
Anya

It’s been four days since the fight against Alek. I’m able to
move easier now but the bruises that mar my body and face
make it look worse than what it is. I know Vlad is going to be
hunting for me, I don’t have my phone or anything on me.
They were left behind when we fled. Krill, Vor and I have
been holed up in a remote cabin up in the mountains as
protocol dictates that if there is a hit on a high-ranking
member, we are to retreat to one of the many safe houses and
lay low until we are called back. Krill says Vlad and Ivan
haven’t called once so that means they haven’t found Gage. I
won’t lie, that knowledge has me breathing easier.

I don’t know how he is avoiding them in their own
territory, but what that tells me is Gage isn’t in Russia alone,
he has help with him. That thought has me feeling less tense
knowing that he has people watching his back. I knew Gage
wasn’t Russian from the first moment I saw him come in for



intake. The fake accent was a dead giveaway. I put Vor and
Alexi on and made them bunk in the hostel to keep an eye on
him. Vlad has no idea I did that but he doesn’t pay attention to
me anyway. The sound of Krill’s phone ringing snaps me from
my thoughts. He answers on the second ring, grunts, then
moves toward me in the small living room, holding the phone
out.

I don’t miss the sad look he shoots me when I take the
phone and place it against my ear. “Da,” I answer.

“You stupid fucking bitch!” I flinch at the angry voice, the
fact he is speaking in English tells me he isn’t alone and
doesn’t want whoever he is with him to understand what he is
saying. “You fucking ruined everything. Your uncle is going to
fucking flay you for this.” I cringe, I forgot for one blissful
second that Alek is dead.

“I had nothing to do with that–” I try to defend but he cuts
me off.

“You have started a war with the Americans that they can
never win, you helped that suka (bitch).”

“I didn’t help anybody, I swear, Otets (father). I would
never betray the family or the Bratva like that.” Vlad goes
silent for a moment, giving me time to catch my breath and try
to think of a way out of this. He thinks I am loyal to him
because we share blood. I’m only loyal and stick around
because I am terrified of what will happen to me if I left. I
regret not running with Dimitri and Koby but I knew if I did,
he wouldn’t stop hunting. With me here, I had a chance to
distract him and keep him off her trail. The three of us didn’t
pay the price though. Ivan had another son, Dante, he wasn’t
like the others. He was good, kind, soft and loving. Vlad
blamed Dante for Koby and Dimitri escaping. I tried to offer
my life for his but Vlad wasn’t having that. The moment he
pulled that trigger and killed my best friend, I knew I would do
whatever I had to take him down.

“You draw this American out. You use whatever means
you have, if it means he fucks your ruined cunt then you let
him. I want his fucking head, Anya. Don’t return until you



have done it. Fail me and your end will be worse than your
cousins.”

Fear rushes through me but I manage to speak even if it
sounds robotic to my own ears. “Da, Pahkan.”

Two days later….

Six days since the fight and still we remain banished. Vor went
into town yesterday and gathered some supplies. He even
managed to pick up a couple laptops and a printer so we are
able to work from here while still trying to come up with a
plan. Krill tells me that Vlad has men hunting for Gage around
the clock. It is only a matter of time before he is found, I need
to get to him first. If I fail, I have no doubt Vlad will give in
and hand me over to Ivan as punishment for failing him. The
thing is, I would slit my own throat before letting that suka
ever touch me again!

“Did you know?” I lift my gaze from my laptop and peer
over at Krill, who is sitting on the other end of the sofa by me.
He and Vor look like they haven’t slept in days. I can see that
this mission is weighing on them and both of them know, if I
fail, so do they and they will pay with their lives.

“Know what?” I ask.

“That the Bloodhound was at the fight and he is the one
who shot Alek?” My eyes widen in surprise.

“He’s here, in Russia? Why?” Krill shakes his head before
returning his attention back to his laptop. He hits a few keys
then turns it toward me. Right there on the screen is the face of
the Bloodhound racing down the street near where the fight
was held.

“He’s either here with the American’s or they sent him to
take out Alek because they discovered he was one of us.” I
can’t explain it but I just know he is here with Gage which



means, so are his brothers. Dread pools inside me. I lied to
him. I used him and now when he comes for me to get the intel
he needs to find his brother, he’ll know I’ve lied.

I open my mouth to ask Krill what happened to Alexi but
his phone rings, cutting me off. Vor chooses that moment to
walk in and drop into the single seater across from us, kicking
up his feet to rest on the small table between us.

“Da?” Krill snaps once he answers the call and holds the
phone against his ear. He tenses for a split second before
turning to me, this time when he holds the phone it isn’t a look
of pity on his face. He looks confused, angry, betrayed and
something else I can’t quite put my finger on. He hands the
phone to me and I hesitantly reach for it, I know whoever is on
the phone isn’t my father or uncle. I tentatively place the
phone against my ear while still holding Krill’s gaze as I
answer.

“Da?” A husky laugh that fills my ear has my eyes
widening.

“No call, no text, just radio silence after I give you the best
orgasm of your life?” I feel the heat creeping up the back of
my neck. Gritting my teeth, I try to fight the flush from finding
its way to my cheeks.

“What do you want?” I’m proud that my voice doesn’t
tremble. The truth is, I’m relieved he’s alive and okay. The
problem though, I need to push the feelings I have toward him
out of my head and remember who I am and what I have to do.

“Skipping the foreplay I see.” I pinch the bridge of my
nose and take a calming breath. Gage is acting like a fool and
it is working on my nerves.

“Get to the point of this call before I hang up.” Him calling
me on Krill’s phone is a huge risk. I need to keep the bored
expression on my face so neither of the two men watching me
see the effect hearing his voice has on me.

“Fine. I know where you are and I want a face-to-face
meet.” Gone is his carefree tone, only to be replaced by a stern
don’t fuck with me tone. I dart my gaze toward the windows,



thinking I will be able to catch a glimpse of him. It’s stupid, I
know he would be better at hiding and I would only be able to
see him if he wanted me to see him.

“That can’t happen–” He cuts me off before I can finish.

“It can and it will. You owe me and I’m here to collect.
Make an excuse or whatever it is you need to tell your guards.
You have forty minutes.” The line goes dead before I can even
argue with him. I hand the phone back to Krill then drop my
gaze to my lap. I sit here for a minute silently gathering my
thoughts and thinking of what I need to say–how I have to tell
them that their enemy is coming here and not get shot in the
head. These two men are loyal to the Bratva. What I am about
to tell them is going to either cost me my life, or to be turned
over to Vlad and wish that they had just killed me. I shift
nervously on the couch. I know Krill isn’t packing heat but
I’m not sure about Vor. If need be, I could easily outrun them
to the front door and try to lose them in the woods if this goes
sideways.

“The American’s are coming–”

Vor cuts me off before I can even finish speaking.

“You need to listen to what we have to say.” The serious
look on his face and the firmness of his tone has me sitting
about straighter. “Let us tell you a story about the Crows.”


