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For all the lovers who crave a hint of 

biker flair with their mafia thrills.

I see you.
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  1
ISABELLA



"Take him!”
“No, Isabella! You must-”
“Take Mikhail!” I screamed, shoving my son into Kira’s arms. “I must find Niko. Please take him!”
Face riddled with pain and anguish; she clutched the small boy to her chest. “I will return for you, Isa.”
“No, you will go and keep him safe!”
I didn’t wait for the response and took off running through the corridor, the heat from the walls almost enveloping me as they melted from the flames. “Niko!” I turned the corner where I last saw him. 
Time slowed. Pain erupted throughout my entire body.
“No!”
I stumbled, hands clutching my stomach as I fell to my knees. My breath rattled in my chest. My gaze met Nikolai’s from where he had been forced on his knees to the floor. His face was bloody, lip busted, as he stared at me.
“I love you.”
Another shot rang out, his body crumbling, and I couldn’t stop the scream that exploded from me.
“You have not touched your plate.”
Startled from my thoughts, I reached for my tea and wrinkled my nose at the cold liquid that touched my lips.
My dark-haired Russian companion signaled with a small raise of her hand to a waiter who immediately approached. “Her tea is cold. Bring a new one.”
I pursed my lips together. “Can you reheat this, please?”
“Of course, ma’am.”
I waited until he departed. “It does not hurt to ask nicely, Kira.” Even though she shrugged, I knew behind the dark sunglasses the woman’s eyes were narrowed. With a sigh, I picked up my fork and stabbed a few pieces of my salad. “I ate breakfast. I am not hungry.”
“Coffee is not breakfast. You eat like a bird lately. Mikhail will follow your lead if you're not careful, and he's a growing boy.” She looked satisfied as I took a bite of the food. “Sergei called?”
Swallowing, I wiped my mouth with my napkin before placing it in my lap. “Mikhail is doing well and enjoying his classes. I told him I would video him later in the day.” I sighed. “The plane ride exhausted me more this time than I would like to admit.”
“You did not have to come. I could have handled this for you.”
“This situation deserves diplomacy, and while you are quite capable of handling certain things, you have a way with directness that most people don’t appreciate.” I took another bite of the salad and was thankful when the server returned with a new cup. “I desire to handle interactions with these men personally.”
“I do not agree with meeting them in this capacity.”
“Outside, you mean?” I delicately sipped the hot tea. “As I’ve told you many times-”
“I am aware you will do as you please, but I do not agree with recklessness. You are in the open.”
“It does not matter if I was in the open or not, our enemies don’t care.” I lowered the cup. “I am not concerned with Diego Martinez at this moment in time. He has his own problems to deal with currently with the Crimson Legion MC. He doesn’t look at me as a threat.”
“He is an idiot.”
“I don’t disagree.”
“Good looking but an idiot.”
I chuckled, readjusting my sunglasses against the glare of the sun. “Duly noted.”
“Their president Hunter Collins is good looking and not as slow.”
I paused from retrieving my fork. “We both know the dangers that lie there should you approach that in any manner.”
The Russian’s smirk was amusing due to it being so rare that the woman expressed any emotion besides irritation. “Perhaps an arrangement of another kind can be made. It has been some time since you have allowed anyone to-”
“That is enough.” My hand failed to loosen its firm grip on the utensil, my focus locked on her. “Am I clear?”
Kira scoffed but did not respond. Satisfied, I ate a few more bites before lowering the fork into the plate and pushing it aside. I didn’t have to look away to know our guests had arrived, my Russian bodyguard rising to her feet. 
She moved to stand over my right shoulder, the other two bodyguards in the background now more noticeable. As instructed, they maintained a safe distance from the small table.
I continued to sip my tea as the president of the Crimson Legion MC, followed by two other members, pulled to the curb. The rumbling of engines cut off. The other cafe patrons took notice, some immediately finishing their meals as if the motorcycle club’s arrival was a signal to exit.
It amused me.
When I married Nikolai Romanov, I never imagined being involved in his business, even though I was fully aware of his life and the dangers it entailed. His murder at the hands of a rival cartel and the betrayal from his second in command, his own brother, had altered my life. 
It left me with no other choice but to continue as head of their family, the front of their business, to protect the life I grew to cherish and that of the son we had lovingly created together. Not a day went by that I didn’t miss him, but I remained forever thankful that our son hadn’t been with my husband that day.
It had taken me years to gain the respect of the business members and associates. I was an outsider to them. Respect had not come easily despite the blood and violence it took to stay in power. I never would have assumed myself capable of anything so dark, much less being able to take a life, but I had for the sake of survival. I would do whatever was necessary for my son.
“Mrs. Romanov.”
“President Collins.” My eyes flitted over the other two members. “I don’t believe I’ve had the pleasure of meeting your associates.”
“This is my VP, Xavier Wilson.” He motioned to the taller of the two before pointing to the spiky-blonde haired man on his left. “Eddie, our sergeant of arms.”
The blonde grinned, but his attention was fixed on Kira. My gaze lingered on the taller man. He was handsome with dark hair pulled into a bun and a long-trimmed beard.
I stiffened. His eyes were locked on me. I looked away. “Please have a seat.” I motioned at the chair across from me. “This is Kira, my bodyguard.”
Nodding, Hunter lowered himself into the seat. Xavier slapped Eddie lightly on the shoulder, motioning with his head, and the two men sat at the table next to us. Kira remained standing. With a jerk of her hand, the other bodyguards blended into the background.
“I would have expected a few more guys.”
I smiled at the observation. “I have what I need.”
Hunter relaxed in his seat, shaking his head at the waiter who approached them to inquire if they needed anything. He waited until we were alone to resume speaking. “I’m going to assume Diego Martinez doesn’t know that you arranged this little meeting.”
“You would be correct.” I kept a hand wrapped around my teacup, my fingers tapping silently against the side. “And I’m going to assume you didn’t inform him that you agreed to meet me.”
“I was interested in what you had to say.”
Lifting the cup, I sipped my tea. “I find my use for Martinez has come to an end. I’m interested in seeing if our partnership can be more lucrative.”
“Meaning?”
“I want more control, and you want your club out of the gun business. I think we can help each other.”
“And how exactly do you plan to do that? Martinez controls the shipments. We simply transport them for you to buy. Without him, there are no guns.”
Pushing the cup away, I crossed my legs, leaning against my seat. I briefly imagined what a picture we made, three bikers in leather sitting with a woman in a business suit, a woman in all black standing at her back. “I have access to guns, Mr. Collins. That won’t be an issue.”
“Your plan cuts into our revenue as well as making an enemy out of another powerful cartel,” Xavier spoke, his gaze still locked on me. “Are you going to sit there and tell us that really won’t be an issue?”
“I can guarantee it.”
“Why would you do that?”
“Because in return, I’ll offer you another stream of revenue, one that is a legit means of business.” I directed my attention back to Hunter. “I assume that is your main objective.”
He shot his VP a look before nodding. “We’re listening.”
Xavier grunted but remained silent, continuing to stare at me. It sent numerous emotions through me, one I desperately ignored. I avoided looking at Kira, even thought she had edged closer to us during the conversation.
“I spend a lot of my time in Russia, Mr. Collins, but I own several properties in this area, including an abandoned winery. As you can imagine, it’s difficult to be in more than one place at once and even more so trusting someone to manage those properties. The winery is my baby, a love of mine if you will, but I need someone trustworthy to oversee it.”
All three men chuckled. “Do we look like we know anything about wine?” 
“All you need to do is maintain a license to sell alcoholic beverages including wine from my private vineyard. We'll split profits eighty-twenty, and I won’t charge you rent.”
“What are you really getting out of it, Mrs. Romanov? Management of property?” Hunter smirked. “You can hire a security detail for that.”
“I can, but again, we’re talking about trust and the fact that you would be more willing to overlook my private business transactions than a legal security business.”
Again, he exchanged a look with Xavier. He rubbed his beard thoughtfully.
“I need a legitimate business front established here as do you, Mr. Collins. I need privacy when I require it and people that won’t ask questions. As I see it, we need each other.”
“And you’ll take care of Martinez?”
“He won’t be an issue.” Glancing at my watch, I slid my chair from the table and rose to my feet. “You have twenty-four hours to decide.” 
“And then what?”
“My offer expires,” I smiled thinly. “Have a good evening, gentlemen.”






  
  2
XAVIER



I looked up from my phone at the loud roar of an approaching motorcycle. Rolling into the club parking lot, Hunter pulled up beside me.
“Hey, Brother.” He slid his helmet off, running a hand through his hair. “Is everyone here?”
“They’re ready to meet. I’m not going to lie; they’re uneasy about this offer.”
“If we want out of this mess we’re in with Martinez, it may be the only option we have.” Hunter looked around. “The past few years haven't been easy. With the economy and the outside interference of rival clubs, we’re not bringing in enough money without dipping into other means.”
“I’m not interested in other means, Brother. I can’t go back to prison.”
My president studied me with an understanding gaze. “When I took over this club, I promised you that wouldn’t happen again. I promised all of our guys that I’d find a way to make us clean money that kept us straight. I’m going to do that.”
“I know you’ll try.”
Sighing, he looked around at the bikes littering the lot. “The last thing I want is to jump into bed with another cartel, but she’s offering us something real. We have a chance to make good money on the right side of the line. Once we get back on our feet, we can walk away from this shit with a clean slate.”
“What she promises and what might happen are two different things.”
“What other choice do we have?”
I brushed my long beard with a quick hand. “What’s Ava think?”
“My wife doesn’t give her opinions on the club, Zay, you know that. With all the shit we’ve seen, the only thing she wants is for me to come home in one piece at night.”
“She’s a smart woman. Probably better than you deserve.”
“She knows,” he chuckled. “Come on, let’s grab a beer and gather the troops.”
With a nod, I followed him into the clubhouse, still uneasy, but I knew deep down that I would follow whatever direction the man told me to go. 
The offer from Isabella Romanov bothered me. She bothered me. I couldn’t have imagined the reaction I felt upon seeing her, the woman a mix of beauty and danger. Until she proved good on her word, the last thing I was going to do was trust her.
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ISABELLA


Kira stood outside my armored G-Class SUV. I didn’t need to look at her to know she was unhappy. 
She had been shifting on her feet for the past twenty minutes, her head on a swivel to the point it made me nauseous.
Pressing my lips in irritation, I directed my attention to the tablet in my hands. I readjusted the reading glasses on my nose and read for several minutes, pausing only at the sound of tapping on the window.
Cutting off the tablet, I took my time packing away my things before sliding on the heels I had previously discarded on the floor. Against my better judgment, I wore a black blazer vest with a matching pinstripe skirt. It was my favorite outfit. 
Out of the many things Nikolai taught me when we first married was the importance of presentation. One had to scream confidence and money to be taken seriously, things most people sadly lacked.
Kira opened the back passenger door, and the sound of a rumbling motorcycle filled the air.
“There is only one.”
I slid out of the vehicle. I squinted my eyes against the glare of the sun, pausing as sunglasses were thrust into my line of sight. Nodding gratefully, I slid on the shades and focused on the lone motorcycle speeding up to the property.
“It appears to be the bigger man, the one who starred too much.”
It was disappointing to not see the president of the MC, but the vice president was just as good. I needed this partnership to work, and if that meant attempting to charm the grumpy biker, I would do it.
Xavier parked his Harley, his tall frame rising off the bike with practiced ease. Wearing a look that expressed anything but happiness, he had left his hair down and trimmed his beard. His clothes were black in color, the kutte proudly displaying black and white lettering.
“While I appreciate your time, Mr. Wilson, I was expecting someone else.”
“Well, I wasn’t expecting to be here, so we’re all disappointed,” he grumbled. “Hunter said any decision I make, he would fully support. You’re stuck with me.”
“By all means,” I motioned toward the winery, “I promised you a tour.”
Kira cleared her throat. “I will escort-”
“We’ll be fine,” I interrupted her. “You can wait outside with Viktor.” I ignored the heated glare she sent my way and lifted the building keys. “Shall we?”
“I do not think-”
“You will wait outside with the driver.” I stated firmly before switching to Russian. “I will not repeat myself again.”
“Da,” Kira glared, flashing Xavier a smile that appeared more like a wild animal flashing its teeth. “I understand.”
I gestured for him to proceed toward the building. Shooting Kira one more guarded look, he moved forward. I kept up easily with his long strides. I ventured past him to unlock the glass double doors and allow him to enter first. Spotting Kira’s stern expression, I shut the door. It remained unlocked.
“She’s very protective of you.”
“I pay her to be,” I quipped. I flipped on the lights. I watched him survey the large space, the right side leading to the winery. The bar had seen better days and was vacant for some time now. “The bar is around twenty-two hundred square feet. As you can see, it will require a total overhaul. I'll cover the reconstruction costs, but I will have to approve the final layout.”
I looked around at the covered furniture and dusty items scattered throughout the room. “The winery is approximately eighty-seven hundred square feet and has been fully operational for over a year. Follow me, please.”
Xavier grunted but did as I requested, walking through another set of doors that led into the winery where endless rows of oak barrels lined the walls beyond the tasting room.
I watched him, folding my arms across my chest. “Do you have any questions?”
“For the head of a Russian cartel, you sure sound like a realtor at the moment.”
“I wear many hats,” I smirked.
He eyed me. “You do know I can tell when you’re being sarcastic, right?”
“I’m not sarcastic. I’m direct. I’m also aware of when you’re being arrogant and rude.”
“The club won’t work with you unless we’re all on board,” he shrugged. “Right now, I’m not convinced.”
“I’m offering you a very lucrative deal
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