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Now that K.J Dahlen is out on her own, she will be releasing new books at her WEBSITE

Books for 2019/2020

FOR THIS SERIES

Bratva Enforcers- The Nomands

Book One  Viktor 3/18

Book Two  Ivan 5/22

Book Three  Adrik 7/22

Book Four  Andrey

Book Five-  Grisha

Book Six-  Matvey

To get KJ’s unique Book Bling & all her latest books visit>>>

KJDAHLENBOOKS.COM

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

Ivan- Bratva-Enforcers-Nomads is a spinoff from The Brtava Blood Brothers Series that already has 10 books and counting and all those brothers do and will appear here and there in this Nomad Series.

I hope you enjoy the book and the series. 

K.J. Dahlen
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First rule of an Enforcer: Pust’ ne chuvstvuyutsya emotsii....Let no emotion be felt.

PRELUDE

For the readers that did not read what happened in Rogue that involved Ivan, we give a short intro with an excerpt from the very end of Rogue, Book Two, Princes Of Hell MC to help as this story starts off right after this scene below.

“Open the bay doors!” Eagle, the Prez of the Princes shouted at the two guards.

The doors rolled up.

As soon as they did, a huge black helicopter lowered down, seemingly out of nowhere.

Eagle stared at with wide eyes. “Fuck. That could hold...” The noise cut off the rest of his sentence as the helicopter landed.

Talon swiped his phone and texted Falcon. Send all the lieutenants immediately to the bay. He should have ordered this before. But how was he to know a helicopter could hold...

Many men... very large men, all carrying machine guns as they hopped out of the copter. Then they lined up as if a dignitary was going to march through.

Finally, a man leapt down. Tall, wide shoulders, dark hair. A short beard. Dressed in jeans and a dress shirt. He strolled through the line of men and as he got closer, his eyes became more noticeable. They looked aquamarine colored. Confident, he strode into the bay as large as he pleased.

Talon and Eagle waited.

Prince Lieutenants now poured out from every door to the bay.

When they were all in place, Eagle and Talon stepped forward.

The man did not smile though he looked amiable enough. “Hello.”

Talon nodded.

“Who the fuck are you?” Eagle asked.

Talon Scowled at Eagle and stepped forward with his hand out.

The man stepped forward and shook it. “My name is not important, but you can call me Viktor.”

Talon nodded his head.

“You have one of my men,” he stated in a thick accent.

“Yeah. We do. He was caught casing the compound,” Eagle replied.

“Yes, he was posted here,” Viktor openly admitted.

Talon stared at him. “And why was he posted here?”

Viktor stared into his eyes. “He was to report when and if Dmitri Grigori showed up.”

Eagle’s eyes widened. “What?”

Viktor nodded. “We are here to...” he paused as if he changed his mind about sharing any information. “First, let me see my man, Ivan.”

Talon blinked. “Oh, so he has a name?”

Viktor smiled. “He did not talk. But then none of us would. No matter what you do.”

Talon studied this man. Class, but also deadly. The man had killed many, Talon could somehow tell this, but he had a sane expression and wisdom in his eyes. He swiped his phone. “Bring the Russian.”

They stood and waited for a minute.

Then a noise echoed as a door opened. Nix and Panther tugged the large Russian from the room.

Viktor stared at him. “You did not rough him up so badly then?”

Talon shook his head. “The only injuries he has was when the men captured him.”

Viktor looked over at him. “So you do not torture men?”

Talon cocked his head to the side. “We prefer not to.”

Viktor nodded.

“So what you got for us then?” Eagle interjected.

Viktor looked over at him as if he’d forgotten the man was even standing there. “I do not have the three million dollars that you owe Dmitri. If that is your meaning.”

Talon was surprised at the man’s knowledge, “How did you know about that?”

Eagle grunted with disappointment. “Then why are we here?”

Viktor looked at Talon while ignoring Eagle again. “We cannot say how we gather our information. However, we are men whose job it is to... bring justice to men who have committed crimes against the Bratva.”

Talon felt more than curious and he felt hope for the first time in weeks. “And please tell me Dmitri is this criminal.”

Viktor nodded.

“So what does that mean?” Eagle interjected again.

Viktor flicked his glance over to him. “He will not be blowing up your compound, nor will he be taking anything from you.”

Eagle blinked his eyes in shock and some disbelief. “And how do we know this is true? I mean obviously you do not have him... or your man Ivan the Terrible over there, wouldn’t have been here!”

Viktor shook his head. “I make no promises until I have what is needed.”

“And again, what the fuck does that mean?” Eagle yelled.

The Russian men all moved closer as his yelling escalated.

Talon glared at Eagle. “Prez?”

Eagle looked over at him.

“Man, do you see the guns?”

Eagle looked past Viktor and noted the men and the guns.

Talon addressed Viktor, “You need to understand. You come into this out of the blue.” He pointed over at the helicopter. “And I mean that literally.”

Viktor paused then he seemed to get it as he nodded.

“So how do we know all this is true and Dmitri will cease to be an issue?”

Viktor raised his arm.

Talon stared at him as he reached back for his gun in his waistband. This could be a signal to fire for all he knew.

Viktor shook his head at Talon.

Talon dropped his hands to his side then he saw activity at the copter.

Two more men came out of it. One was dragging another.

Eagle squinted his eyes as he tried to make out what he was looking at. “What the fuck?”

Talon could finally see the face of the man being dragged. “Dmitri...”

Viktor spoke, “Yes. He now goes back to Moscow to face Bratva trial. Also, his empire is almost gone. We took it down over the last month.”

Eagle looked shocked. “You mean he has nothing left?”

Nodding his head, Viktor replied, “All, except this debt. Which as you can see no longer exists.” 

The very large Russian dragged Dmitri into the bay.

Eagle stared at him.

His face was bloodied and he was limping.

“Well damn!” Eagle exclaimed. “Not so big now are you, Grigori?”

Dmitri raised his head up, his eyes already looked dead. “You are dogs that were licking the bones from my table.” He spat a bloody glob of spit at Eagle’s boots.

Eagle jumped back. “The fuck, man!”

Talon kept his feelings in check although he couldn’t help but to say, “Boom. Clubhouse no more.”

Dmitri swung his raging gaze over.

Talon raised a brow. “That is what you said. You threatened us all. You knew Hammer had done us dirty. But now I see you were always dirty. Squeezing us dry. I do want to know one thing, but you will probably lie anyway.”

Dmitri looked interested suddenly. “What you wish to ask?”

“Were you and Devin doing deals together?”

Dmitri looked like he was confused. “I do not know whomever that is.”

Eagle shook his head. “So you never knew about her.”

Talon grabbed Eagle’s arm in warning.

Viktor looked between the men. “He does not ever need to know about her.”

Eagle’s eyes rounded.

Talon bit at his lip. He knew about Sevannah Gregory. The man knew everything it seemed.

Viktor then took a step closer to Eagle. “And if you would have handed her over to this cretin?” His blue green eyes nearly glowed. “You would be dead and your club would have gone BOOM!”

Eagle spluttered at this. “H-how—

“Your lieutenant, as you call them?” Viktor went on, “Rogue? He saved your club. He saved you!” He gazed over at Talon. “You at least have men someone can respect.” He then gave Eagle a scowl. “If anything ever happens to her... we will take you down, William Baker.”

Eagle had the good sense to just stare and he said nothing.

Talon raised his hand. “Falcon!” Unchain the man.”

Dmitri sneered at Talon. “I will be back! I will exact revenge for this!”

Viktor laughed for the first time since he arrived. “You will cease to exist in a matter of days, Grigori.” He waved his hand in the air.

The large man dragged him back to the copter as Dmitri cursed in a litany of Russian.

Ivan walked up to Viktor and hung his head.

Viktor patted him on the shoulder. “I am glad you are alive, my friend.”

Ivan still looked shamed.

“It took four men to take him down,” Talon noted.

Ivan swung his startled gaze over to stare at him.

“He also did not utter a word,” Talon added.

Ivan nodded his head at Talon and made his way to the copter.

Viktor seemed to appraise Talon. “I am to say something that is not my domain but I feel you could benefit from the knowledge I have.”

Talon stared at him. The man apparently, had some kind of crystal ball or some shit.

“And what would that be?” Eagle asked.

Viktor never even looked at Eagle as his gaze remained on Talon. “This Devin Brooks.” 

Eagle again showed his surprise at the vast knowledge this Russian seemed to have about all of it.

Talon showed no reaction though his gut clenched. 

Viktor nodded. “You keep Ivan’s phone and I will call within a day and tell you where this pig is hiding.”

Talon blinked at the rage he saw in the man’s eyes.

“Any man that sells children. Needs to die.” He looked Talon in the eyes.

Talon could see the danger there for anyone that might get in this man’s way. Yet, he had a moral code and he could respect that. He nodded. “Thank you.”

Viktor whirled his arm. “Noka, Prince Talon.” 

All the men turned like some army and waited for him to walk by. He made his way to the copter then got in.

The ten men as a line then entered the large copter.

It rose up with a loud roar and raised to the sky.
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The copter flew away from The Princes of Hell’s MC compound.

The loud hum of the helicopter sounded good to Ivan as he stared down at his large hands. Clasped together tightly. Maybe the noise would cover his loud thoughts. How could he have been so stupid? He felt like dermo...shit. How had he allowed himself to get caught? He was slipping or something.

“Ivan?” Viktor called to him.

Raising his head, he looked over at him.

“Takoye sluchayetsya,” Viktor spoke softly. It happens.

“Da, maybe, but not to me,” Ivan grumbled.

“It could have happened to any of us,” Adrik interjected. 

“They had surveillance that was high tech,” Deter added. “Any of us would have been detected.”

Ivan nodded. He knew his comrades in arms were attempting to make him feel better. He would now shut it down. Stop the tension and self doubt. Close it all off. First rule of an Enforcer: Pust’ ne chuvstvuyutsya emotsii....Let no emotion be felt.

Viktor stared at him. Then as if he knew that Ivan would no longer carry this subject, he looked away. “Khorosho.”

Deter, Adrik and Ivan gave slight nods to his, “it’s all good.” 

Then suddenly the silence was broken by... “Bylad, dermo! I know who she is!”

They all stilled. 

It was Dmitri Grigori, yelling from the backhold in the copter.

“The bitch got away from that river! How, bylad. How?”

They all knew he was referring to his niece Sevannah. The one he thought to have murdered when she was a child. The one that they’d just left with the Princes of Hell at their compound.

Viktor started to get up.

Ivan stood. “Allow me.”

Viktor gave him a raised brow.

“Nyet, sir. I will not harm him...much.”

Viktor smiled than gave a nod.

Ivan headed for the back. He stepped through the chain-link barrier.

Dmitri looked not so Khorosho... good at the particular moment. He had a cut on his cheek and a bloodied nose. He nearly snarled at the sight of Ivan. “You one of the lackey’s of that Bratva king out there?” he asked.

Ivan gave a nod. Damn right Viktor was a king. The man was one of the few men that had ever earned Ivan’s complete respect. The only other man he held in an even higher esteem was Sergi Constantine. The man who’d taken him in at the young age of 14, nearly raised him and taught him all things Bratva Soldier. Like Sergi, Viktor could shoot a target from 100 meters away and hit it dead on in the dead of night with no light. The man knew all there was to know about hand to hand. He built and executed take down plans that others would have no conception of how to even begin. Damn straight, he was a king.

Dmitri cocked his head at him. “You got caught though, did you not?” he spoke in Russian.

Ivan allowed no expression to show on his face. “Da. But how would you know this?”

Dmitri shrugged. “I had that Prince Hell MC watched 24/7. One of my men tripped that alarm for you at my order.”

Ivan growled.

Dmitri’s gaze shot up. “Oh, so you do care that you fucked up. Must not look good to the king in there, eh?”

Ivan again calmed himself to ice cold. “You are to shut the fuck up.”

“Oh? And why? I need to say my last peace, do I not?”

Ivan shrugged. “You are a man that killed his own family. You also trafficked in human flesh. You did all that under the Bratva banner. Anything you have to say can be said at your trial.”

Dimitri lifted with his chains and rattled them fiercely. “Trial? I will get no trial! They have convicted me already. It is a smokescreen assembly.”

Ivan stared at him. “You deny these crimes?”

Dmitri gave him a cold smile. “I did what was warranted.”

“Oh, really?’ Ivan glared at him. “So killing a child was warranted?”

“She was a witness!”

“...to your crimes, da. I know.”

“My brother stole that woman from me. He took the only woman I could ever love. They had a child together. One that should have been mine!”

Ivan stepped really close and leaned down to whisper, “You have no love in you. You are a heartless bastard. A fiend. You would have sold your own child into slavery for money. You are disgusting.”

Dmitri growled and raised his chains to swoop them around Ivan’s large neck as he stood from the chair he had been sitting on. “Arrrr!” he shouted as both men went down to the metal floor of the copter.

Ivan was stunned for a fraction of a second and he realized the mistake he just made as well as his head banged on the metal floor.

“What goes on here?” a voice shouted from somewhere above him.

He attempted to get the chain off as he struggled with this madman.

“I will kill us both!” Dmitri shouted in Russian. “I shall die of my own will!”

Ivan struggled to breathe, as he knew what this monster wanted. He had attacked him, thinking Ivan would kill him in defense, therefore robbing the council of his trial and execution.

A loud bump sounded in the metal space...then Dmitri laid still.

Ivan looked up at Adrik who held his trusty mini club in his hand. Apparently, he’d used it on Dmitri.

Adrik bent down and unraveled the chain from around Ivan’s neck.

Ivan’s throat was tender and sore as he gasped for air.

Deter showed up and hefted Dmitri from on top of Ivan.

Ivan sat up and then stood.

Viktor came in. “Monstr on khotel smerti!”

“Da,” Adrik replied. “He had a death wish, he thought to get Ivan to kill him,” he grunted as he and Deter dragged the large Russian prisoner to the chair. “He even busted the straps in his attempt.”

“We shall keep suicide watch. Matvey!” Viktor called out through the link door.

Matvey came in.

“Get him sedated for the trip to Moscow.”

Matvey nodded and went back out to get his kit.

Viktor looked over at Ivan. “Ty v poryadke?”

“Da...I’m ok,” Ivan replied. “I messed up again though.”

Viktor studied him for a moment. “What was said here? That led to this?”

Ivan let out a sigh as he swiped some blood from his cut lip. “He told me it was one of his men that set the alarm off that got me caught.”

Viktor let out a sigh. “And?”

“I then may have let my emotion get ahead of me. I told him what a fiend he was when he wanted to know about Sevannah. He claimed his brother took the woman he married from him and that Sevvie should have been his child. I told him why would he want her, unless it was to sell her.”

Viktor stared at him.

Ivan squared his shoulders ready for the reprimanding words and or a punishment.

“You need sleep.” Was all Viktor would say.

Ivan blinked at him as he stood there for a long moment waiting for the reprimand he surely deserved for allowing a prisoner to overtake him.

None came.

He turned and went out to wipe away the blood from his chin. As the Americans say... U menya plokhoy den. I’m having a bad day.

Grisha shook his head at him as he came into the main seating area.

“Da. Say it Grisha,” Ivan grumbled.

“Nyet.” Grisha went back to typing on his laptop.

“Well, someone should. I do not know why I fuck up so much.”

“How? How did you fuck up?” Grisha kept typing on his keyboard.

“I got caught. Then I again, got caught.”

“Nyet. Like you have been in captivity for what? 48 hours. You need sleep is all. Then when you awake, you will be—”

“Ivan the Terrible...” Ivan grumbled.

“The terrible?” Grisha stopped typing and actually looked up at him. “You’ve saved my life twice. You saved Viktor’s 3 times and you—”

“—that was before.”

Grisha looked puzzled “Before what?”

Ivan shrugged. “I do not know. Something feels off. Like...” His words faded away. Ivan felt like something was coming, something he dreaded? He couldn’t seem to pinpoint it.

Grisha studied him. “You need shuteye, Ivan. That is all.”

“Until we get on the jet to Moscow, I shall not be sleeping.” Ivan looked out the through the side port at the clouds passing by. They reminded him of smoke. But smoke was black wasn’t it? Black and heartless, rolling in after it caused massive heat with flames that licked at the human form until the skin melted off its bones... He shook the gruesome thoughts away. 

Would he ever get past it? The lack of self worth. No matter how much he’d accomplished. Despite all the years that had gone by since it happened. No matter how many lives he saved.

The words would never leave him.... 

“Ty ubil yeye... ty bespolezen.”

“You killed her...You are worthless.”
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