doubt if she even remembers
Renee,” Dmitry said, wiping his face with his napkin. He could always count on Anya to cheer



him up, and he could always count on Royal to get too serious.“I remember her, Daddy. She is
the pretty black woman that Ana always brings on family trips with him now,” Anya said, proud
that she remembered.Dmitry raised his brow. “Well, she does remember,” he said
impressed.Royal, however, was focused on another aspect of the conversation. “Who told you
that she was black?”“We learned about race at school last week,” Anya answered. “Isn’t she
black, Mommy?”Royal nodded. “She’s African-American, just like me, just like you.”“Anya Medlov
is half African-American,” Dmitry corrected. “Don’t forget my half of the equation. Not that I mind
the African-American part of her. I’m quite proud of both, but it’s important to acknowledge all of
her heritage.”“Well, the point is that I’m not ready to discuss race yet, and I don’t think that the
children should be taught race until the parents give permission,” Royal said in a more serious
tone. “What if their views don’t match ours? Then we have to re-teach them? That’s ridiculous.
That’s not what we pay them for. I want her to learn to read and write before she has to learn
about race.”“Well, she has to learn at some point,” Dmitry said absently.“I know that,” Royal said
in a huff. “Oh, never mind.” She looked at Anya, who was now confused. “This doesn’t concern
you, baby. You’re right. Renee is African-American or black. It’s the same thing, but some people
prefer one term over the other. I prefer African-American for reasons I’ll explain to you later.”“Now
you’re just speaking over her head,” Dmitry interrupted.Royal rolled her eyes. “Well, I wouldn’t
have to have this discussion at seven in the morning if the fifteen-thousand-dollar per quarter
kinder academy we pay for had not broached the subject without my permission,” she
defended.“Ahh, you’re both just exhausted. Why don’t you go and get some rest and you can talk
to each other about this later. You’ll still be African-American, and he’ll still be Russian,” Davyd
said, finishing his breakfast.“Amen,” Dmitry said, pushing back from the table. He raised his arms
and waved at his daughter. “Anya, come and give your papa a kiss before you’re off to
school.”Anya did as her father said and got up from the table and walked over to kiss his cheek.
He picked her up in his large arms and held her tight to him, nuzzling his nose in her hair. “I love
you,” he said, putting her back down on the ground. “Just as you are.” He looked into Anya’s blue
eyes and rubbed a hand across her jet-black bangs.“I love you too, Daddy,” she said with a
smile. Dimples exploded in both of her rosy cheeks.Dmitry couldn’t help but kiss her again.How
could anyone not love a face like that? He thought to himself, and in the same thought, he again
reminded himself of how lucky he was.Shifting attention, Anya quickly snuggled into her
mother’s arms. Royal held her close, kissed her quickly on both cheeks and wiped the bread
crumbs from the sides of her pouty mouth. “Have a great day at school. And as soon as you
come home, you can feed Maxim. Promise.”Anya couldn’t help but light up. “Thank you, Mommy.
I love you.”Royal giggled. “I love you too, munchkin.” It was amazing how that little girl knew how
to light her up even in her deepest of thoughts.Getting up from the table, Dmitry and Royal left
Anya with Davyd and headed back upstairs hand-in-hand. It was a normal ritual to spend time
with the little princess at the kitchen table like a normal family before she was escorted to
school.Dmitry felt like it gave Anya a true understanding of how important family was, and it put
things into perspective on a daily basis for him. No matter how tired he was, if he was in the city



then he was here with the women in his life. And after Anya had had a hearty breakfast and been
allowed a little early morning chatter, he and Royal would finally make their way to the bedroom
to get some much deserved sleep.“I can’t wait to feel that pillow under my head,” Royal said,
walking slowly up the stairs.Dmitry snickered. “Don’t tell me that those little babies are already
wearing you out.” He looked down at her and winked.Royal rolled her eyes. “You don’t look so
spry yourself, big boy.”Dmitry yawned involuntarily. “I have an excuse.”“Yeah, what’s that?” she
asked.“Well, I’m much older than you.”“As long as Hugh Hefner is alive, then you don’t have an
excuse. Besides, you’re the one who wanted a huge family. Remember? Be careful what you ask
for, old man.” Running her hand over the stitches on her lower abdomen, she clenched her jaw
and tried to hide the stabbing reminder of her recent surgery.Anya had been a vaginal birth. This
was her first C-section, and the nagging pain was incredibly uncomfortable. However, because
of her prior issue with pain pills, she preferred to deal with the pain as naturally as
possible.Dmitry noticed her discomfort and instantly became more serious. “Are you still hurting
very much?” He stopped in his tracks and looked down into her warm, brown eyes.“It’s just
these…weird sharp pains every once in a while. They hurt more during the morning when I first
get up than any other time of the day.” She tried not to make a big deal out of it considering how
Dmitry was. At the first sign of pain, he freaked out.“I hate that they had to cut you,” he
lamented.“Well, I’ve been taking good care of the sutures. So, hopefully, you won’t even notice it
in a few months.”Dmitry was shocked that she thought that he was concerned about the look of
the scars. Screw the bloody scars. He was worried about her.Picking her up in his large arms, he
scooped her up and held her close to him. He nuzzled his face in her hair and smelled her
perfume. Royal didn’t fight his excessive babying today. Resting her head against his chest, she
wrapped her arms around his neck and smiled. “It’s nice to know that you can still be romantic,
even when I look like this,” she said, looking down at her pajamas that had a small stain from a
feeding from the night before.His eyes twinkled with sincerity. “I sort of like this look,” he said,
walking with her in his arms. The same dimple in Anya’s cheek showed in his as he smiled. “I’m
going to run you a hot bath and wash your hair while the children are still sleeping. How does
that sound?”“Like a dream,” she said with a hum.“Well, you deserve it,” he said as his foot hit the
top step to the second floor.Royal looked behind them at how far he had carried her. Even after
all these years, he was still so very strong, so full of life and full of passion. She craved that in
him.Clenching tighter to his body, she nuzzled into his masculine scent and felt safe.Dmitry was
a true alpha male in every aspect of the word. He was a provider, protector and a lover, as
territorial as the lion in his jungle but as kind as a king at court.Plus, she always felt safe when
she was buried near his musky, male throat, inhaling his virile scent and so close to his raging,
resilient beating heart. Dmitry was one of those men who naturally drew in a woman, made her
lose her mind and forget herself just to be near him. Between his larger than life height, his wide,
strong size and his enchanting great looks, even if he had not been a billionaire crime boss, he
still would have gone far in this world. Men like him always did.What really amazed her was how
even after being married for over five years, how she felt as though she had just met him. The



butterflies never ceased to erupt in her stomach when she woke beside him every morning, and
he still made her inner woman purr when he whispered naughty words into her ear. Maybe it was
his Russian accent or the minty scent always lingering on his tongue, but he could hypnotize her
within minutes, place her under a mighty spell and then have his way with her.Quietly, Dmitry
opened the door for them and carried her to their bed. Placing her gently down, he rubbed
through her thick mane and watched her eyes lazily relax as she lay back on the soft pillows.She
snuggled in, preparing for a deep long sleep.Ahh…he wasn’t sure which one of them was more
relaxed at the moment. She seemed finally ready to rest, and he was just in a state of bliss, hard
to explain but a very distinct feeling of joy. The simple life was finally starting to be everything
Dmitry had hoped for. The kids were healthy and happy and the same was true for him and his
wife. Plus, things were going well with Anatoly and what was left of the Medlov council back in
the states; his businesses were thriving despite the recession, and he was still a billionaire with
more wealth accumulating by the day.Honestly, he was not sure if he could ask for more. He was
wealthy, healthy, the father of four amazing children and married to a young, beautiful woman
who worshiped the ground that he walked on.Who could ask for more?That in itself was
amazing considering he was born a gutter rat in Moscow to a drugged-out whore and a middle-
aged crime boss, tossed in prison before eighteen and destined to be a total failure.The only
family he was supposed to ever have was a sociopathic little brother and the Vor, but somehow,
he had ended up with a hell of a lot more than anyone ever thought he would. Ask anyone, his
late father included – no one thought he’d even live this long.Guys like him normally didn’t end
up with such a good life, but Dmitry had managed to come out on top. So, why not treat his wife
like a queen, dote on her, take care of her, and raise his children in peace? Considering how
hard that he had worked to acquire this lifestyle, it would be a pity not to indulge himself in every
aspect of being a family man.Chapter 2On schedule, Davyd and his assistant bodyguard, Yuri,
walked Anya through the back corridor leading from the kitchen-area to the newly renovated
garage. As they stepped into the large space, the motion detector recognized their movement
and instantly lit up the room. Quickly, row-by-row, the fluorescent overhead lights snapped on all
the way down ten perfect isles of luxury vehicles as the trio started their daily routine.The garage
was more like a showroom than a shelter. Limestone floors sparkled under millions of dollars’
worth of the world’s finest engineering. Stainless steel cabinets lined up masterfully on a long
wall leading length-ways down the room and held all the essential equipment to keep the cars
going and another row of stainless-steel cabinets down the shorter wall, stored monitors, jacks
and high-end machinery found only in the best luxury mechanic garages. In the far corner,
blending in with the rest of the cabinets was a small arsenal of weapons and monitors that
showed the perimeter of the house. The room was also as sterile as a doctor’s office and as
modern as any museum. It was just another testament to Dmitry’s appreciation for all things high-
end with each car telling a story from his past.However, this room had a completely different
meaning for Anya. It was another playroom. She loved the way the lights flickered on for them
automatically, and she loved that Davyd would let her pick which car she could ride to school in



every morning. The choice was always hers and was made only after they entered the garage.
And her choice was never the same. Anya didn’t know that it was just another security protocol
set up by her entourage of bodyguards to ensure that no one knew exactly what vehicle she
would be escorted in. Davyd was always thorough that way. He constantly performed security
checks and tried to ensure that his dear little Anya was safe, even without her knowing it.Anya
still had a pout as she loaded into the back of the family Bentley and turned on her television to
watch a new episode of her favorite cartoon on DVD.“Seat belt on,” Davyd ordered as he closed
the passenger door and back at her.“Check,” Anya replied as she clicked her belt.The doors
locked as the assistant bodyguard finished the preliminary check to make sure that no
explosives had been attached to the car.The door to the garage opened quickly and bright light
from the earlymorning sun shined onto the car as it pulled out and started its trek from the family
farm to the city.Like clockwork, Davyd canvassed the area, looking for anything out of place on
the farm, but all looked normal. The field workers walked alongside of their buggies or worked
out on the land; the grounds crew worked on lawn and the guards stood post at the perimeter
checkpoints.“Another day,” Davyd said to his driver.“No, not just any day. I’m going to ask Mila to
marry me tonight,” the young man said with a proud grin.Anya grabbed her remote and
discreetly turned down her television just a bit to listen to the adult conversation.“But you’re such
a young man,” Davyd said, concerned. “What’s the rush? You knock her up?”“No,” the driver
answered with a blush. “I love her. It’s been a year now. I can’t wait any longer.”Davyd raised his
brow. The concept was lost on him. Sure, he loved the family he served; he loved the Vor; he
loved his plush life, but as many women as he saw from time-to-time, he had loved none. He
turned up his lip at a thought and then heaved a sigh. “Well, good luck to you then, boy.”“Thank
you,” the man said, feeling fulfilled. “When we drop Ms. Anya off, I’ll show you the ring, da.”“Aye,
I’d be interested in seeing what voluntary manslaughter looks like,” Davyd joked.Anya forgot that
she wasn’t supposed to be listening and quickly interjected. “Daddy said that Davyd is a
playboy,” she repeated.Davyd turned and looked behind him at Anya, who quickly threw her
small hands over her pouty pink lips. Her eyes bucked as she blushed. “Sorry, Davyd,” she said
in a muffled voice.“Mind your business back there, little munchkin. It’s rude to eavesdrop, though
you be a pro at it.” He gave her a wink and smile.Anya giggled and turned back to Dora’s
movie.The driver looked at Davyd and smiled. “She’s been here before, that little girl.”“I know.”
Davyd shook his head. “Twice. She’s got an old soul. I hope to live long enough to see her grow
into a young woman. She’s going to give this world hell.”The beautiful winding roads through the
plush countryside full of tall trees, foliage and brush and acres of farmland made for a peaceful
drive. As they passed the land marker that designated the end of the Medlov land, they entered
a shady portion of the road where the trees were so tall and full until it nearly blotted out the view
of the sun peeking through the millions of leaves.The driver hit his breaks suddenly when a small
buggy being pulled by an old man came across the road without notice.“Shit! What is he trying
to do, get killed?” the driver said, laying his palm down on the horn. “Move along, you old
bugger.”Davyd looked around at where they were and felt a twinge in his stomach. “Put your foot



back on the accelerator,” he ordered.“You want me to run him over?” Yuri asked.Davyd looked
over from where the man had come from and saw that there was no way he could have come
from beyond the brush. “Yes, run him over,” he said in a calm voice as he pulled his side arm.The
driver did as Davyd said and pushed down on the accelerator and at the same time he blew his
horn to give the man some warning. The old man pulling the buggy barely got his small wooden
carriage across the road before they barreled past.The driver cut his eyes at Davyd. “Is
something wrong, sir?”As they passed, Davyd looked behind him at the buggy again. “One thing
is for sure…something isn’t right,” he said, turning back around to face the front. As they crested
the hill and prepared to come down it, they saw a black SUV coming in the opposite direction
towards them. It slowed down to a crawl as the man driving looked through his windshield at
Davyd. The driver was a bald white man with black shades on and black gloves gripping the
wheel.Even from a 50 yard distance, Davyd could see that the man and the truck were out of
place. “Get us out of here,” Davyd ordered as he cocked his gun. “Anya, get down!”The driver
was oblivious as to what was going on, but Davyd knew through many years of working with
Dmitry that this was an ambush.Before he could react, the truck coming towards them turned
crossways in the road, blocking off traffic and lowered its windows. Two semi-automatic
weapons were stuck out of the window and began to unload on the Medlov Bentley.The bullets
hit the car with a loud thud, flattening tires, mangling the grill and windshield.“Oh shit!” the driver
screamed.Davyd flipped his phone opened and dialed Dmitry as the driver backed up. The tires
screeched on the pavement as it burned rubber in reverse. Letting down the window, he stuck
his desert eagle out and shot several rounds right into the door of the truck. With the trees thickly
lining both sides of the road, there was nowhere to go but the way that they had come. The driver
focused as he bagged back but as they crested the hill again they saw the familiar buggy and
three men crawling from the inside with semi-automatic weapons. They too unloaded on the
Bentley, making sure to aim at the tires and not the backseat.Anya screamed aloud, curled up
into a ball on the floor behind Davyd’s seat. Her voice pierced Davyd’s ears and could be heard
even above the gunfire.“Sit quietly, babushka. We’ll get you out of here,” Davyd said, returning
fire. The phone was on speaker. When Dmitry answered, he heard the gunfire also.“We are
under attack by an SUV in front of us and a buggy of motherfuckers behind us. It’s a total of at
least six guys.” Giving the driver a gun from the glove compartment, he pointed behind him at the
three-man team approaching. “Take them out,” he ordered.Dmitry jumped up from the bed,
pulled a weapon from the nightstand and ran out into the hallway with a gun in one hand and the
phone stuck to his ear. “Stepan! Get some guns and the men. Let’s go!” he ordered with his robe
flowing behind him.“What’s happening?” Royal screamed as she followed behind him. “Where is
Anya?”Quickly, Dmitry slipped the clip in his Glock and ran down the many rows of carpeted
stairs. “Where are you?” he asked Davyd, hearing his daughter screaming in the background. “Is
Anya alright?”“Ten miles from the house,” Davyd said, slipping in a new clip. “You aren’t going to
get here before this is done, Dmitry.” He looked back at Anya to make sure that she had not been
hit.The statement cut to the bone, but it was true and they both new it.“You have to keep her



safe,” Dmitry begged. “I’m coming for you now.”Just then a shot rang through the window and
into Yuri’s head. The gun dropped out of his hand onto the pavement outside. His eyes averted
to the top of the windshield. Davyd dropped the phone, opened the driver’s door, pushed the
young man out and put the car in drive. He didn’t have much room, but he mowed down the
trees on the side of the road and prayed that he didn’t kill both he and Anya trying to get them to
safety. The black SUV followed, shooting out the side view mirrors and further mangling the car.
Anya cried out for her daddy as the car dropped down a five-foot deep incline that tilted the car
and turned it over. Landing with a metal-bending impact, it slid into the clearing of an open,
muddy field.Still dazed, Davyd kicked the shattered windshield out with his boot and pulled Anya
out of the car that was now leaking oil and gas. With blood covering his face, he stumbled,
disoriented out in the open, holding Anya tight, praying for a way to save the young girl.“Davyd,
I’m scared! Please take me home! I want my mommy and daddy!” Anya pleaded with blood
covering her forehead.Davyd finally heard the SUV behind them pushing down the hill. He
turned to see the men come barreling off the side of the incline as well. They landed better, but
clearly ruined their vehicle.Davyd set Anya down. He rubbed her face and kissed her forehead.
The blood from her face transferred to his lips. “Run, Anya. Run as hard as you can for as long as
you can and don’t look back,” he growled. He gave her a small gun. “All you have to do is pull the
trigger. The first person you see, you shoot. It won’t be me, Anya. I won’t be coming for you. Trust
no one. Just shoot to kill and run.”“No,” Anya cried. “I can’t leave you, Davyd.” She trembled like a
leaf in fear. Her eyes were wide with terror, but obediently, she took the heavy chrome gun in her
hands. The cold steal frightened her more. Never in her life had she held a gun. It was awkward
to carry and it felt strange in her little fingers.Davyd knew that he didn’t have much time. “I love
you, little girl. That has been enough for me. I love you. Now run. Run hard and fast. Remember
to defend yourself.” Tears formed in his eyes.“I love you too, Davyd,” she said sincerely.He turned
her around toward the expansive field and hit her muddy bottom.“Run!” he screamed. “Run
fast!”She did as he ordered. Running as fast as her little legs would take her in her navy blue
uniform dress and torn tights, without a coat in the freezing cold, she splashed in mud and
sprinted through the knee-high grass.Davyd turned around to hold them off, hoping it would be
enough time to give Anya a fighting chance. Shooting another round, he made it count, hitting
one man square in the middle of his eyes. He shot another as he saw him come over the hill. He
dropped to one knee and took aim again, but the men hidden in the bushes took him out without
effort.Three shots hit him in his chest. One hit him in the head. He didn’t even feel it. His body hit
the ground, blue eyes opened and empty. Blood mingled with mud and grass. As a gusty wind
passed over, his body lay limp and defeated.Davyd was gone.Anya heard the shots but did as
he had ordered her. She ran as hard as she could, still crying and trembling. But it was not fast
enough or far enough. A helicopter flew over her, pushing her little body down in the marsh, and
then ropes fell down to the ground. Two men scaled down in black fatigues, and ran over with
guns pointed to collect her.The taller of the two men hit the ground first. When Anya saw him,
she got down on her knees and crawled into a large bushy area, hoping that he would not spot



her.He ran over and pulled through the prickly brush to pull her out. As soon as he saw her bright
blue eyes, she lifted the gun from her side and pulled back the trigger. The gun shot pushed her
body back into the brush a little more. And the stunned man fell where he stood.Crawling and
crying, she tried to get away, but the other man was quickly on top of her. She turned on her
stomach and tried to shoot again, but the man wrestled the gun out of her hand.She fought hard,
biting the shorter man on the hand in between his thumb and index finger, through his
glove.“Ahh!,” he winced in an English accent. “Come here you little bitch!” he screamed as he
threw her gun away from them.“I want my daddy!” she screamed and kicked. “Let me go!”The
man snatched her up in the air by the arm and roughly stuck a needle in her neck. Nearly
immediately, her little legs stopped kicking and her fifty pound body went limp.Shocked that she
had managed to kill one of his men, he looked back at his partner but opted to leave him. His
remaining counterparts, he and Anya scaled back up the ropes to the helicopter and
disappeared in the distance.***Dmitry pulled up with six carloads of men to the site on the road
where a fight had obviously taken place. The driver was still lying on the side of the road with a
bullet in his head. The evidence include the many skid marks, glass and bullet casing along the
road, and the trees were broken from where a path had been made by the vehicles.Reluctantly,
Dmitry ran through the brush, his men moving beside him to the five foot drop where the real
battle had taken place. Accessing every clue quickly, he looked out in the clearing and saw
Davyd. An immediate rush went through him. Jumping down into the brush, he landed on his
feet and broke out in a run towards his friend’s body. While some of the other men combed the
area for Anya, a few men followed him. “Who do you think did this?” Stepan asked as he looked
down at Davyd’s corpse and frowned. It was hard to believe that the man was gone. He had just
fixed coffee for him. He had lived in the same house with him for years for goodness sake. Now
this? It was senseless. Dmitry bent down and looked at the wounds. “This was a professional
hit,” he said, sticking his fingers in the entry point. He stood up, brushed himself off and looked
around the clearing again. “The driver’s dead. Davyd’s dead and Anya is gone. It was a
kidnapping. They got what they came for.”“We found a body here. Doesn’t make since though.
Davyd was shot over here,” one of the men said, walking back from where Anya had been
abducted. “There is also a gun over there.”Dmitry looked back and forth and raised his brow.
“Anya must have shot him. Davyd gave her a gun to defend herself when he knew that he
couldn’t.”The cold winds ripped through the valley and the men wrapped themselves in their
coats, all but Dmitry who could no longer feel anything at all.“Should we get the police involved?”
Stepan asked.“For face sake, I imagine and to make sure that we are always in front of any Intel,”
Dmitry said, holding back his emotions. “But we have to do this our way. Get everyone, I mean
every single solitary soul at my house, lined up downstairs. We start interrogations there and
work our way out,” Dmitry said, motioning for his men. “Don’t touch anything here. Stepan, you
head back to the chateau with me. Everyone else stays here. I want you to look for clues, go talk
to the people. Someone had to see something.”“We should get you out of the cold,” Stepan said,
looking at his boss in his pajamas.“What do I care about the cold?” Dmitry growled. “For all I



know my daughter could be somewhere freezing to death,” he said, walking through the mud in
his leather loafers.Grinding his teeth, he looked up at the perfect blue sky and heaved a heavy
sigh. While the world seemed that all was well, he knew that he was now standing at the gates of
hell, and he was more than willing to step inside as long as it meant bringing his daughter back
safely.Chapter 3Memphis, TNA quarter after midnight, Anatoly sat with a group of mafia heads
from Vegas in the back of Mother Russia restaurant discussing a possible relationship in the
very near future.The Colgnetti family was relatively young, but they were coming up out west. All
they needed was a good weapons connection, and everyone who was anyone knew that
Anatoly Medlov was the man to see.Anatoly poured himself another shot of vodka and placed
his large shoulders over the sides of the leather booth, waiting to get the meat of the
conversation, but as his father had taught him over the years, a certain amount of finesse was
needed. First, you talked, entertained, got to know each other. Then you moved on to the deal.
His father had called it relationship building. Anatoly called it bullshit. The appointed leader, Toni
Colgnetti, a distinctively attractive Italian man in his mid-twenties with a heavy muscular build,
dark brooding brown eyes and locks of curly black hair, finally reached down beside him and
pulled up a titanium briefcase to place on the table between them. Anatoly could tell by the way
that the man carried himself that he was a lady’s man as well as an alpha male, used to drawing
the attention of the opposite sex with his genetic charms and controlling his men with his
earnestness and hunger. Oddly enough, he reminded Anatoly of his father in a way with his
enchanting duality. But he could also tell that Toni’s good looks had likely led to jealousy, deceit
and now war. It was a path that most men in his position were forced to take. The Intel from the
streets said that Toni was quiet, pragmatic and a man of his word. The only problem was that he
was in the middle of taking over territory that belonged for a long time to Johnny Pescetti. This
territory issue was headed towards a war for the two families and while Pescetti had a tie with a
huge New York family back home, which meant that he could get access to weapons, Toni
couldn’t get his hands on a sling shot. Long term, the firepower he was seeking would
determine which family stayed and which family took a long dirt nap on the outskirts of
Vegas. Same story.Different family.Anatoly’s eye twitched at the thought. Now, here they were
doing what they did best, preparing for blood lust. The formalities were in place. He understood
that relationship-building was a tricky business. The clients wanted to get to know you,
understand your way of doing business, see if you were truly as respected as people said. So,
he entertained the two-hour meeting even though, normally, he would have cut it short at thirty.
But now…finally…things were coming to a head. He wanted to see just how much power these
boys had amassed, and if it was enough to blow his skirt up, then they would grow to be good
friends. And maybe later, once a relationship was built, he could give Toni a few pointers in how
to keep his pretty little head. “This is what I’m proposing,” Toni said, unlocking the
briefcase.Vasily stepped forward out of the shadows with his hand on his gun. He watched
Toni’s every move, while his men watched everyone else. Gritting his teeth, he snarled as Toni’s
hand went toward the clasps of the case. Toni quickly moved his hand. “Where’s the trust?” he



chuckled nervously. “You earn trust around here,” Anatoly said softly. “You can’t buy it.” He
nodded, indicating that Toni could slowly open the case. Toni stilled his quivering stomach.
“Well, I don’t want to buy your respect. I want to buy a shit load of semi-automatics that will blow
the Pescetti crew back to the stone ages.” He turned the briefcase full of money around towards
Anatoly. “And that should about do it.” He swallowed hard. “I’d say so.” Anatoly counted the
money without touching it. His eyes gazed over the case and then he nodded at Vasily to step
back into the shadows for the moment. “There is only one golden rule. We never trade at the
same time. You pay today. You pick up tomorrow.”“We’ll be in town,” Toni assured.Anatoly had to
smirk at his ignorance. “No need. We don’t carry product in town. It will be shipped to your
restaurant tomorrow via an 18-wheeler driven by a cowboy named Leroy from Texas. He’ll pull
up to the back of your place, and your men will unload. It’s just that simple.”“So you want me to
just leave 2.4 million dollars with you tonight with the hopes that I’ll get a delivery tomorrow?”
Toni clenched his jaw. Did this guy think that he was a pussy or something? “Who has trust
issues now? The terms are simple enough. I won’t explain them again. It’s your call, Mr.
Colgnetti. As I said, respect is earned. That goes both ways. We do this every day, Monday
through Saturday and twice on Sunday. If you want to get in on it and keep your men safe, be my
guest. If you are hesitant, then by all means take your little briefcase of coins with you and find
someone else who can supply you with clean, untraceable weapons. I don’t’ really give a
fuck.”Anatoly’s voice was barely above a whisper. His demeanor was calm and enchanting, full
of confidence from years of doing deals ten times as big as this one. It was no hair off of his
chest if the man chickened out. It only ensured that he’d be dead well before his enemy. Toni
gave a long thought to his choices and then stuck his hand across the table. “You’ve got yourself
a deal,” he said, feeling like he was out of options and time. Anatoly shook his hand and smiled.
“Pleasure doing business with you. Now, why don’t you and I grab a bite to eat and your men
and mine can go and take care of the particulars. I don’t like logistics very much. I have Vasily for
that.”Toni wasn’t used to such a calm meeting, but he quietly greeted the change. Most men
with this kind of power spent hours touting their horns or talking just to hear themselves speak,
but Anatoly was different. He was only about business. It couldn’t have been easier if he had
ordered them online and paid with a credit card. “Okay, sounds good,” he said, relaxing his tense
shoulders. With the snap of Anatoly’s fingers, three women came out of the kitchen with trays of
food and more drink for the two and entered into the party room ready to serve. Toni looked
over at the tallest redhead waitress wearing a tight-cut uniform and black heels and cut a
naughty grin. “Is she on the menu?” he asked, sitting up in his chair. Anatoly looked over at the
woman and narrowed his eyes on her. He could see that she was at least attracted to Toni, but
he really didn’t know much about the girl accept that she was a good worker. “I don’t know. You
have to ask her. We’re not into the sex shit,” Anatoly said a little offended. Motherfuckers always
expected Russians to sell pussy. He shook his head at the absurdity. Like he had to sell
something that was thrown at him like rice at a wedding. “Just guns huh?” Toni asked.“Just guns,”
Anatoly said, sizing the man up. He knew that Toni was not expecting a man his own age to be



running such a large operation. What he was expecting was a lot of unneeded fanfare, not a
quiet meal in the back of a restaurant. That was the difference between the Medlov men and
everyone else. They focused on the job and they did it professionally. For a two-block radius, all
cell phones and computers had been jammed for the meeting and spotters and snipers were on
buildings all around them. It would have taken an army to get inside of Mother Russia
tonight. The word through the underground networks was that The Medlov clan was the easiest
to work with because of all of their intricate vertical integration, their thousands of distribution
checkpoints, their banks, their workers and most importantly their word. If the Medlovs’ said a
thing would happen at a particular time and place, it happened no matter what. Not one deal
had gone sour to date, and the clients were always protected. With a near 100% success rate,
they were sought out by organized crime syndicates globally, but everyone knew that if you
crossed them, you’d have to face the most torturous death imaginable. So, you had better be
good for the money and your word. Toni looked over at Anatoly and knew that he was witnessing
the real deal, and he didn’t know whether to be happy or really fucking afraid. Conversely,
Anatoly looked at the food as the waitresses set the plates down on the table and picked up his
napkin with a clear mind. Business was over. It was time for him to relax. Shoving the napkin
down the front of his black Versace tailor-made shirt, he rubbed his hands together and smiled.
“Shall we dine finally, I’m starving?”“Let’s,” Toni said, picking up his shiny, silver fork.Just then,
Anatoly’s phone rang. His body stiffened to the sound. How he hated an interruption, especially
during a deal. It showed the slightest glimpse of disorganization.It could only be one of two
people at this hour.Renee or Dmitry.Either way, he had to pick it up.Every cell phone was
jammed, except his. That was the way it always was. And Renee knew what he was up to, so
she wouldn’t call unless it was an emergency. With a sigh of frustration, he ran his hand over the
crisp white tablecloth to smooth out the wrinkles and scooted out of the black leather booth.
“You’ll have to excuse me for a minute,” Anatoly said, pulling his phone out to see it was his
father.Saving AnyaThe Medlov Crime Family SeriesBook IVLatrivia S. NelsonSaving AnyaThe
Medlov Crime Family SeriesBook IVLatrivia S. NelsonSaving AnyaRiverHouse Publishing,
LLC80 Broad Street5th FloorNew York City, NY 10004Copyright © 2012 by Latrivia S. NelsonAll
rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or
transmitted in any form or by any means without written permission of the Publisher, excepting
brief quotes used in reviews.All RiverHouse, LLC Titles, Imprints and Distributed Lines are
available at special quantity discounts for bulk purchases for sales promotions, premiums, fund-
raising and educational or institutional use.First RiverHouse, LLC Trade E-BookThis book shall
not be posted online for any reason. Report abuse to the FBI at . Printed in the United States of
Americawww.riverhousepublishingllc.comSaving AnyaRiverHouse Publishing, LLC80 Broad
Street5th FloorNew York City, NY 10004Copyright © 2012 by Latrivia S. NelsonAll rights
reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in
any form or by any means without written permission of the Publisher, excepting brief quotes
used in reviews.All RiverHouse, LLC Titles, Imprints and Distributed Lines are available at



special quantity discounts for bulk purchases for sales promotions, premiums, fund-raising and
educational or institutional use.First RiverHouse, LLC Trade E-BookThis book shall not be
posted online for any reason. Report abuse to the FBI at . Printed in the United States of
Americawww.riverhousepublishingllc.comSaving Anya is dedicated to Chris and Kim Nelson,
Karen Moss, Kandace Tuggle, the women of the Medlov blogs, Kcbena Cash, Taurus Nolen,
Walter Gunn, Yuri Obeliski, Joyce Williams, Mark T. Lenowkski, Jordan A. H. Nelson, Tierra E.
Nelson, Linda Artis, Loria Jackson, Marsha Nelson and my sweetest love and best friend, Adam
Nelson. Thank you all for your support and love during this series. Thank you for believing in me
and pushing me to be a better author. Thank you for being such wonderful friends, family and
colleagues. Thank you for being in my life.Saving Anya is dedicated to Chris and Kim Nelson,
Karen Moss, Kandace Tuggle, the women of the Medlov blogs, Kcbena Cash, Taurus Nolen,
Walter Gunn, Yuri Obeliski, Joyce Williams, Mark T. Lenowkski, Jordan A. H. Nelson, Tierra E.
Nelson, Linda Artis, Loria Jackson, Marsha Nelson and my sweetest love and best friend, Adam
Nelson. Thank you all for your support and love during this series. Thank you for believing in me
and pushing me to be a better author. Thank you for being such wonderful friends, family and
colleagues. Thank you for being in my life.AcknowledgmentsThis book would not have been
possible without the staff of RiverHouse Publishing, the creative work of Kandace Tuggle or the
hard work and dedication of Karen Moss. Also, during the time that Adam was sick, reading the
many emails, letters and blog posts of my fans gave me the strength to finish this. I thank God
for you all, and I hope that you enjoy the fruits of our labor together. This series is over, and now
it’s time to get busy on The Medlov Men Series, The Children of The Medlov Men Series and the
second book of The Chronicles of Young Dmitry Medlov. Hang on. It’s going to be a crazy
ride. AcknowledgmentsThis book would not have been possible without the staff of RiverHouse
Publishing, the creative work of Kandace Tuggle or the hard work and dedication of Karen
Moss. Also, during the time that Adam was sick, reading the many emails, letters and blog posts
of my fans gave me the strength to finish this. I thank God for you all, and I hope that you enjoy
the fruits of our labor together. This series is over, and now it’s time to get busy on The Medlov
Men Series, The Children of The Medlov Men Series and the second book of The Chronicles of
Young Dmitry Medlov. Hang on. It’s going to be a crazy ride. PrologueThere was something
very powerful and sacred about the relationship between daughter and father for Manon
Smirnov. She had grown up protected and hidden in the shadows of an empire and under her
father’s tutelage, learning from the great Evgeny Smirnov, the Czar of the underworld, the leader
of an organization so clandestine in nature that even many mafia figures were not sure that he or
his men existed until it was too late. Then after years of waiting, watching and begging, her father
was finally going to put her on with her own little operation right in the heart of Prague as the
manager of the Red Square Hotel, her father’s hotel – a meeting place for the Vory v Zakone and
all the men who were blessed to do business with them. Her father had finally sent for her from
Paris and given her this small but very promising gift. In return, he wanted nothing more than for
her to succeed. And she would do just that. She would make this hotel the safest place for men



like her father to meet. Taps on every phone. Surveillance in every room. Bullet proof windows
for suites. Sound proof walls for the meetings that didn’t go too well. It would be the most
luxurious hotel in the city and also the most exclusive. And it was all hers. That was until her
brother showed up and took it away.One meeting was all that it took. One day over twenty years
ago, Dmitry Medlov, her father’s bastard son, walked into the hotel and burned down any hopes
that she had of proving that she could be great, that she was worth all the time and money that
her father had invested in her. That day her father got into a car and went to a meeting, never to
return. But someone did return. Dmitry Medlov. And he showed up the next day with the deed to
Red Square Hotel. She was the first one that he fired, then her entire team. The only people he
kept were worthless locals who were hired to do the work that she and her team were above. He
looked her in her face and gave her a one-day notice without even knowing that she was his
blood. She never saw her father after that, and she was forced back to Paris, where she had to
go back into the shadows to protect her own life. But the tide had finally turned. A relationship
with a man whom Dmitry had burned had proved to be the way to avenge her father’s name and
reclaim her inheritance.Plus, she wanted more than anything to make Dmitry feel the way that
she had over twenty years ago when she was just a young girl, still clinging on to her father’s
every word. She still remembered their long talks, their quiet walks through the beautiful fields of
Prague, their laughs and their hopes and dreams. Her father had chosen to show her a side of
him that no one in the world knew existed. And Dmitry had walked in and taken it all away
without even blinking. Why?For money.For 500 million dollars and a title that didn’t belong to
him or his brother. Overtime, however, Dmitry had veered from his original plan. He was safe
when he stuck to the code astringently. No family. No children. It equaled no vulnerability. And
then one day, he got sloppy. He fell in love and moved his little family to the very chateau that
she used to spend hours with her father in. Dmitry began to raise a family of his own with a little
girl of his own. Somewhere, somehow Dmitry Medlov had forgotten his old sins and buried
them, just like he had buried their father. Now it was time to dig up the past, one bone at a time
and make him pay, starting with the sweet little girl that she had seen with her own eyes running
through the fields with her father, probably having the same conversations, making the same
plans, sharing the same love. Payback was a bitch and so was she. ProloguePrologue There
was something very powerful and sacred about the relationship between daughter and father for
Manon Smirnov. She had grown up protected and hidden in the shadows of an empire and
under her father’s tutelage, learning from the great Evgeny Smirnov, the Czar of the underworld,
the leader of an organization so clandestine in nature that even many mafia figures were not
sure that he or his men existed until it was too late. Then after years of waiting, watching and
begging, her father was finally going to put her on with her own little operation right in the heart
of Prague as the manager of the Red Square Hotel, her father’s hotel – a meeting place for the
Vory v Zakone and all the men who were blessed to do business with them. Her father had
finally sent for her from Paris and given her this small but very promising gift. In return, he
wanted nothing more than for her to succeed. And she would do just that. She would make this



hotel the safest place for men like her father to meet. Taps on every phone. Surveillance in
every room. Bullet proof windows for suites. Sound proof walls for the meetings that didn’t go
too well. It would be the most luxurious hotel in the city and also the most exclusive. And it was
all hers. That was until her brother showed up and took it away.One meeting was all that it
took. One day over twenty years ago, Dmitry Medlov, her father’s bastard son, walked into the
hotel and burned down any hopes that she had of proving that she could be great, that she was
worth all the time and money that her father had invested in her. That day her father got into a car
and went to a meeting, never to return. But someone did return. Dmitry Medlov. And he showed
up the next day with the deed to Red Square Hotel. She was the first one that he fired, then her
entire team. The only people he kept were worthless locals who were hired to do the work that
she and her team were above. He looked her in her face and gave her a one-day notice without
even knowing that she was his blood. She never saw her father after that, and she was forced
back to Paris, where she had to go back into the shadows to protect her own life. But the tide
had finally turned. A relationship with a man whom Dmitry had burned had proved to be the way
to avenge her father’s name and reclaim her inheritance.Plus, she wanted more than anything to
make Dmitry feel the way that she had over twenty years ago when she was just a young girl, still
clinging on to her father’s every word. She still remembered their long talks, their quiet walks
through the beautiful fields of Prague, their laughs and their hopes and dreams. Her father had
chosen to show her a side of him that no one in the world knew existed. And Dmitry had walked
in and taken it all away without even blinking. Why?For money.For 500 million dollars and a title
that didn’t belong to him or his brother. Overtime, however, Dmitry had veered from his original
plan. He was safe when he stuck to the code astringently. No family. No children. It equaled no
vulnerability. And then one day, he got sloppy. He fell in love and moved his little family to the
very chateau that she used to spend hours with her father in. Dmitry began to raise a family of
his own with a little girl of his own. Somewhere, somehow Dmitry Medlov had forgotten his old
sins and buried them, just like he had buried their father. Now it was time to dig up the past, one
bone at a time and make him pay, starting with the sweet little girl that she had seen with her
own eyes running through the fields with her father, probably having the same conversations,
making the same plans, sharing the same love. Payback was a bitch and so was she. Chapter
1The sun was on the horizon, breaking dawn and cascading across the vast green lands while in
the deep in the valley between snow-capped mountains and hundreds of acres of farmland, the
quiet palatial Medlov chateau began to finally rustle awake.Lights turned on the second floor as
people began to move about. Alas, the weekend was over and it was again Monday. Time for the
real world to emerge - even for the smallest of the Medlov clan.Giggles came as a bubbly Anya
bolted from the bathroom in her bunny pajamas, running down the hallway away from her father
with her baby doll in hand. Her wild, long hair tangled about her rosy face as she sprinted into
her pink bedroom and jumped up in her unmade, but very fluffy canopy bed.“Now, now, Anya.
It’s time to get ready for school,” Dmitry said, walking into her bedroom a few seconds later. A
smile laced his curved lips. And any attempt to scold the child swiftly failed. A whine followed



quickly. “But Papa, I don’t want to go to school,” Anya begged as she hugged her baby doll
tighter. “I want to stay home with you and mama and the babies today. Momma said I could feed
Maxim. I’m getting really good at it.” Her voice carried an adorable pout, nearly succeeding in her
intentions to derail her itinerary as her father came over and sat down beside her.His large frame
caused the mattress to sink just a bit as he rested his tired body beside her. Dark circles were
evident under his crystal blue eyes from the torturous, sleepless nights that had become normal
since Royal had the twins. They both stayed up bouncing babies, changing diapers, making
bottles and burping the boys, hoping for sleep in between their nightmarish first-weeks with the
newest additions to their little family.Dmitry reached out and grabbed her gently, pulling her into
his embrace as he kissed her cheek. She smelled of innocence and lavender. It was her very
own fragrance, and he adored it. “They’ll be here when you get home from school. Promise,” he
assured of the twins. “But you have to go to school. It’s Monday. All the good little girls will be at
school today, learning their alphabet and numbers, learning how to be proper princesses.” His
voice was calming and assuring as only a father’s voice could be.Dmitry had patience with only
four people in this world, his three little ones and his wife. As for Anya, it seemed as if he actually
had more patience for her than all the others combined and often looked forward to their little
negotiations. It gave him an opportunity to see just how smart his daughter was. And Anya never
ceased to amaze him. Each and every time that she negotiated, she pushed just a little further.“I
already know my alphabet in English, French and Cyrillic. I know my numbers too. Mrs. Mabry
said I was the smartest girl in class. So, I think it will be okay to miss a day, don’t you, Daddy?”
She batted her bright blue eyes at him.“You have excellent persuasive tactics for a five year old,
but no, I don’t think you’re skilled enough to miss school.” He knew that his Anya would not be
happy with his decision, but he had to stick with it. Royal had been on him lately about how much
he was giving in to her every whim. Even he knew that he was being a complete push over, but
how could anyone truly deny such a beautiful little girl.“If you let me stay here today, I won’t ask
you for anything else for the rest of the year, Daddy,” Anya finally said, taking his face in her
hands. She said so emphatically as if she was swearing an oath.“Didn’t you just say that about
that Bratz doll that you had me send Davyd out for on Saturday night?” he asked with a
grin.Anya’s small shoulders slumped. “Please,” she begged, knowing that she was losing the
battle.Dmitry put his forehead on hers and rubbed a hand through her inky, black mane. “No,” he
said softly. “But if you’re a good girl at school, I’ll make sure that you get to feed Maxim as soon
as you get home.”It wasn’t what Anya was hoping for but as she looked across the room and
noticed her mother peeking through the door watching the entire interaction, she knew that
things were as good as they were going to get.“Good morning,” Royal said with a soft smile on
her face. She leaned against the door in her plush white robe. The rings under her eyes matched
her husband’s and her hair was even wilder than Anya’s.“Momma, can I stay home today,
please?” Anya asked, moving her pleas to her mother.“I don’t even know why you ask when you
already know the answer,” Royal said, opening her daughter’s dresser drawer. “Do you want to
wear pink or purple today?”Anya had two favorite colors, and she wore a variation of the two



every single day.“Pink,” Anya pouted off the bed. She went into her walk-in closet and began to
pull out her school uniform.Dmitry stood up and stretched. “Well, my work here is done. She’s
had her teeth brushed and her face washed. The rest is up to you, my dear,” he said as he bent
to his wife’s ear.“Ummm, thanks,” Royal said, feeling his lips on her neck.Dmitry heard Anya
rustling in the closet and turned back to Royal. “We now have less than one week before the six-
week sentence is up, and I can ravage you from head to toe,” he said with a growl.“Promises,
promises,” Royal said playfully. “I don’t know if you can handle me after six weeks of no sex. I
might be too much for you.”“Please say that’s a challenge,” Dmitry toyed. “Because, I’m going to
make you eat your words.”Royal turned to him with her daughter’s underwear clutched in her
hand. “Well, I have plans of making you eat a lot more than that,” she said suggestively.“Are you
hungry, Daddy?” Anya asked eavesdropping as she stepped out of the closet with her jacket and
skirt for school.Dmitry cracked a smile at his wife, knowing that they would pick this conversation
up later when they were alone. “Starving,” he answered. Turning to his daughter, he smiled and
cleared his throat. “That’s why daddy is headed downstairs to fix you breakfast, munchkin.”“Can I
have pancakes?” Anya asked innocently.“You certainly may,” he said, running his hand through
her hair. “Any other requests?” he asked as he walked to the door. He looked at his wife and
licked his wide, rose-colored lips. “Maybe something different for the lady of the house?”“I’ll get
back to you,” Royal answered as she swept his body with her eyes.“I’ll be looking forward to it,”
Dmitry answered as he disappeared behind the door.Royal bit her lip and turned back to her
chores, trying to suppress the laugh that was trapped behind her devious smile. The truth was
that she wanted him as badly as he wanted her, but rules were rules. The doctor had ordered the
over-sexed pair to absolutely wait until her six-week check-up before they made love again,
which meant that all they could do at the present was foreplay each other to death. And in
between taking care of now three children, running business and normally day-to-day chores,
even that was nearly impossible.***Hot pancakes cooked directly from daddy’s hand and served
up on a little porcelain plate just for Anya was just what the little princess ordered before school.
While still pouting because she wasn’t allowed to stay home with her new brothers, she had
managed to be in better spirits with the entire family at the kitchen table.However, the family was
barely awake.Dmitry did his normal morning ritual at the head of the table. With a glass of
orange juice beside a cup of coffee and a plate full of turkey bacon, fried eggs and toast, he
thumbed through his financials on his I-Pad and occasionally looked over at the news playing on
the television mounted up on the wall directly in front of them. It took everything in him to focus
this morning as his age as well as his children were catching up with him. He remembered a time
when such trivial tasks would have neither effected his body nor his psyche but that was many
lifetimes ago.Now, he was much grayer than when his daughter was born five years ago and a
little less resilient on just a few hours of sleep. His enormous seven-foot frame was slouched
over the table, holding up all 320 pounds of aching muscle. He, too, had forgone his usual dress
for silk pajamas and a cotton gray t-shirt – a far cry from the man who normally dressed in three-
piece suits. But this was the life that he had chosen, and in truth, regardless of how hard it was at



times, he enjoyed it immensely.His life was peaceful, meaningful and finally worth
something.Drifting off in her own world, Royal sat beside Dmitry stirring her coffee and dozing off
to sleep. Still in her robe, she had managed before breakfast and after dressing Anya to pull her
hair into a loose ponytail and run hot water over her face to stay awake through breakfast, but
that was about all that she could muster. All she could think of was rest and how much of it she
had been denied lately.Where before the babies’ birth, she always was dressed to the teeth by
breakfast, now if she dressed at all, she was off to a good start. It was odd, but she didn’t recall
Anya’s arrival even with post-partum depression being as dramatic as the twins’ arrival, which
had been laborious but without the mental exhaustion that she had suffered with her daughter.
She could only attribute that to the fact that Ivan wasn’t a part of this pregnancy.The twins had
been a handful to carry and even more difficult to birth. After being in labor for eight hours, she
had undergone a well-needed C-section and awoke to Konstantin and Maxim Medlov.
Konstantin was the oldest by three minutes, but Maxim was the largest by five ounces.
Konstantin was a spitting image of his father with blonde locks and bright blue eyes while Maxim
was a spitting image of Ivan and Anya, ironically, with jet black hair and startling almost grayish
blue eyes.They could never get away from the man, no matter how they tried. Ivan’s genes were
forever present, always serving as a reminder that he had been on this earth and he had forever
impacted their lives. Only, she was in a place in her life where he was not such a moot factor.At
the end of the day, Royal thought both of her children to be beautiful, and she loved them dearly.
And in truth, she didn’t mind that two of her children looked like Ivan, because they were nothing
like him and everything like their father.What woman wouldn’t be proud?With the new additions
and all that was still required by Royal, she was thankful for the help that she had around the
house. The nanny who was nearly twice her age came in during the day and some evenings.
The entire family had learned their lesson about hiring young nannies like Victoria. Stepan, the
family butler helped run the other parts of the house along with maids, and Davyd, their dearest
friend and Dmitry’s closest companion, took Anya to school, drove Royal to all of her
appointments and to her boutique and ran most of the family’s errands. He was most definitely
their rock, more like the grandfather of the bunch than an employee. In fact, Anya had no clue
that he wasn’t a Medlov.Still, no amount of money could help with the true parenting. That was
left up to her and Dmitry. And they devoted themselves to the job one hundred percent of the
time.After the nanny from hell, Victoria, had been dismissed over a year ago, Dmitry and Royal
had agreed to do some things by themselves. And with a family as complicated as they were, it
was best.Besides, not many people would knowingly work for a mob family – not if they were
smart. And everyone who did work for them had been thoroughly checked along with their
families, from the nanny to the cook to the yard hands and farmers. No one was allowed on the
chateau property without first being cleared by Dmitry himself. He had a guy in the CIA who did a
thorough check for everyone and if they didn’t pass the background check, they didn’t get on the
property.Davyd chuckled as he fixed his plate, when the baby monitor sitting in between Dmitry
and Royal made a noise. Evidently one of the twins rolled over and cried in their sleep.



Immediately, both Royal and Dmitry froze in place, scared to death that the few minutes of peace
that they thought they had had been stolen from them.“Please go back to sleep,” Royal begged
as she put down her cup of coffee.Dmitry looked at the monitor with a raised brow, waiting for
the now familiar long, cry of one of his boys but was let off the hook when they just went back to
sleep.“Thank God,” Royal said, releasing the tension in her shoulders.“I’ve never seen two
people so afraid of babies,” Davyd said, sitting down beside Anya. “Good morning,
princess.”“Good morning, Davyd,” Anya said with a little pout.“And what’s the matter with you?”
he asked with a thick Russian accent. He doted over her as much as her father did and was just
as blind to her games.“They won’t let me stay home today,” she tattled in a whisper as she
looked over at her parents.He looked at the couple too. “Well, I’m sure that the boys will be here
when you get home,” Davyd whispered back and winked his eye. He looked over Anya at Dmitry.
“Do you need anything from town while I’m out this morning?”“No,” Dmitry said gruffly. “All I need
is a little rest.”“Well, Marta will be here in about an hour,” Davyd said, looking at his watch.“Forty-
five minutes,” Dmitry corrected. “And I plan to sleep for at least eight hours once she gets
here.”Royal smirked. “You’re the one who wanted more children.”“Maybe we’ll wait until these
can take care of the others before we start up again,” Dmitry answered.“Others? Dmitry, I don’t
plan to have any more of your children,” Royal joked. “This shop is currently shut down for
business.” She motioned towards her still plump belly.“We’ve heard that before,” Davyd said with
a chuckle.“She knows that she can’t resist my charm,” Dmitry said to Davyd, leaning over to kiss
her cheek. “What woman in her right mind could resist a Russian?”“Haven’t run into one yet,”
Davyd added.Playfully, Royal pulled away from him. “Your charms have the both of us sleep
deprived and me in need of a tummy tuck.”Anya watched the interaction between her mother
and father and laughed too. Turning back to her nearly finished breakfast, she had a curious
thought.“Uncle Davyd, why don’t you have kids?” she asked suddenly.Davyd cleared his throat
and looked over at Dmitry again. Kids ask the craziest questions, he thought to himself. “Well,
because I’m not married,” he finally said when he realized Anya was waiting for a response. He
knew that while the Medlov family was not normal, Dmitry believed dearly in conservative views
regarding his children.“Why aren’t you married?” she asked as a follow-up.Dmitry stuffed the
bacon in his mouth and cracked a devious smile. “Because he’s a playboy,” he answered to let
Davyd off the hook. He knew that his daughter was far too young to understand their code.
Davyd was an old-school Vor, a man of the Thieves-in-Law and he was married to it and it only.
He would never marry or have children, even though he had had many opportunities over the
years.“You mean you’re a playboy like Anatoly?” Anya asked with a grin. “He has had a million
girlfriends, and he has a problem with commitment.” She had no idea what it meant, but she
liked the idea that she had remembered what was said about her brother.“Anya, where did you
hear that Anatoly was a playboy?” Royal asked concerned.“I heard the maid, Clarisse, tell the
other maid, Loni, that he was a playboy just the other day,” Anya answered honestly. “What does
he like to play? Hide and go seek?”Dmitry couldn’t help himself although he could see that Royal
was turning red. He laughed aloud and hit the table. So did Davyd, but he muffled his laugh in his



hand.“Priceless,” Dmitry finally chuckled.Royal cut her eyes at her husband and corrected her
daughter. “Your brother is just young. He’s in a committed relationship with the nice woman you
met, Renee. A playboy means that he can’t commit, or can’t love one person. But he does. It just
took him a long time to find someone to love…just like daddy.”“I doubt if she even remembers
Renee,” Dmitry said, wiping his face with his napkin. He could always count on Anya to cheer
him up, and he could always count on Royal to get too serious.“I remember her, Daddy. She is
the pretty black woman that Ana always brings on family trips with him now,” Anya said, proud
that she remembered.Dmitry raised his brow. “Well, she does remember,” he said
impressed.Royal, however, was focused on another aspect of the conversation. “Who told you
that she was black?”“We learned about race at school last week,” Anya answered. “Isn’t she
black, Mommy?”Royal nodded. “She’s African-American, just like me, just like you.”“Anya Medlov
is half African-American,” Dmitry corrected. “Don’t forget my half of the equation. Not that I mind
the African-American part of her. I’m quite proud of both, but it’s important to acknowledge all of
her heritage.”“Well, the point is that I’m not ready to discuss race yet, and I don’t think that the
children should be taught race until the parents give permission,” Royal said in a more serious
tone. “What if their views don’t match ours? Then we have to re-teach them? That’s ridiculous.
That’s not what we pay them for. I want her to learn to read and write before she has to learn
about race.”“Well, she has to learn at some point,” Dmitry said absently.“I know that,” Royal said
in a huff. “Oh, never mind.” She looked at Anya, who was now confused. “This doesn’t concern
you, baby. You’re right. Renee is African-American or black. It’s the same thing, but some people
prefer one term over the other. I prefer African-American for reasons I’ll explain to you later.”“Now
you’re just speaking over her head,” Dmitry interrupted.Royal rolled her eyes. “Well, I wouldn’t
have to have this discussion at seven in the morning if the fifteen-thousand-dollar per quarter
kinder academy we pay for had not broached the subject without my permission,” she
defended.“Ahh, you’re both just exhausted. Why don’t you go and get some rest and you can talk
to each other about this later. You’ll still be African-American, and he’ll still be Russian,” Davyd
said, finishing his breakfast.“Amen,” Dmitry said, pushing back from the table. He raised his arms
and waved at his daughter. “Anya, come and give your papa a kiss before you’re off to
school.”Anya did as her father said and got up from the table and walked over to kiss his cheek.
He picked her up in his large arms and held her tight to him, nuzzling his nose in her hair. “I love
you,” he said, putting her back down on the ground. “Just as you are.” He looked into Anya’s blue
eyes and rubbed a hand across her jet-black bangs.“I love you too, Daddy,” she said with a
smile. Dimples exploded in both of her rosy cheeks.Dmitry couldn’t help but kiss her again.How
could anyone not love a face like that? He thought to himself, and in the same thought, he again
reminded himself of how lucky he was.Shifting attention, Anya quickly snuggled into her
mother’s arms. Royal held her close, kissed her quickly on both cheeks and wiped the bread
crumbs from the sides of her pouty mouth. “Have a great day at school. And as soon as you
come home, you can feed Maxim. Promise.”Anya couldn’t help but light up. “Thank you, Mommy.
I love you.”Royal giggled. “I love you too, munchkin.” It was amazing how that little girl knew how



to light her up even in her deepest of thoughts.Getting up from the table, Dmitry and Royal left
Anya with Davyd and headed back upstairs hand-in-hand. It was a normal ritual to spend time
with the little princess at the kitchen table like a normal family before she was escorted to
school.Dmitry felt like it gave Anya a true understanding of how important family was, and it put
things into perspective on a daily basis for him. No matter how tired he was, if he was in the city
then he was here with the women in his life. And after Anya had had a hearty breakfast and been
allowed a little early morning chatter, he and Royal would finally make their way to the bedroom
to get some much deserved sleep.“I can’t wait to feel that pillow under my head,” Royal said,
walking slowly up the stairs.Dmitry snickered. “Don’t tell me that those little babies are already
wearing you out.” He looked down at her and winked.Royal rolled her eyes. “You don’t look so
spry yourself, big boy.”Dmitry yawned involuntarily. “I have an excuse.”“Yeah, what’s that?” she
asked.“Well, I’m much older than you.”“As long as Hugh Hefner is alive, then you don’t have an
excuse. Besides, you’re the one who wanted a huge family. Remember? Be careful what you ask
for, old man.” Running her hand over the stitches on her lower abdomen, she clenched her jaw
and tried to hide the stabbing reminder of her recent surgery.Anya had been a vaginal birth. This
was her first C-section, and the nagging pain was incredibly uncomfortable. However, because
of her prior issue with pain pills, she preferred to deal with the pain as naturally as
possible.Dmitry noticed her discomfort and instantly became more serious. “Are you still hurting
very much?” He stopped in his tracks and looked down into her warm, brown eyes.“It’s just
these…weird sharp pains every once in a while. They hurt more during the morning when I first
get up than any other time of the day.” She tried not to make a big deal out of it considering how
Dmitry was. At the first sign of pain, he freaked out.“I hate that they had to cut you,” he
lamented.“Well, I’ve been taking good care of the sutures. So, hopefully, you won’t even notice it
in a few months.”Dmitry was shocked that she thought that he was concerned about the look of
the scars. Screw the bloody scars. He was worried about her.Picking her up in his large arms, he
scooped her up and held her close to him. He nuzzled his face in her hair and smelled her
perfume. Royal didn’t fight his excessive babying today. Resting her head against his chest, she
wrapped her arms around his neck and smiled. “It’s nice to know that you can still be romantic,
even when I look like this,” she said, looking down at her pajamas that had a small stain from a
feeding from the night before.His eyes twinkled with sincerity. “I sort of like this look,” he said,
walking with her in his arms. The same dimple in Anya’s cheek showed in his as he smiled. “I’m
going to run you a hot bath and wash your hair while the children are still sleeping. How does
that sound?”“Like a dream,” she said with a hum.“Well, you deserve it,” he said as his foot hit the
top step to the second floor.Royal looked behind them at how far he had carried her. Even after
all these years, he was still so very strong, so full of life and full of passion. She craved that in
him.Clenching tighter to his body, she nuzzled into his masculine scent and felt safe.Dmitry was
a true alpha male in every aspect of the word. He was a provider, protector and a lover, as
territorial as the lion in his jungle but as kind as a king at court.Plus, she always felt safe when
she was buried near his musky, male throat, inhaling his virile scent and so close to his raging,



resilient beating heart. Dmitry was one of those men who naturally drew in a woman, made her
lose her mind and forget herself just to be near him. Between his larger than life height, his wide,
strong size and his enchanting great looks, even if he had not been a billionaire crime boss, he
still would have gone far in this world. Men like him always did.What really amazed her was how
even after being married for over five years, how she felt as though she had just met him. The
butterflies never ceased to erupt in her stomach when she woke beside him every morning, and
he still made her inner woman purr when he whispered naughty words into her ear. Maybe it was
his Russian accent or the minty scent always lingering on his tongue, but he could hypnotize her
within minutes, place her under a mighty spell and then have his way with her.Quietly, Dmitry
opened the door for them and carried her to their bed. Placing her gently down, he rubbed
through her thick mane and watched her eyes lazily relax as she lay back on the soft pillows.She
snuggled in, preparing for a deep long sleep.Ahh…he wasn’t sure which one of them was more
relaxed at the moment. She seemed finally ready to rest, and he was just in a state of bliss, hard
to explain but a very distinct feeling of joy. The simple life was finally starting to be everything
Dmitry had hoped for. The kids were healthy and happy and the same was true for him and his
wife. Plus, things were going well with Anatoly and what was left of the Medlov council back in
the states; his businesses were thriving despite the recession, and he was still a billionaire with
more wealth accumulating by the day.Honestly, he was not sure if he could ask for more. He was
wealthy, healthy, the father of four amazing children and married to a young, beautiful woman
who worshiped the ground that he walked on.Who could ask for more?That in itself was
amazing considering he was born a gutter rat in Moscow to a drugged-out whore and a middle-
aged crime boss, tossed in prison before eighteen and destined to be a total failure.The only
family he was supposed to ever have was a sociopathic little brother and the Vor, but somehow,
he had ended up with a hell of a lot more than anyone ever thought he would. Ask anyone, his
late father included – no one thought he’d even live this long.Guys like him normally didn’t end
up with such a good life, but Dmitry had managed to come out on top. So, why not treat his wife
like a queen, dote on her, take care of her, and raise his children in peace? Considering how
hard that he had worked to acquire this lifestyle, it would be a pity not to indulge himself in every
aspect of being a family man.Chapter 1Chapter 1 The sun was on the horizon, breaking dawn
and cascading across the vast green lands while in the deep in the valley between snow-capped
mountains and hundreds of acres of farmland, the quiet palatial Medlov chateau began to finally
rustle awake.Lights turned on the second floor as people began to move about. Alas, the
weekend was over and it was again Monday. Time for the real world to emerge - even for the
smallest of the Medlov clan.Giggles came as a bubbly Anya bolted from the bathroom in her
bunny pajamas, running down the hallway away from her father with her baby doll in hand. Her
wild, long hair tangled about her rosy face as she sprinted into her pink bedroom and jumped up
in her unmade, but very fluffy canopy bed.“Now, now, Anya. It’s time to get ready for school,”
Dmitry said, walking into her bedroom a few seconds later. A smile laced his curved lips. And
any attempt to scold the child swiftly failed. A whine followed quickly. “But Papa, I don’t want to



go to school,” Anya begged as she hugged her baby doll tighter. “I want to stay home with you
and mama and the babies today. Momma said I could feed Maxim. I’m getting really good at it.”
Her voice carried an adorable pout, nearly succeeding in her intentions to derail her itinerary as
her father came over and sat down beside her.His large frame caused the mattress to sink just a
bit as he rested his tired body beside her. Dark circles were evident under his crystal blue eyes
from the torturous, sleepless nights that had become normal since Royal had the twins. They
both stayed up bouncing babies, changing diapers, making bottles and burping the boys, hoping
for sleep in between their nightmarish first-weeks with the newest additions to their little
family.Dmitry reached out and grabbed her gently, pulling her into his embrace as he kissed her
cheek. She smelled of innocence and lavender. It was her very own fragrance, and he adored it.
“They’ll be here when you get home from school. Promise,” he assured of the twins. “But you
have to go to school. It’s Monday. All the good little girls will be at school today, learning their
alphabet and numbers, learning how to be proper princesses.” His voice was calming and
assuring as only a father’s voice could be.Dmitry had patience with only four people in this world,
his three little ones and his wife. As for Anya, it seemed as if he actually had more patience for
her than all the others combined and often looked forward to their little negotiations. It gave him
an opportunity to see just how smart his daughter was. And Anya never ceased to amaze him.
Each and every time that she negotiated, she pushed just a little further.“I already know my
alphabet in English, French and Cyrillic. I know my numbers too. Mrs. Mabry said I was the
smartest girl in class. So, I think it will be okay to miss a day, don’t you, Daddy?” She batted her
bright blue eyes at him.“You have excellent persuasive tactics for a five year old, but no, I don’t
think you’re skilled enough to miss school.” He knew that his Anya would not be happy with his
decision, but he had to stick with it. Royal had been on him lately about how much he was giving
in to her every whim. Even he knew that he was being a complete push over, but how could
anyone truly deny such a beautiful little girl.“If you let me stay here today, I won’t ask you for
anything else for the rest of the year, Daddy,” Anya finally said, taking his face in her hands. She
said so emphatically as if she was swearing an oath.“Didn’t you just say that about that Bratz doll
that you had me send Davyd out for on Saturday night?” he asked with a grin.Anya’s small
shoulders slumped. “Please,” she begged, knowing that she was losing the battle.Dmitry put his
forehead on hers and rubbed a hand through her inky, black mane. “No,” he said softly. “But if
you’re a good girl at school, I’ll make sure that you get to feed Maxim as soon as you get home.”It
wasn’t what Anya was hoping for but as she looked across the room and noticed her mother
peeking through the door watching the entire interaction, she knew that things were as good as
they were going to get.“Good morning,” Royal said with a soft smile on her face. She leaned
against the door in her plush white robe. The rings under her eyes matched her husband’s and
her hair was even wilder than Anya’s.“Momma, can I stay home today, please?” Anya asked,
moving her pleas to her mother.“I don’t even know why you ask when you already know the
answer,” Royal said, opening her daughter’s dresser drawer. “Do you want to wear pink or purple
today?”Anya had two favorite colors, and she wore a variation of the two every single day.“Pink,”



Anya pouted off the bed. She went into her walk-in closet and began to pull out her school
uniform.Dmitry stood up and stretched. “Well, my work here is done. She’s had her teeth
brushed and her face washed. The rest is up to you, my dear,” he said as he bent to his wife’s
ear.“Ummm, thanks,” Royal said, feeling his lips on her neck.Dmitry heard Anya rustling in the
closet and turned back to Royal. “We now have less than one week before the six-week
sentence is up, and I can ravage you from head to toe,” he said with a growl.“Promises,
promises,” Royal said playfully. “I don’t know if you can handle me after six weeks of no sex. I
might be too much for you.”“Please say that’s a challenge,” Dmitry toyed. “Because, I’m going to
make you eat your words.”Royal turned to him with her daughter’s underwear clutched in her
hand. “Well, I have plans of making you eat a lot more than that,” she said suggestively.“Are you
hungry, Daddy?” Anya asked eavesdropping as she stepped out of the closet with her jacket and
skirt for school.Dmitry cracked a smile at his wife, knowing that they would pick this conversation
up later when they were alone. “Starving,” he answered. Turning to his daughter, he smiled and
cleared his throat. “That’s why daddy is headed downstairs to fix you breakfast, munchkin.”“Can I
have pancakes?” Anya asked innocently.“You certainly may,” he said, running his hand through
her hair. “Any other requests?” he asked as he walked to the door. He looked at his wife and
licked his wide, rose-colored lips. “Maybe something different for the lady of the house?”“I’ll get
back to you,” Royal answered as she swept his body with her eyes.“I’ll be looking forward to it,”
Dmitry answered as he disappeared behind the door.Royal bit her lip and turned back to her
chores, trying to suppress the laugh that was trapped behind her devious smile. The truth was
that she wanted him as badly as he wanted her, but rules were rules. The doctor had ordered the
over-sexed pair to absolutely wait until her six-week check-up before they made love again,
which meant that all they could do at the present was foreplay each other to death. And in
between taking care of now three children, running business and normally day-to-day chores,
even that was nearly impossible.***Hot pancakes cooked directly from daddy’s hand and served
up on a little porcelain plate just for Anya was just what the little princess ordered before school.
While still pouting because she wasn’t allowed to stay home with her new brothers, she had
managed to be in better spirits with the entire family at the kitchen table.However, the family was
barely awake.Dmitry did his normal morning ritual at the head of the table. With a glass of
orange juice beside a cup of coffee and a plate full of turkey bacon, fried eggs and toast, he
thumbed through his financials on his I-Pad and occasionally looked over at the news playing on
the television mounted up on the wall directly in front of them. It took everything in him to focus
this morning as his age as well as his children were catching up with him. He remembered a time
when such trivial tasks would have neither effected his body nor his psyche but that was many
lifetimes ago.Now, he was much grayer than when his daughter was born five years ago and a
little less resilient on just a few hours of sleep. His enormous seven-foot frame was slouched
over the table, holding up all 320 pounds of aching muscle. He, too, had forgone his usual dress
for silk pajamas and a cotton gray t-shirt – a far cry from the man who normally dressed in three-
piece suits. But this was the life that he had chosen, and in truth, regardless of how hard it was at



times, he enjoyed it immensely.His life was peaceful, meaningful and finally worth
something.Drifting off in her own world, Royal sat beside Dmitry stirring her coffee and dozing off
to sleep. Still in her robe, she had managed before breakfast and after dressing Anya to pull her
hair into a loose ponytail and run hot water over her face to stay awake through breakfast, but
that was about all that she could muster. All she could think of was rest and how much of it she
had been denied lately.Where before the babies’ birth, she always was dressed to the teeth by
breakfast, now if she dressed at all, she was off to a good start. It was odd, but she didn’t recall
Anya’s arrival even with post-partum depression being as dramatic as the twins’ arrival, which
had been laborious but without the mental exhaustion that she had suffered with her daughter.
She could only attribute that to the fact that Ivan wasn’t a part of this pregnancy.The twins had
been a handful to carry and even more difficult to birth. After being in labor for eight hours, she
had undergone a well-needed C-section and awoke to Konstantin and Maxim Medlov.
Konstantin was the oldest by three minutes, but Maxim was the largest by five ounces.
Konstantin was a spitting image of his father with blonde locks and bright blue eyes while Maxim
was a spitting image of Ivan and Anya, ironically, with jet black hair and startling almost grayish
blue eyes.They could never get away from the man, no matter how they tried. Ivan’s genes were
forever present, always serving as a reminder that he had been on this earth and he had forever
impacted their lives. Only, she was in a place in her life where he was not such a moot factor.At
the end of the day, Royal thought both of her children to be beautiful, and she loved them dearly.
And in truth, she didn’t mind that two of her children looked like Ivan, because they were nothing
like him and everything like their father.What woman wouldn’t be proud?With the new additions
and all that was still required by Royal, she was thankful for the help that she had around the
house. The nanny who was nearly twice her age came in during the day and some evenings.
The entire family had learned their lesson about hiring young nannies like Victoria. Stepan, the
family butler helped run the other parts of the house along with maids, and Davyd, their dearest
friend and Dmitry’s closest companion, took Anya to school, drove Royal to all of her
appointments and to her boutique and ran most of the family’s errands. He was most definitely
their rock, more like the grandfather of the bunch than an employee. In fact, Anya had no clue
that he wasn’t a Medlov.Still, no amount of money could help with the true parenting. That was
left up to her and Dmitry. And they devoted themselves to the job one hundred percent of the
time.After the nanny from hell, Victoria, had been dismissed over a year ago, Dmitry and Royal
had agreed to do some things by themselves. And with a family as complicated as they were, it
was best.Besides, not many people would knowingly work for a mob family – not if they were
smart. And everyone who did work for them had been thoroughly checked along with their
families, from the nanny to the cook to the yard hands and farmers. No one was allowed on the
chateau property without first being cleared by Dmitry himself. He had a guy in the CIA who did a
thorough check for everyone and if they didn’t pass the background check, they didn’t get on the
property.Davyd chuckled as he fixed his plate, when the baby monitor sitting in between Dmitry
and Royal made a noise. Evidently one of the twins rolled over and cried in their sleep.



Immediately, both Royal and Dmitry froze in place, scared to death that the few minutes of peace
that they thought they had had been stolen from them.“Please go back to sleep,” Royal begged
as she put down her cup of coffee.Dmitry looked at the monitor with a raised brow, waiting for
the now familiar long, cry of one of his boys but was let off the hook when they just went back to
sleep.“Thank God,” Royal said, releasing the tension in her shoulders.“I’ve never seen two
people so afraid of babies,” Davyd said, sitting down beside Anya. “Good morning,
princess.”“Good morning, Davyd,” Anya said with a little pout.“And what’s the matter with you?”
he asked with a thick Russian accent. He doted over her as much as her father did and was just
as blind to her games.“They won’t let me stay home today,” she tattled in a whisper as she
looked over at her parents.He looked at the couple too. “Well, I’m sure that the boys will be here
when you get home,” Davyd whispered back and winked his eye. He looked over Anya at Dmitry.
“Do you need anything from town while I’m out this morning?”“No,” Dmitry said gruffly. “All I need
is a little rest.”“Well, Marta will be here in about an hour,” Davyd said, looking at his watch.“Forty-
five minutes,” Dmitry corrected. “And I plan to sleep for at least eight hours once she gets
here.”Royal smirked. “You’re the one who wanted more children.”“Maybe we’ll wait until these
can take care of the others before we start up again,” Dmitry answered.“Others? Dmitry, I don’t
plan to have any more of your children,” Royal joked. “This shop is currently shut down for
business.” She motioned towards her still plump belly.“We’ve heard that before,” Davyd said with
a chuckle.“She knows that she can’t resist my charm,” Dmitry said to Davyd, leaning over to kiss
her cheek. “What woman in her right mind could resist a Russian?”“Haven’t run into one yet,”
Davyd added.Playfully, Royal pulled away from him. “Your charms have the both of us sleep
deprived and me in need of a tummy tuck.”Anya watched the interaction between her mother
and father and laughed too. Turning back to her nearly finished breakfast, she had a curious
thought.“Uncle Davyd, why don’t you have kids?” she asked suddenly.Davyd cleared his throat
and looked over at Dmitry again. Kids ask the craziest questions, he thought to himself. “Well,
because I’m not married,” he finally said when he realized Anya was waiting for a response. He
knew that while the Medlov family was not normal, Dmitry believed dearly in conservative views
regarding his children.“Why aren’t you married?” she asked as a follow-up.Dmitry stuffed the
bacon in his mouth and cracked a devious smile. “Because he’s a playboy,” he answered to let
Davyd off the hook. He knew that his daughter was far too young to understand their code.
Davyd was an old-school Vor, a man of the Thieves-in-Law and he was married to it and it only.
He would never marry or have children, even though he had had many opportunities over the
years.“You mean you’re a playboy like Anatoly?” Anya asked with a grin. “He has had a million
girlfriends, and he has a problem with commitment.” She had no idea what it meant, but she
liked the idea that she had remembered what was said about her brother.“Anya, where did you
hear that Anatoly was a playboy?” Royal asked concerned.“I heard the maid, Clarisse, tell the
other maid, Loni, that he was a playboy just the other day,” Anya answered honestly. “What does
he like to play? Hide and go seek?”Dmitry couldn’t help himself although he could see that Royal
was turning red. He laughed aloud and hit the table. So did Davyd, but he muffled his laugh in his



hand.“Priceless,” Dmitry finally chuckled.Royal cut her eyes at her husband and corrected her
daughter. “Your brother is just young. He’s in a committed relationship with the nice woman you
met, Renee. A playboy means that he can’t commit, or can’t love one person. But he does. It just
took him a long time to find someone to love…just like daddy.”“I doubt if she even remembers
Renee,” Dmitry said, wiping his face with his napkin. He could always count on Anya to cheer
him up, and he could always count on Royal to get too serious.“I remember her, Daddy. She is
the pretty black woman that Ana always brings on family trips with him now,” Anya said, proud
that she remembered.Dmitry raised his brow. “Well, she does remember,” he said
impressed.Royal, however, was focused on another aspect of the conversation. “Who told you
that she was black?”“We learned about race at school last week,” Anya answered. “Isn’t she
black, Mommy?”Royal nodded. “She’s African-American, just like me, just like you.”“Anya Medlov
is half African-American,” Dmitry corrected. “Don’t forget my half of the equation. Not that I mind
the African-American part of her. I’m quite proud of both, but it’s important to acknowledge all of
her heritage.”“Well, the point is that I’m not ready to discuss race yet, and I don’t think that the
children should be taught race until the parents give permission,” Royal said in a more serious
tone. “What if their views don’t match ours? Then we have to re-teach them? That’s ridiculous.
That’s not what we pay them for. I want her to learn to read and write before she has to learn
about race.”“Well, she has to learn at some point,” Dmitry said absently.“I know that,” Royal said
in a huff. “Oh, never mind.” She looked at Anya, who was now confused. “This doesn’t concern
you, baby. You’re right. Renee is African-American or black. It’s the same thing, but some people
prefer one term over the other. I prefer African-American for reasons I’ll explain to you later.”“Now
you’re just speaking over her head,” Dmitry interrupted.Royal rolled her eyes. “Well, I wouldn’t
have to have this discussion at seven in the morning if the fifteen-thousand-dollar per quarter
kinder academy we pay for had not broached the subject without my permission,” she
defended.“Ahh, you’re both just exhausted. Why don’t you go and get some rest and you can talk
to each other about this later. You’ll still be African-American, and he’ll still be Russian,” Davyd
said, finishing his breakfast.“Amen,” Dmitry said, pushing back from the table. He raised his arms
and waved at his daughter. “Anya, come and give your papa a kiss before you’re off to
school.”Anya did as her father said and got up from the table and walked over to kiss his cheek.
He picked her up in his large arms and held her tight to him, nuzzling his nose in her hair. “I love
you,” he said, putting her back down on the ground. “Just as you are.” He looked into Anya’s blue
eyes and rubbed a hand across her jet-black bangs.“I love you too, Daddy,” she said with a
smile. Dimples exploded in both of her rosy cheeks.Dmitry couldn’t help but kiss her again.How
could anyone not love a face like that? He thought to himself, and in the same thought, he again
reminded himself of how lucky he was.Shifting attention, Anya quickly snuggled into her
mother’s arms. Royal held her close, kissed her quickly on both cheeks and wiped the bread
crumbs from the sides of her pouty mouth. “Have a great day at school. And as soon as you
come home, you can feed Maxim. Promise.”Anya couldn’t help but light up. “Thank you, Mommy.
I love you.”Royal giggled. “I love you too, munchkin.” It was amazing how that little girl knew how



to light her up even in her deepest of thoughts.Getting up from the table, Dmitry and Royal left
Anya with Davyd and headed back upstairs hand-in-hand. It was a normal ritual to spend time
with the little princess at the kitchen table like a normal family before she was escorted to
school.Dmitry felt like it gave Anya a true understanding of how important family was, and it put
things into perspective on a daily basis for him. No matter how tired he was, if he was in the city
then he was here with the women in his life. And after Anya had had a hearty breakfast and been
allowed a little early morning chatter, he and Royal would finally make their way to the bedroom
to get some much deserved sleep.“I can’t wait to feel that pillow under my head,” Royal said,
walking slowly up the stairs.Dmitry snickered. “Don’t tell me that those little babies are already
wearing you out.” He looked down at her and winked.Royal rolled her eyes. “You don’t look so
spry yourself, big boy.”Dmitry yawned involuntarily. “I have an excuse.”“Yeah, what’s that?” she
asked.“Well, I’m much older than you.”“As long as Hugh Hefner is alive, then you don’t have an
excuse. Besides, you’re the one who wanted a huge family. Remember? Be careful what you ask
for, old man.” Running her hand over the stitches on her lower abdomen, she clenched her jaw
and tried to hide the stabbing reminder of her recent surgery.Anya had been a vaginal birth. This
was her first C-section, and the nagging pain was incredibly uncomfortable. However, because
of her prior issue with pain pills, she preferred to deal with the pain as naturally as
possible.Dmitry noticed her discomfort and instantly became more serious. “Are you still hurting
very much?” He stopped in his tracks and looked down into her warm, brown eyes.“It’s just
these…weird sharp pains every once in a while. They hurt more during the morning when I first
get up than any other time of the day.” She tried not to make a big deal out of it considering how
Dmitry was. At the first sign of pain, he freaked out.“I hate that they had to cut you,” he
lamented.“Well, I’ve been taking good care of the sutures. So, hopefully, you won’t even notice it
in a few months.”Dmitry was shocked that she thought that he was concerned about the look of
the scars. Screw the bloody scars. He was worried about her.Picking her up in his large arms, he
scooped her up and held her close to him. He nuzzled his face in her hair and smelled her
perfume. Royal didn’t fight his excessive babying today. Resting her head against his chest, she
wrapped her arms around his neck and smiled. “It’s nice to know that you can still be romantic,
even when I look like this,” she said, looking down at her pajamas that had a small stain from a
feeding from the night before.His eyes twinkled with sincerity. “I sort of like this look,” he said,
walking with her in his arms. The same dimple in Anya’s cheek showed in his as he smiled. “I’m
going to run you a hot bath and wash your hair while the children are still sleeping. How does
that sound?”“Like a dream,” she said with a hum.“Well, you deserve it,” he said as his foot hit the
top step to the second floor.Royal looked behind them at how far he had carried her. Even after
all these years, he was still so very strong, so full of life and full of passion. She craved that in
him.Clenching tighter to his body, she nuzzled into his masculine scent and felt safe.Dmitry was
a true alpha male in every aspect of the word. He was a provider, protector and a lover, as
territorial as the lion in his jungle but as kind as a king at court.Plus, she always felt safe when
she was buried near his musky, male throat, inhaling his virile scent and so close to his raging,



resilient beating heart. Dmitry was one of those men who naturally drew in a woman, made her
lose her mind and forget herself just to be near him. Between his larger than life height, his wide,
strong size and his enchanting great looks, even if he had not been a billionaire crime boss, he
still would have gone far in this world. Men like him always did.What really amazed her was how
even after being married for over five years, how she felt as though she had just met him. The
butterflies never ceased to erupt in her stomach when she woke beside him every morning, and
he still made her inner woman purr when he whispered naughty words into her ear. Maybe it was
his Russian accent or the minty scent always lingering on his tongue, but he could hypnotize her
within minutes, place her under a mighty spell and then have his way with her.Quietly, Dmitry
opened the door for them and carried her to their bed. Placing her gently down, he rubbed
through her thick mane and watched her eyes lazily relax as she lay back on the soft pillows.She
snuggled in, preparing for a deep long sleep.Ahh…he wasn’t sure which one of them was more
relaxed at the moment. She seemed finally ready to rest, and he was just in a state of bliss, hard
to explain but a very distinct feeling of joy. The simple life was finally starting to be everything
Dmitry had hoped for. The kids were healthy and happy and the same was true for him and his
wife. Plus, things were going well with Anatoly and what was left of the Medlov council back in
the states; his businesses were thriving despite the recession, and he was still a billionaire with
more wealth accumulating by the day.Honestly, he was not sure if he could ask for more. He was
wealthy, healthy, the father of four amazing children and married to a young, beautiful woman
who worshiped the ground that he walked on.Who could ask for more?That in itself was
amazing considering he was born a gutter rat in Moscow to a drugged-out whore and a middle-
aged crime boss, tossed in prison before eighteen and destined to be a total failure.The only
family he was supposed to ever have was a sociopathic little brother and the Vor, but somehow,
he had ended up with a hell of a lot more than anyone ever thought he would. Ask anyone, his
late father included – no one thought he’d even live this long.Guys like him normally didn’t end
up with such a good life, but Dmitry had managed to come out on top. So, why not treat his wife
like a queen, dote on her, take care of her, and raise his children in peace? Considering how
hard that he had worked to acquire this lifestyle, it would be a pity not to indulge himself in every
aspect of being a family man.Chapter 2On schedule, Davyd and his assistant bodyguard, Yuri,
walked Anya through the back corridor leading from the kitchen-area to the newly renovated
garage. As they stepped into the large space, the motion detector recognized their movement
and instantly lit up the room. Quickly, row-by-row, the fluorescent overhead lights snapped on all
the way down ten perfect isles of luxury vehicles as the trio started their daily routine.The garage
was more like a showroom than a shelter. Limestone floors sparkled under millions of dollars’
worth of the world’s finest engineering. Stainless steel cabinets lined up masterfully on a long
wall leading length-ways down the room and held all the essential equipment to keep the cars
going and another row of stainless-steel cabinets down the shorter wall, stored monitors, jacks
and high-end machinery found only in the best luxury mechanic garages. In the far corner,
blending in with the rest of the cabinets was a small arsenal of weapons and monitors that



showed the perimeter of the house. The room was also as sterile as a doctor’s office and as
modern as any museum. It was just another testament to Dmitry’s appreciation for all things high-
end with each car telling a story from his past.However, this room had a completely different
meaning for Anya. It was another playroom. She loved the way the lights flickered on for them
automatically, and she loved that Davyd would let her pick which car she could ride to school in
every morning. The choice was always hers and was made only after they entered the garage.
And her choice was never the same. Anya didn’t know that it was just another security protocol
set up by her entourage of bodyguards to ensure that no one knew exactly what vehicle she
would be escorted in. Davyd was always thorough that way. He constantly performed security
checks and tried to ensure that his dear little Anya was safe, even without her knowing it.Anya
still had a pout as she loaded into the back of the family Bentley and turned on her television to
watch a new episode of her favorite cartoon on DVD.“Seat belt on,” Davyd ordered as he closed
the passenger door and back at her.“Check,” Anya replied as she clicked her belt.The doors
locked as the assistant bodyguard finished the preliminary check to make sure that no
explosives had been attached to the car.The door to the garage opened quickly and bright light
from the earlymorning sun shined onto the car as it pulled out and started its trek from the family
farm to the city.Like clockwork, Davyd canvassed the area, looking for anything out of place on
the farm, but all looked normal. The field workers walked alongside of their buggies or worked
out on the land; the grounds crew worked on lawn and the guards stood post at the perimeter
checkpoints.“Another day,” Davyd said to his driver.“No, not just any day. I’m going to ask Mila to
marry me tonight,” the young man said with a proud grin.Anya grabbed her remote and
discreetly turned down her television just a bit to listen to the adult conversation.“But you’re such
a young man,” Davyd said, concerned. “What’s the rush? You knock her up?”“No,” the driver
answered with a blush. “I love her. It’s been a year now. I can’t wait any longer.”Davyd raised his
brow. The concept was lost on him. Sure, he loved the family he served; he loved the Vor; he
loved his plush life, but as many women as he saw from time-to-time, he had loved none. He
turned up his lip at a thought and then heaved a sigh. “Well, good luck to you then, boy.”“Thank
you,” the man said, feeling fulfilled. “When we drop Ms. Anya off, I’ll show you the ring, da.”“Aye,
I’d be interested in seeing what voluntary manslaughter looks like,” Davyd joked.Anya forgot that
she wasn’t supposed to be listening and quickly interjected. “Daddy said that Davyd is a
playboy,” she repeated.Davyd turned and looked behind him at Anya, who quickly threw her
small hands over her pouty pink lips. Her eyes bucked as she blushed. “Sorry, Davyd,” she said
in a muffled voice.“Mind your business back there, little munchkin. It’s rude to eavesdrop, though
you be a pro at it.” He gave her a wink and smile.Anya giggled and turned back to Dora’s
movie.The driver looked at Davyd and smiled. “She’s been here before, that little girl.”“I know.”
Davyd shook his head. “Twice. She’s got an old soul. I hope to live long enough to see her grow
into a young woman. She’s going to give this world hell.”The beautiful winding roads through the
plush countryside full of tall trees, foliage and brush and acres of farmland made for a peaceful
drive. As they passed the land marker that designated the end of the Medlov land, they entered



a shady portion of the road where the trees were so tall and full until it nearly blotted out the view
of the sun peeking through the millions of leaves.The driver hit his breaks suddenly when a small
buggy being pulled by an old man came across the road without notice.“Shit! What is he trying
to do, get killed?” the driver said, laying his palm down on the horn. “Move along, you old
bugger.”Davyd looked around at where they were and felt a twinge in his stomach. “Put your foot
back on the accelerator,” he ordered.“You want me to run him over?” Yuri asked.Davyd looked
over from where the man had come from and saw that there was no way he could have come
from beyond the brush. “Yes, run him over,” he said in a calm voice as he pulled his side arm.The
driver did as Davyd said and pushed down on the accelerator and at the same time he blew his
horn to give the man some warning. The old man pulling the buggy barely got his small wooden
carriage across the road before they barreled past.The driver cut his eyes at Davyd. “Is
something wrong, sir?”As they passed, Davyd looked behind him at the buggy again. “One thing
is for sure…something isn’t right,” he said, turning back around to face the front. As they crested
the hill and prepared to come down it, they saw a black SUV coming in the opposite direction
towards them. It slowed down to a crawl as the man driving looked through his windshield at
Davyd. The driver was a bald white man with black shades on and black gloves gripping the
wheel.Even from a 50 yard distance, Davyd could see that the man and the truck were out of
place. “Get us out of here,” Davyd ordered as he cocked his gun. “Anya, get down!”The driver
was oblivious as to what was going on, but Davyd knew through many years of working with
Dmitry that this was an ambush.Before he could react, the truck coming towards them turned
crossways in the road, blocking off traffic and lowered its windows. Two semi-automatic
weapons were stuck out of the window and began to unload on the Medlov Bentley.The bullets
hit the car with a loud thud, flattening tires, mangling the grill and windshield.“Oh shit!” the driver
screamed.Davyd flipped his phone opened and dialed Dmitry as the driver backed up. The tires
screeched on the pavement as it burned rubber in reverse. Letting down the window, he stuck
his desert eagle out and shot several rounds right into the door of the truck. With the trees thickly
lining both sides of the road, there was nowhere to go but the way that they had come. The driver
focused as he bagged back but as they crested the hill again they saw the familiar buggy and
three men crawling from the inside with semi-automatic weapons. They too unloaded on the
Bentley, making sure to aim at the tires and not the backseat.Anya screamed aloud, curled up
into a ball on the floor behind Davyd’s seat. Her voice pierced Davyd’s ears and could be heard
even above the gunfire.“Sit quietly, babushka. We’ll get you out of here,” Davyd said, returning
fire. The phone was on speaker. When Dmitry answered, he heard the gunfire also.“We are
under attack by an SUV in front of us and a buggy of motherfuckers behind us. It’s a total of at
least six guys.” Giving the driver a gun from the glove compartment, he pointed behind him at the
three-man team approaching. “Take them out,” he ordered.Dmitry jumped up from the bed,
pulled a weapon from the nightstand and ran out into the hallway with a gun in one hand and the
phone stuck to his ear. “Stepan! Get some guns and the men. Let’s go!” he ordered with his robe
flowing behind him.“What’s happening?” Royal screamed as she followed behind him. “Where is



Anya?”Quickly, Dmitry slipped the clip in his Glock and ran down the many rows of carpeted
stairs. “Where are you?” he asked Davyd, hearing his daughter screaming in the background. “Is
Anya alright?”“Ten miles from the house,” Davyd said, slipping in a new clip. “You aren’t going to
get here before this is done, Dmitry.” He looked back at Anya to make sure that she had not been
hit.The statement cut to the bone, but it was true and they both new it.“You have to keep her
safe,” Dmitry begged. “I’m coming for you now.”Just then a shot rang through the window and
into Yuri’s head. The gun dropped out of his hand onto the pavement outside. His eyes averted
to the top of the windshield. Davyd dropped the phone, opened the driver’s door, pushed the
young man out and put the car in drive. He didn’t have much room, but he mowed down the
trees on the side of the road and prayed that he didn’t kill both he and Anya trying to get them to
safety. The black SUV followed, shooting out the side view mirrors and further mangling the car.
Anya cried out for her daddy as the car dropped down a five-foot deep incline that tilted the car
and turned it over. Landing with a metal-bending impact, it slid into the clearing of an open,
muddy field.Still dazed, Davyd kicked the shattered windshield out with his boot and pulled Anya
out of the car that was now leaking oil and gas. With blood covering his face, he stumbled,
disoriented out in the open, holding Anya tight, praying for a way to save the young girl.“Davyd,
I’m scared! Please take me home! I want my mommy and daddy!” Anya pleaded with blood
covering her forehead.Davyd finally heard the SUV behind them pushing down the hill. He
turned to see the men come barreling off the side of the incline as well. They landed better, but
clearly ruined their vehicle.Davyd set Anya down. He rubbed her face and kissed her forehead.
The blood from her face transferred to his lips. “Run, Anya. Run as hard as you can for as long as
you can and don’t look back,” he growled. He gave her a small gun. “All you have to do is pull the
trigger. The first person you see, you shoot. It won’t be me, Anya. I won’t be coming for you. Trust
no one. Just shoot to kill and run.”“No,” Anya cried. “I can’t leave you, Davyd.” She trembled like a
leaf in fear. Her eyes were wide with terror, but obediently, she took the heavy chrome gun in her
hands. The cold steal frightened her more. Never in her life had she held a gun. It was awkward
to carry and it felt strange in her little fingers.Davyd knew that he didn’t have much time. “I love
you, little girl. That has been enough for me. I love you. Now run. Run hard and fast. Remember
to defend yourself.” Tears formed in his eyes.“I love you too, Davyd,” she said sincerely.He turned
her around toward the expansive field and hit her muddy bottom.“Run!” he screamed. “Run
fast!”She did as he ordered. Running as fast as her little legs would take her in her navy blue
uniform dress and torn tights, without a coat in the freezing cold, she splashed in mud and
sprinted through the knee-high grass.Davyd turned around to hold them off, hoping it would be
enough time to give Anya a fighting chance. Shooting another round, he made it count, hitting
one man square in the middle of his eyes. He shot another as he saw him come over the hill. He
dropped to one knee and took aim again, but the men hidden in the bushes took him out without
effort.Three shots hit him in his chest. One hit him in the head. He didn’t even feel it. His body hit
the ground, blue eyes opened and empty. Blood mingled with mud and grass. As a gusty wind
passed over, his body lay limp and defeated.Davyd was gone.Anya heard the shots but did as



he had ordered her. She ran as hard as she could, still crying and trembling. But it was not fast
enough or far enough. A helicopter flew over her, pushing her little body down in the marsh, and
then ropes fell down to the ground. Two men scaled down in black fatigues, and ran over with
guns pointed to collect her.The taller of the two men hit the ground first. When Anya saw him,
she got down on her knees and crawled into a large bushy area, hoping that he would not spot
her.He ran over and pulled through the prickly brush to pull her out. As soon as he saw her bright
blue eyes, she lifted the gun from her side and pulled back the trigger. The gun shot pushed her
body back into the brush a little more. And the stunned man fell where he stood.Crawling and
crying, she tried to get away, but the other man was quickly on top of her. She turned on her
stomach and tried to shoot again, but the man wrestled the gun out of her hand.She fought hard,
biting the shorter man on the hand in between his thumb and index finger, through his
glove.“Ahh!,” he winced in an English accent. “Come here you little bitch!” he screamed as he
threw her gun away from them.“I want my daddy!” she screamed and kicked. “Let me go!”The
man snatched her up in the air by the arm and roughly stuck a needle in her neck. Nearly
immediately, her little legs stopped kicking and her fifty pound body went limp.Shocked that she
had managed to kill one of his men, he looked back at his partner but opted to leave him. His
remaining counterparts, he and Anya scaled back up the ropes to the helicopter and
disappeared in the distance.***Dmitry pulled up with six carloads of men to the site on the road
where a fight had obviously taken place. The driver was still lying on the side of the road with a
bullet in his head. The evidence include the many skid marks, glass and bullet casing along the
road, and the trees were broken from where a path had been made by the vehicles.Reluctantly,
Dmitry ran through the brush, his men moving beside him to the five foot drop where the real
battle had taken place. Accessing every clue quickly, he looked out in the clearing and saw
Davyd. An immediate rush went through him. Jumping down into the brush, he landed on his
feet and broke out in a run towards his friend’s body. While some of the other men combed the
area for Anya, a few men followed him. “Who do you think did this?” Stepan asked as he looked
down at Davyd’s corpse and frowned. It was hard to believe that the man was gone. He had just
fixed coffee for him. He had lived in the same house with him for years for goodness sake. Now
this? It was senseless. Dmitry bent down and looked at the wounds. “This was a professional
hit,” he said, sticking his fingers in the entry point. He stood up, brushed himself off and looked
around the clearing again. “The driver’s dead. Davyd’s dead and Anya is gone. It was a
kidnapping. They got what they came for.”“We found a body here. Doesn’t make since though.
Davyd was shot over here,” one of the men said, walking back from where Anya had been
abducted. “There is also a gun over there.”Dmitry looked back and forth and raised his brow.
“Anya must have shot him. Davyd gave her a gun to defend herself when he knew that he
couldn’t.”The cold winds ripped through the valley and the men wrapped themselves in their
coats, all but Dmitry who could no longer feel anything at all.“Should we get the police involved?”
Stepan asked.“For face sake, I imagine and to make sure that we are always in front of any Intel,”
Dmitry said, holding back his emotions. “But we have to do this our way. Get everyone, I mean



every single solitary soul at my house, lined up downstairs. We start interrogations there and
work our way out,” Dmitry said, motioning for his men. “Don’t touch anything here. Stepan, you
head back to the chateau with me. Everyone else stays here. I want you to look for clues, go talk
to the people. Someone had to see something.”“We should get you out of the cold,” Stepan said,
looking at his boss in his pajamas.“What do I care about the cold?” Dmitry growled. “For all I
know my daughter could be somewhere freezing to death,” he said, walking through the mud in
his leather loafers.Grinding his teeth, he looked up at the perfect blue sky and heaved a heavy
sigh. While the world seemed that all was well, he knew that he was now standing at the gates of
hell, and he was more than willing to step inside as long as it meant bringing his daughter back
safely.Chapter 2Chapter 2 On schedule, Davyd and his assistant bodyguard, Yuri, walked Anya
through the back corridor leading from the kitchen-area to the newly renovated garage. As they
stepped into the large space, the motion detector recognized their movement and instantly lit up
the room. Quickly, row-by-row, the fluorescent overhead lights snapped on all the way down ten
perfect isles of luxury vehicles as the trio started their daily routine.The garage was more like a
showroom than a shelter. Limestone floors sparkled under millions of dollars’ worth of the
world’s finest engineering. Stainless steel cabinets lined up masterfully on a long wall leading
length-ways down the room and held all the essential equipment to keep the cars going and
another row of stainless-steel cabinets down the shorter wall, stored monitors, jacks and high-
end machinery found only in the best luxury mechanic garages. In the far corner, blending in with
the rest of the cabinets was a small arsenal of weapons and monitors that showed the perimeter
of the house. The room was also as sterile as a doctor’s office and as modern as any museum.
It was just another testament to Dmitry’s appreciation for all things high-end with each car telling
a story from his past.However, this room had a completely different meaning for Anya. It was
another playroom. She loved the way the lights flickered on for them automatically, and she
loved that Davyd would let her pick which car she could ride to school in every morning. The
choice was always hers and was made only after they entered the garage. And her choice was
never the same. Anya didn’t know that it was just another security protocol set up by her
entourage of bodyguards to ensure that no one knew exactly what vehicle she would be
escorted in. Davyd was always thorough that way. He constantly performed security checks and
tried to ensure that his dear little Anya was safe, even without her knowing it.Anya still had a pout
as she loaded into the back of the family Bentley and turned on her television to watch a new
episode of her favorite cartoon on DVD.“Seat belt on,” Davyd ordered as he closed the
passenger door and back at her.“Check,” Anya replied as she clicked her belt.The doors locked
as the assistant bodyguard finished the preliminary check to make sure that no explosives had
been attached to the car.The door to the garage opened quickly and bright light from the
earlymorning sun shined onto the car as it pulled out and started its trek from the family farm to
the city.Like clockwork, Davyd canvassed the area, looking for anything out of place on the farm,
but all looked normal. The field workers walked alongside of their buggies or worked out on the
land; the grounds crew worked on lawn and the guards stood post at the perimeter



checkpoints.“Another day,” Davyd said to his driver.“No, not just any day. I’m going to ask Mila to
marry me tonight,” the young man said with a proud grin.Anya grabbed her remote and
discreetly turned down her television just a bit to listen to the adult conversation.“But you’re such
a young man,” Davyd said, concerned. “What’s the rush? You knock her up?”“No,” the driver
answered with a blush. “I love her. It’s been a year now. I can’t wait any longer.”Davyd raised his
brow. The concept was lost on him. Sure, he loved the family he served; he loved the Vor; he
loved his plush life, but as many women as he saw from time-to-time, he had loved none. He
turned up his lip at a thought and then heaved a sigh. “Well, good luck to you then, boy.”“Thank
you,” the man said, feeling fulfilled. “When we drop Ms. Anya off, I’ll show you the ring, da.”“Aye,
I’d be interested in seeing what voluntary manslaughter looks like,” Davyd joked.Anya forgot that
she wasn’t supposed to be listening and quickly interjected. “Daddy said that Davyd is a
playboy,” she repeated.Davyd turned and looked behind him at Anya, who quickly threw her
small hands over her pouty pink lips. Her eyes bucked as she blushed. “Sorry, Davyd,” she said
in a muffled voice.“Mind your business back there, little munchkin. It’s rude to eavesdrop, though
you be a pro at it.” He gave her a wink and smile.Anya giggled and turned back to Dora’s
movie.The driver looked at Davyd and smiled. “She’s been here before, that little girl.”“I know.”
Davyd shook his head. “Twice. She’s got an old soul. I hope to live long enough to see her grow
into a young woman. She’s going to give this world hell.”The beautiful winding roads through the
plush countryside full of tall trees, foliage and brush and acres of farmland made for a peaceful
drive. As they passed the land marker that designated the end of the Medlov land, they entered
a shady portion of the road where the trees were so tall and full until it nearly blotted out the view
of the sun peeking through the millions of leaves.The driver hit his breaks suddenly when a small
buggy being pulled by an old man came across the road without notice.“Shit! What is he trying
to do, get killed?” the driver said, laying his palm down on the horn. “Move along, you old
bugger.”Davyd looked around at where they were and felt a twinge in his stomach. “Put your foot
back on the accelerator,” he ordered.“You want me to run him over?” Yuri asked.Davyd looked
over from where the man had come from and saw that there was no way he could have come
from beyond the brush. “Yes, run him over,” he said in a calm voice as he pulled his side arm.The
driver did as Davyd said and pushed down on the accelerator and at the same time he blew his
horn to give the man some warning. The old man pulling the buggy barely got his small wooden
carriage across the road before they barreled past.The driver cut his eyes at Davyd. “Is
something wrong, sir?”As they passed, Davyd looked behind him at the buggy again. “One thing
is for sure…something isn’t right,” he said, turning back around to face the front. As they crested
the hill and prepared to come down it, they saw a black SUV coming in the opposite direction
towards them. It slowed down to a crawl as the man driving looked through his windshield at
Davyd. The driver was a bald white man with black shades on and black gloves gripping the
wheel.Even from a 50 yard distance, Davyd could see that the man and the truck were out of
place. “Get us out of here,” Davyd ordered as he cocked his gun. “Anya, get down!”The driver
was oblivious as to what was going on, but Davyd knew through many years of working with



Dmitry that this was an ambush.Before he could react, the truck coming towards them turned
crossways in the road, blocking off traffic and lowered its windows. Two semi-automatic
weapons were stuck out of the window and began to unload on the Medlov Bentley.The bullets
hit the car with a loud thud, flattening tires, mangling the grill and windshield.“Oh shit!” the driver
screamed.Davyd flipped his phone opened and dialed Dmitry as the driver backed up. The tires
screeched on the pavement as it burned rubber in reverse. Letting down the window, he stuck
his desert eagle out and shot several rounds right into the door of the truck. With the trees thickly
lining both sides of the road, there was nowhere to go but the way that they had come. The driver
focused as he bagged back but as they crested the hill again they saw the familiar buggy and
three men crawling from the inside with semi-automatic weapons. They too unloaded on the
Bentley, making sure to aim at the tires and not the backseat.Anya screamed aloud, curled up
into a ball on the floor behind Davyd’s seat. Her voice pierced Davyd’s ears and could be heard
even above the gunfire.“Sit quietly, babushka. We’ll get you out of here,” Davyd said, returning
fire. The phone was on speaker. When Dmitry answered, he heard the gunfire also.“We are
under attack by an SUV in front of us and a buggy of motherfuckers behind us. It’s a total of at
least six guys.” Giving the driver a gun from the glove compartment, he pointed behind him at the
three-man team approaching. “Take them out,” he ordered.Dmitry jumped up from the bed,
pulled a weapon from the nightstand and ran out into the hallway with a gun in one hand and the
phone stuck to his ear. “Stepan! Get some guns and the men. Let’s go!” he ordered with his robe
flowing behind him.“What’s happening?” Royal screamed as she followed behind him. “Where is
Anya?”Quickly, Dmitry slipped the clip in his Glock and ran down the many rows of carpeted
stairs. “Where are you?” he asked Davyd, hearing his daughter screaming in the background. “Is
Anya alright?”“Ten miles from the house,” Davyd said, slipping in a new clip. “You aren’t going to
get here before this is done, Dmitry.” He looked back at Anya to make sure that she had not been
hit.The statement cut to the bone, but it was true and they both new it.“You have to keep her
safe,” Dmitry begged. “I’m coming for you now.”Just then a shot rang through the window and
into Yuri’s head. The gun dropped out of his hand onto the pavement outside. His eyes averted
to the top of the windshield. Davyd dropped the phone, opened the driver’s door, pushed the
young man out and put the car in drive. He didn’t have much room, but he mowed down the
trees on the side of the road and prayed that he didn’t kill both he and Anya trying to get them to
safety. The black SUV followed, shooting out the side view mirrors and further mangling the car.
Anya cried out for her daddy as the car dropped down a five-foot deep incline that tilted the car
and turned it over. Landing with a metal-bending impact, it slid into the clearing of an open,
muddy field.Still dazed, Davyd kicked the shattered windshield out with his boot and pulled Anya
out of the car that was now leaking oil and gas. With blood covering his face, he stumbled,
disoriented out in the open, holding Anya tight, praying for a way to save the young girl.“Davyd,
I’m scared! Please take me home! I want my mommy and daddy!” Anya pleaded with blood
covering her forehead.Davyd finally heard the SUV behind them pushing down the hill. He
turned to see the men come barreling off the side of the incline as well. They landed better, but



clearly ruined their vehicle.Davyd set Anya down. He rubbed her face and kissed her forehead.
The blood from her face transferred to his lips. “Run, Anya. Run as hard as you can for as long as
you can and don’t look back,” he growled. He gave her a small gun. “All you have to do is pull the
trigger. The first person you see, you shoot. It won’t be me, Anya. I won’t be coming for you. Trust
no one. Just shoot to kill and run.”“No,” Anya cried. “I can’t leave you, Davyd.” She trembled like a
leaf in fear. Her eyes were wide with terror, but obediently, she took the heavy chrome gun in her
hands. The cold steal frightened her more. Never in her life had she held a gun. It was awkward
to carry and it felt strange in her little fingers.Davyd knew that he didn’t have much time. “I love
you, little girl. That has been enough for me. I love you. Now run. Run hard and fast. Remember
to defend yourself.” Tears formed in his eyes.“I love you too, Davyd,” she said sincerely.He turned
her around toward the expansive field and hit her muddy bottom.“Run!” he screamed. “Run
fast!”She did as he ordered. Running as fast as her little legs would take her in her navy blue
uniform dress and torn tights, without a coat in the freezing cold, she splashed in mud and
sprinted through the knee-high grass.Davyd turned around to hold them off, hoping it would be
enough time to give Anya a fighting chance. Shooting another round, he made it count, hitting
one man square in the middle of his eyes. He shot another as he saw him come over the hill. He
dropped to one knee and took aim again, but the men hidden in the bushes took him out without
effort.Three shots hit him in his chest. One hit him in the head. He didn’t even feel it. His body hit
the ground, blue eyes opened and empty. Blood mingled with mud and grass. As a gusty wind
passed over, his body lay limp and defeated.Davyd was gone.Anya heard the shots but did as
he had ordered her. She ran as hard as she could, still crying and trembling. But it was not fast
enough or far enough. A helicopter flew over her, pushing her little body down in the marsh, and
then ropes fell down to the ground. Two men scaled down in black fatigues, and ran over with
guns pointed to collect her.The taller of the two men hit the ground first. When Anya saw him,
she got down on her knees and crawled into a large bushy area, hoping that he would not spot
her.He ran over and pulled through the prickly brush to pull her out. As soon as he saw her bright
blue eyes, she lifted the gun from her side and pulled back the trigger. The gun shot pushed her
body back into the brush a little more. And the stunned man fell where he stood.Crawling and
crying, she tried to get away, but the other man was quickly on top of her. She turned on her
stomach and tried to shoot again, but the man wrestled the gun out of her hand.She fought hard,
biting the shorter man on the hand in between his thumb and index finger, through his
glove.“Ahh!,” he winced in an English accent. “Come here you little bitch!” he screamed as he
threw her gun away from them.“I want my daddy!” she screamed and kicked. “Let me go!”The
man snatched her up in the air by the arm and roughly stuck a needle in her neck. Nearly
immediately, her little legs stopped kicking and her fifty pound body went limp.Shocked that she
had managed to kill one of his men, he looked back at his partner but opted to leave him. His
remaining counterparts, he and Anya scaled back up the ropes to the helicopter and
disappeared in the distance.***Dmitry pulled up with six carloads of men to the site on the road
where a fight had obviously taken place. The driver was still lying on the side of the road with a



bullet in his head. The evidence include the many skid marks, glass and bullet casing along the
road, and the trees were broken from where a path had been made by the vehicles.Reluctantly,
Dmitry ran through the brush, his men moving beside him to the five foot drop where the real
battle had taken place. Accessing every clue quickly, he looked out in the clearing and saw
Davyd. An immediate rush went through him. Jumping down into the brush, he landed on his
feet and broke out in a run towards his friend’s body. While some of the other men combed the
area for Anya, a few men followed him. “Who do you think did this?” Stepan asked as he looked
down at Davyd’s corpse and frowned. It was hard to believe that the man was gone. He had just
fixed coffee for him. He had lived in the same house with him for years for goodness sake. Now
this? It was senseless. Dmitry bent down and looked at the wounds. “This was a professional
hit,” he said, sticking his fingers in the entry point. He stood up, brushed himself off and looked
around the clearing again. “The driver’s dead. Davyd’s dead and Anya is gone. It was a
kidnapping. They got what they came for.”“We found a body here. Doesn’t make since though.
Davyd was shot over here,” one of the men said, walking back from where Anya had been
abducted. “There is also a gun over there.”Dmitry looked back and forth and raised his brow.
“Anya must have shot him. Davyd gave her a gun to defend herself when he knew that he
couldn’t.”The cold winds ripped through the valley and the men wrapped themselves in their
coats, all but Dmitry who could no longer feel anything at all.“Should we get the police involved?”
Stepan asked.“For face sake, I imagine and to make sure that we are always in front of any Intel,”
Dmitry said, holding back his emotions. “But we have to do this our way. Get everyone, I mean
every single solitary soul at my house, lined up downstairs. We start interrogations there and
work our way out,” Dmitry said, motioning for his men. “Don’t touch anything here. Stepan, you
head back to the chateau with me. Everyone else stays here. I want you to look for clues, go talk
to the people. Someone had to see something.”“We should get you out of the cold,” Stepan said,
looking at his boss in his pajamas.“What do I care about the cold?” Dmitry growled. “For all I
know my daughter could be somewhere freezing to death,” he said, walking through the mud in
his leather loafers.Grinding his teeth, he looked up at the perfect blue sky and heaved a heavy
sigh. While the world seemed that all was well, he knew that he was now standing at the gates of
hell, and he was more than willing to step inside as long as it meant bringing his daughter back
safely.Chapter 3Memphis, TNA quarter after midnight, Anatoly sat with a group of mafia heads
from Vegas in the back of Mother Russia restaurant discussing a possible relationship in the
very near future.The Colgnetti family was relatively young, but they were coming up out west. All
they needed was a good weapons connection, and everyone who was anyone knew that
Anatoly Medlov was the man to see.Anatoly poured himself another shot of vodka and placed
his large shoulders over the sides of the leather booth, waiting to get the meat of the
conversation, but as his father had taught him over the years, a certain amount of finesse was
needed. First, you talked, entertained, got to know each other. Then you moved on to the deal.
His father had called it relationship building. Anatoly called it bullshit. The appointed leader, Toni
Colgnetti, a distinctively attractive Italian man in his mid-twenties with a heavy muscular build,



dark brooding brown eyes and locks of curly black hair, finally reached down beside him and
pulled up a titanium briefcase to place on the table between them. Anatoly could tell by the way
that the man carried himself that he was a lady’s man as well as an alpha male, used to drawing
the attention of the opposite sex with his genetic charms and controlling his men with his
earnestness and hunger. Oddly enough, he reminded Anatoly of his father in a way with his
enchanting duality. But he could also tell that Toni’s good looks had likely led to jealousy, deceit
and now war. It was a path that most men in his position were forced to take. The Intel from the
streets said that Toni was quiet, pragmatic and a man of his word. The only problem was that he
was in the middle of taking over territory that belonged for a long time to Johnny Pescetti. This
territory issue was headed towards a war for the two families and while Pescetti had a tie with a
huge New York family back home, which meant that he could get access to weapons, Toni
couldn’t get his hands on a sling shot. Long term, the firepower he was seeking would
determine which family stayed and which family took a long dirt nap on the outskirts of
Vegas. Same story.Different family.Anatoly’s eye twitched at the thought. Now, here they were
doing what they did best, preparing for blood lust. The formalities were in place. He understood
that relationship-building was a tricky business. The clients wanted to get to know you,
understand your way of doing business, see if you were truly as respected as people said. So,
he entertained the two-hour meeting even though, normally, he would have cut it short at thirty.
But now…finally…things were coming to a head. He wanted to see just how much power these
boys had amassed, and if it was enough to blow his skirt up, then they would grow to be good
friends. And maybe later, once a relationship was built, he could give Toni a few pointers in how
to keep his pretty little head. “This is what I’m proposing,” Toni said, unlocking the
briefcase.Vasily stepped forward out of the shadows with his hand on his gun. He watched
Toni’s every move, while his men watched everyone else. Gritting his teeth, he snarled as Toni’s
hand went toward the clasps of the case. Toni quickly moved his hand. “Where’s the trust?” he
chuckled nervously. “You earn trust around here,” Anatoly said softly. “You can’t buy it.” He
nodded, indicating that Toni could slowly open the case. Toni stilled his quivering stomach.
“Well, I don’t want to buy your respect. I want to buy a shit load of semi-automatics that will blow
the Pescetti crew back to the stone ages.” He turned the briefcase full of money around towards
Anatoly. “And that should about do it.” He swallowed hard. “I’d say so.” Anatoly counted the
money without touching it. His eyes gazed over the case and then he nodded at Vasily to step
back into the shadows for the moment. “There is only one golden rule. We never trade at the
same time. You pay today. You pick up tomorrow.”“We’ll be in town,” Toni assured.Anatoly had to
smirk at his ignorance. “No need. We don’t carry product in town. It will be shipped to your
restaurant tomorrow via an 18-wheeler driven by a cowboy named Leroy from Texas. He’ll pull
up to the back of your place, and your men will unload. It’s just that simple.”“So you want me to
just leave 2.4 million dollars with you tonight with the hopes that I’ll get a delivery tomorrow?”
Toni clenched his jaw. Did this guy think that he was a pussy or something? “Who has trust
issues now? The terms are simple enough. I won’t explain them again. It’s your call, Mr.



Colgnetti. As I said, respect is earned. That goes both ways. We do this every day, Monday
through Saturday and twice on Sunday. If you want to get in on it and keep your men safe, be my
guest. If you are hesitant, then by all means take your little briefcase of coins with you and find
someone else who can supply you with clean, untraceable weapons. I don’t’ really give a
fuck.”Anatoly’s voice was barely above a whisper. His demeanor was calm and enchanting, full
of confidence from years of doing deals ten times as big as this one. It was no hair off of his
chest if the man chickened out. It only ensured that he’d be dead well before his enemy. Toni
gave a long thought to his choices and then stuck his hand across the table. “You’ve got yourself
a deal,” he said, feeling like he was out of options and time. Anatoly shook his hand and smiled.
“Pleasure doing business with you. Now, why don’t you and I grab a bite to eat and your men
and mine can go and take care of the particulars. I don’t like logistics very much. I have Vasily for
that.”Toni wasn’t used to such a calm meeting, but he quietly greeted the change. Most men
with this kind of power spent hours touting their horns or talking just to hear themselves speak,
but Anatoly was different. He was only about business. It couldn’t have been easier if he had
ordered them online and paid with a credit card. “Okay, sounds good,” he said, relaxing his tense
shoulders. With the snap of Anatoly’s fingers, three women came out of the kitchen with trays of
food and more drink for the two and entered into the party room ready to serve. Toni looked
over at the tallest redhead waitress wearing a tight-cut uniform and black heels and cut a
naughty grin. “Is she on the menu?” he asked, sitting up in his chair. Anatoly looked over at the
woman and narrowed his eyes on her. He could see that she was at least attracted to Toni, but
he really didn’t know much about the girl accept that she was a good worker. “I don’t know. You
have to ask her. We’re not into the sex shit,” Anatoly said a little offended. Motherfuckers always
expected Russians to sell pussy. He shook his head at the absurdity. Like he had to sell
something that was thrown at him like rice at a wedding. “Just guns huh?” Toni asked.“Just guns,”
Anatoly said, sizing the man up. He knew that Toni was not expecting a man his own age to be
running such a large operation. What he was expecting was a lot of unneeded fanfare, not a
quiet meal in the back of a restaurant. That was the difference between the Medlov men and
everyone else. They focused on the job and they did it professionally. For a two-block radius, all
cell phones and computers had been jammed for the meeting and spotters and snipers were on
buildings all around them. It would have taken an army to get inside of Mother Russia
tonight. The word through the underground networks was that The Medlov clan was the easiest
to work with because of all of their intricate vertical integration, their thousands of distribution
checkpoints, their banks, their workers and most importantly their word. If the Medlovs’ said a
thing would happen at a particular time and place, it happened no matter what. Not one deal
had gone sour to date, and the clients were always protected. With a near 100% success rate,
they were sought out by organized crime syndicates globally, but everyone knew that if you
crossed them, you’d have to face the most torturous death imaginable. So, you had better be
good for the money and your word. Toni looked over at Anatoly and knew that he was witnessing
the real deal, and he didn’t know whether to be happy or really fucking afraid. Conversely,



Anatoly looked at the food as the waitresses set the plates down on the table and picked up his
napkin with a clear mind. Business was over. It was time for him to relax. Shoving the napkin
down the front of his black Versace tailor-made shirt, he rubbed his hands together and smiled.
“Shall we dine finally, I’m starving?”“Let’s,” Toni said, picking up his shiny, silver fork.Just then,
Anatoly’s phone rang. His body stiffened to the sound. How he hated an interruption, especially
during a deal. It showed the slightest glimpse of disorganization.It could only be one of two
people at this hour.Renee or Dmitry.Either way, he had to pick it up.Every cell phone was
jammed, except his. That was the way it always was. And Renee knew what he was up to, so
she wouldn’t call unless it was an emergency. With a sigh of frustration, he ran his hand over the
crisp white tablecloth to smooth out the wrinkles and scooted out of the black leather booth.
“You’ll have to excuse me for a minute,” Anatoly said, pulling his phone out to see it was his
father.Chapter 3Chapter 3 Memphis, TNA quarter after midnight, Anatoly sat with a group of
mafia heads from Vegas in the back of Mother Russia restaurant discussing a possible
relationship in the very near future.The Colgnetti family was relatively young, but they were
coming up out west. All they needed was a good weapons connection, and everyone who was
anyone knew that Anatoly Medlov was the man to see.Anatoly poured himself another shot of
vodka and placed his large shoulders over the sides of the leather booth, waiting to get the meat
of the conversation, but as his father had taught him over the years, a certain amount of finesse
was needed. First, you talked, entertained, got to know each other. Then you moved on to the
deal. His father had called it relationship building. Anatoly called it bullshit. The appointed leader,
Toni Colgnetti, a distinctively attractive Italian man in his mid-twenties with a heavy muscular
build, dark brooding brown eyes and locks of curly black hair, finally reached down beside him
and pulled up a titanium briefcase to place on the table between them. Anatoly could tell by the
way that the man carried himself that he was a lady’s man as well as an alpha male, used to
drawing the attention of the opposite sex with his genetic charms and controlling his men with
his earnestness and hunger. Oddly enough, he reminded Anatoly of his father in a way with his
enchanting duality. But he could also tell that Toni’s good looks had likely led to jealousy, deceit
and now war. It was a path that most men in his position were forced to take. The Intel from the
streets said that Toni was quiet, pragmatic and a man of his word. The only problem was that he
was in the middle of taking over territory that belonged for a long time to Johnny Pescetti. This
territory issue was headed towards a war for the two families and while Pescetti had a tie with a
huge New York family back home, which meant that he could get access to weapons, Toni
couldn’t get his hands on a sling shot. Long term, the firepower he was seeking would
determine which family stayed and which family took a long dirt nap on the outskirts of
Vegas. Same story. Different family.Anatoly’s eye twitched at the thought. Now, here they were
doing what they did best, preparing for blood lust. The formalities were in place. He understood
that relationship-building was a tricky business. The clients wanted to get to know you,
understand your way of doing business, see if you were truly as respected as people said. So,
he entertained the two-hour meeting even though, normally, he would have cut it short at thirty.



But now…finally…things were coming to a head. He wanted to see just how much power these
boys had amassed, and if it was enough to blow his skirt up, then they would grow to be good
friends. And maybe later, once a relationship was built, he could give Toni a few pointers in how
to keep his pretty little head. “This is what I’m proposing,” Toni said, unlocking the
briefcase.Vasily stepped forward out of the shadows with his hand on his gun. He watched
Toni’s every move, while his men watched everyone else. Gritting his teeth, he snarled as Toni’s
hand went toward the clasps of the case. Toni quickly moved his hand. “Where’s the trust?” he
chuckled nervously. “You earn trust around here,” Anatoly said softly. “You can’t buy it.” He
nodded, indicating that Toni could slowly open the case. Toni stilled his quivering stomach.
“Well, I don’t want to buy your respect. I want to buy a shit load of semi-automatics that will blow
the Pescetti crew back to the stone ages.” He turned the briefcase full of money around towards
Anatoly. “And that should about do it.” He swallowed hard. “I’d say so.” Anatoly counted the
money without touching it. His eyes gazed over the case and then he nodded at Vasily to step
back into the shadows for the moment. “There is only one golden rule. We never trade at the
same time. You pay today. You pick up tomorrow.”“We’ll be in town,” Toni assured.Anatoly had to
smirk at his ignorance. “No need. We don’t carry product in town. It will be shipped to your
restaurant tomorrow via an 18-wheeler driven by a cowboy named Leroy from Texas. He’ll pull
up to the back of your place, and your men will unload. It’s just that simple.”“So you want me to
just leave 2.4 million dollars with you tonight with the hopes that I’ll get a delivery tomorrow?”
Toni clenched his jaw. Did this guy think that he was a pussy or something? “Who has trust
issues now? The terms are simple enough. I won’t explain them again. It’s your call, Mr.
Colgnetti. As I said, respect is earned. That goes both ways. We do this every day, Monday
through Saturday and twice on Sunday. If you want to get in on it and keep your men safe, be my
guest. If you are hesitant, then by all means take your little briefcase of coins with you and find
someone else who can supply you with clean, untraceable weapons. I don’t’ really give a
fuck.”Anatoly’s voice was barely above a whisper. His demeanor was calm and enchanting, full
of confidence from years of doing deals ten times as big as this one. It was no hair off of his
chest if the man chickened out. It only ensured that he’d be dead well before his enemy. Toni
gave a long thought to his choices and then stuck his hand across the table. “You’ve got yourself
a deal,” he said, feeling like he was out of options and time. Anatoly shook his hand and smiled.
“Pleasure doing business with you. Now, why don’t you and I grab a bite to eat and your men
and mine can go and take care of the particulars. I don’t like logistics very much. I have Vasily for
that.”Toni wasn’t used to such a calm meeting, but he quietly greeted the change. Most men
with this kind of power spent hours touting their horns or talking just to hear themselves speak,
but Anatoly was different. He was only about business. It couldn’t have been easier if he had
ordered them online and paid with a credit card. “Okay, sounds good,” he said, relaxing his tense
shoulders. With the snap of Anatoly’s fingers, three women came out of the kitchen with trays of
food and more drink for the two and entered into the party room ready to serve. Toni looked
over at the tallest redhead waitress wearing a tight-cut uniform and black heels and cut a



naughty grin. “Is she on the menu?” he asked, sitting up in his chair. Anatoly looked over at the
woman and narrowed his eyes on her. He could see that she was at least attracted to Toni, but
he really didn’t know much about the girl accept that she was a good worker. “I don’t know. You
have to ask her. We’re not into the sex shit,” Anatoly said a little offended. Motherfuckers always
expected Russians to sell pussy. He shook his head at the absurdity. Like he had to sell
something that was thrown at him like rice at a wedding. “Just guns huh?” Toni asked.“Just guns,”
Anatoly said, sizing the man up. He knew that Toni was not expecting a man his own age to be
running such a large operation. What he was expecting was a lot of unneeded fanfare, not a
quiet meal in the back of a restaurant. That was the difference between the Medlov men and
everyone else. They focused on the job and they did it professionally. For a two-block radius, all
cell phones and computers had been jammed for the meeting and spotters and snipers were on
buildings all around them. It would have taken an army to get inside of Mother Russia
tonight. The word through the underground networks was that The Medlov clan was the easiest
to work with because of all of their intricate vertical integration, their thousands of distribution
checkpoints, their banks, their workers and most importantly their word. If the Medlovs’ said a
thing would happen at a particular time and place, it happened no matter what. Not one deal
had gone sour to date, and the clients were always protected. With a near 100% success rate,
they were sought out by organized crime syndicates globally, but everyone knew that if you
crossed them, you’d have to face the most torturous death imaginable. So, you had better be
good for the money and your word. Toni looked over at Anatoly and knew that he was witnessing
the real deal, and he didn’t know whether to be happy or really fucking afraid. Conversely,
Anatoly looked at the food as the waitresses set the plates down on the table and picked up his
napkin with a clear mind. Business was over. It was time for him to relax. Shoving the napkin
down the front of his black Versace tailor-made shirt, he rubbed his hands together and smiled.
“Shall we dine finally, I’m starving?”“Let’s,” Toni said, picking up his shiny, silver fork.Just then,
Anatoly’s phone rang. His body stiffened to the sound. How he hated an interruption, especially
during a deal. It showed the slightest glimpse of disorganization.It could only be one of two
people at this hour.Renee or Dmitry.Either way, he had to pick it up.Every cell phone was
jammed, except his. That was the way it always was. And Renee knew what he was up to, so
she wouldn’t call unless it was an emergency. With a sigh of frustration, he ran his hand over the
crisp white tablecloth to smooth out the wrinkles and scooted out of the black leather booth.
“You’ll have to excuse me for a minute,” Anatoly said, pulling his phone out to see it was his
father.
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Kingston, “Wow! Love the Medlov Family!. I have to say this book confirmed why I didn't like
Briggy. For some reason I am not feeling her character but I really like Gabriel. Sucks that he is
giving her his all and she is their fantasizing about the other Medlov men. She does love him, I'll
give her that but she is kind of sketchy. To be honest, Reading about Gabriel and Briggy was the
worse part of the book and I hated that we had to read more about them instead of a little more
of Ana and Renee. Just my opinion but I think Gabriel can do better with another girl.This book
was so good other than Briggy and Gabriel scenes. I don't know how the author does it but it is
beautiful to read. I really appreciate the work the author put into the details. You can tell it took a
lot for research to come up with the scenarios for Anya's kidnapping and how Dmitry and the
Medlov men worked to get her back. I honestly couldn't wait for the meeting with the council
because I was anxious to find out what would happen to Khalid. Both good and bad people die,
but it is understandable how it happens. People are betrayed and a lot of revenge takes place
but it is oooohhhh soooo good.I think Gabriel came into his own in this book which was good to
see. Still, I love Anatoly! He is without a doubt the most complex character even more so than
Dmitry. We know Dmitry after 4 books. We know he can be ruthless and cruel if he chooses
especially if you mess with his family. We know he can the most loving man because he shows it
with his wife, children and nephew, even with his mafia brothers. With Anatoly there is so much
more about him that we have yet to figure out. He is so many different thing at the same time.I
know some people weren't too keen on Renee from the previous book but I love Renee too! She
knows how to handle Anatoly. She knows when to push and when to pull back. She is quiet but
she takes everything in and chooses her battles. This is what I sense from her character and I
wish we could see more of her. Even though this book cleaned up a lot of what was left for
Renee and Anatoly I still believe they deserve another story where we can see them together as
we saw Dmitry and Royal together and their growing relationship despite all the things going on
around them. Plus I really want to see Anatoly more in his element without his father's help.Anya!
What a 5-year-old. She was so funny though and I love her connection with her family especially
with her father. They have a special connection. Her faith in Dmitry was great to see. I think more
than anything their relationship is the way it is because of the circumstances surrounding her
birth and the first few years of her life. She is his first child in that sense because he held her
from birth.Royal was a little bit annoying in this book at times. For instance, when Dmitry was
trying to handle the situation to get back their daughter she was acting ridiculous and being
foolish. I don't understand why she feels she needs to put herself into things she knows nothing
about. She did it with Dorian and she did it in this book with Dmitry. At least we know it is
Royal...her character does something foolish in every book. lol It's just unique to her
character...can't complain much.I gave this book a 5 but it also needs to be edited better. I know
a lot of books have this issue and usually I read right over it but it was noticeable because I had
to read sentences a couple of times. There was also a few times when the wrong name was



written like Vladimir instead of Vasily. In my opinion, it still doesn't take away from how good this
book is.I keep asking for this but please bring give us more Renee and Anatoly! I feel their story
is just beginning.”

Brneyedgiirl, “This writer is phenomenally talented. She weaves a story so vivid and compelling
it feels as though your right there living it wth the characters. I have read this series multiple
times and still feel excited and invested”

Vonnie1195, “Hell Hath No Fury Like Dmitry Scorned!!. When this book was first released, there
was no question that I would purchase it since I have been a "Medlov Family" fan since "Dmitry's
Closet". This is my second review concerning this series (previous review is for Book 1), and I
have to say the only disappointment I felt was when the story ended. I read the negative reviews
only, before I started this next (and maybe the last) chapter, and I have to disagree. I found
Dmitry just as ruthless and deadly as ever, and I LOVED IT. He spared no expense and
destroyed all those who conspired to hurt Anya (and the ones who wanted to keep her). I like
that for a 5-year old, Anya was intelligent and her faith in her daddy never-ending. The additional
three characters (and their conspirators) in the story was necessary, after all, they kidnapped a
child for goodness sake. How can a conspiracy story concerning the kidnapping and ransom of
the child of a very powerful man NOT have additional characters? Character development???
THE MAIN CHARACTERS OF THESE STORIES WERE ALREADY DEVELOPED, AND THOSE
ARE THE ONES THAT MATTERED THE MOST; and the readers were given just enough
background on the kidnappers (though they were essential, it didn't bother me in the least that
more time wasn't spent on a complete background check on their lives). As far as the women are
concerned: you have Royal, who is 28, at the most (if you've been following the books)who fell in
love with a mob boss (her first, and only), was raped and almost killed by his psycho brother (still
fighting nightmares), and now her child has been kidnapped. How exactly was she supposed to
react to that?? Renee, who's no older than Royal falls for Anatoly, but she's there every step of
the way. And Briggy, who's younger than Royal and in love with Gabriel is just trying to belong
(though, I didn't like her reaction to Dmitry while in his office). I didn't find this story far-fetched or
underdeveloped, as far as the errors are concerned: this story has fewer errors than any in the
entire series. And let us keep it real...if you have read Latrivia books before, then you know there
are ALWAYS grammar errors. Either get over it or stop reading her stories. There were a few
times where word play was needed, and if someone couldn't pick up on that, then I don't know
what to say. I still waited for the problems that were mentioned in the negative reviews, and all I
can say is: I must have read a different book.DO NOT SLEEP ON THIS BOOK!!! It was worth
every penny; and I'll happily read it again (just as I have the other books in this series).”

bookie, “AMAZING!!!!!!!. I had been looking forward to reading this book for months and now that
I've read it, I'm gonna read it AGAIN!!Latrivia Nelson doesn't disappoint, I don't want to ruin the



story, but seeing the whole family come together and to save Ayna had me hooked on the book
all day. I took two breaks to eat and went right back to reading.I loved the progression of the
three lead couples in the book, all going through their ups and downs, and seeing the men come
into their own once the serious battles began...I can't even find words!I absolutely loved this
book and definitely recommend it, of course you'd have to read the other 3 installments in the
series to really understand certain parts but it's WELL worth itThe only thing I kind of missed out
on was Royal's Mum, after seeing her introduced into the story in the last book, it was a shame
to not hear anything about her in this one, but it's still an AMAZING book!!!And this whole series
needs to be made into a movie or something, It'd be great :)”

Ebook Library Reader, “Excellent. Another great read from this author. The storyline is really
good. The pace is excellent. Really if you enjoy this genre I highly recommend that you join us in
the know and get hooked. You will not be disappointed.”

Tina Lonsdale, “Very good read I look forward to reading the next one. I enjoyed reading this
book and could not put it down.  I look forward to reading the next one to this series.”

MRS B, “Must read!. Absolutely wicked! Welldone L. Nelson on another instalment of the series.”

The book by Lucy Leroux has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 181 people have provided feedback.
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