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        Marat Antonovich Aslanov

      

      

      “Sir, she appears to be here with a male companion.” Ivan’s voice through the car’s speaker is filled with suspicion and anticipation. My second finds these dustups invigorating. Once upon a time, I did, as well. That time has long passed, however.

      From the luxurious backseat of the town car, I’m able to relax in comfort before donning the mask I must wear once I enter Trepet. The nightclub is owned by my organization, a legitimate operation. For the most part. Once I set foot inside the doors, I must be the consummate leader, ruthless and merciless.

      Make no mistake, I am those things. I am also bored and irritated with the entire situation that calls for my presence here tonight. It’s no surprise that, yet again, my father’s second-born son has created a mess. Born, just as I was, to a faceless mistress kept around only until he tired of her and paid her to leave his sight and his heirs, my half-brother Aleksander seems incapable of much beyond foolishly weak displays of immaturity.

      “This is relevant, how?” Trepet may be one of the hottest new clubs in Denver, beloved by the affluent younger generation, but everyone knows the Oz behind the curtains in Southeast Denver is Bratva. Specifically, me. The idiot who has accompanied Sage Peterson into my club has made his own bed. Now, he will bear the consequences of consorting with one foolish enough to make my father’s bloodline look weak.

      Not only did this Sage Peterson girl reject my brother’s no doubt clumsy advances, she apparently broke his nose and three of his fingers. Publicly. Turning down his pick-up attempts wouldn’t typically land a woman on my radar. On the contrary, it’s more likely to gain my respect. Aleksander’s a spoiled, entitled idiot. Turning him down is the smart move.

      Injuring more than his pride is not, however. Anything that makes Aleksander Aslanov look like a weakling directly impacts the way my enemies perceive the Aslanov family strength as a whole. For that, Sage Peterson has landed herself front and center on my radar. Forcing me to set aside my plans for the evening in order to address this public insult adds another layer to my irritation. I don’t like things that irritate me.

      By the time I motion to my driver to come open my door, cold detachment has replaced the boredom. What must happen now is unavoidable. It will demonstrate to the world that disrespect of the Aslanov name is not tolerated.

      The doors of the club open for me as I near them, the richly finished wood thick enough to mask the volume of the music playing inside, and gives me a preview of the scene inside the building. I scan the room, looking for the woman I’m here to obtain. Ivan informed me she’s wearing a purple bodycon dress and has her blonde hair in something he termed a “messy bun.” The man’s got sisters, so I’ll trust his description, even if few of those words don’t mean a damn thing to me.

      She’s easy enough to spot. There could be a hundred more people crowded on the dance floor, every single one of them wearing purple dresses, and she’d still stand out. That so-called messy bun barely contains her shiny platinum curls, and a few of them have broken free to cascade over her bare shoulders and down her back. The way they bounce with her movements mesmerizes me. I give myself a shake and remember I’m here for business. Only business.

      In a handful of strides, I am standing beside the girl and her companion. His arms are around her waist; his hands linked perilously—for him—near the perfect swell of her ass. He’s ogling the bit of cleavage peeking from her neckline before his eyes rise to meet mine. They widen in fear and drop low again.

      “Don’t look at her breasts. Look at me.” It isn’t necessary to raise my voice to be heard over the dance music pulsing around us. The command is clear, and proving himself at least a small bit intelligent, he obediently looks away from her and to me. His eyes never lift above my chin, though, and I know he is well aware of who I am.

      “Have you fucked her?” I force a disinterested note into my voice. It wouldn’t do for anyone around us to hear how invested I am in his answer.

      Her spine snaps straight, and unlike his deferential inability to meet my stare, her furious violet eyes laser directly into my light blue ones.

      “You are a very rude man, Mr. Aslanov.” Her outraged gasp does more to get my dick hard than anything has in years. If my plans hadn’t already altered at just the sight of her, the way her fury arcs across the space between us, an almost living creation shared between us, would surely stop me in my tracks.

      Sage Peterson knows who I am, and she is unintimidated by me. Three minutes ago, I would have labeled such fearlessness as foolhardy. The ruler at the core of me, the one who has gloried in my status as the one controlling this city for nearly a decade in the wake of my father’s death, sees a matching strength in her.

      Fuck demonstrating the power of the Aslanov name to the world by making an example of her. Instead, I will prove the power of Marat Aslanov when I tame this fierce lioness and make her my queen.
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        Sage Elizabeth Peterson

      

      

      Anybody who says ignorance is bliss and means it is a filthy liar. Two days ago, I’d been ignorant about who Aleksander Aslanov is until he was laid out on the ground with his nose busted and bleeding, cursing my name and swearing I’d regret I was ever born. At the time, it had seemed an overly dramatic response, given that the only reason I’d hit him was that he’d been so far out of line I’d had no other choice.

      After I’d turned down his demand that I go out with him, he’d pushed his hand between my legs to cup my privates and told me nobody denied him any pussy he wanted. It wasn’t until two hulking Russians in custom fit suits rushed over to help him up, which clearly embarrassed him further, that I caught a clue about what I’d done.

      He’d stormed out of the jewelry shop I work in, and the owner had nearly passed out at the sullen way he’d mumbled he’d be back to deal with us later. My boss sent me home after that, promising me that he’d try to handle things as best as he could, but I should be prepared to find a new job if Mr. Aslanov required it. Until that moment, I’d only heard the name whispered in passing. It’s not as if I’ve lived in Denver long enough to know who runs the seedy underbelly of the city. I’ve only been here since the start of the year, having moved for the opportunity to apprentice as a diamond setter under Misha Abramov while I finish my undergraduate degree in design.

      When nearly two days passed with no retribution, I’d begun to breathe a bit easier. I’d even agreed to follow through with a second date with Brian, the guy currently trembling under the glare of Marat Antonovich Aslanov.

      “Be that as it may, moy boyets, the fact remains that I have asked a question. He will answer me now.”

      Everything about Marat Aslanov suggests power and brutality, packaged beneath a bespoke wool suit. His eyes are such a pale blue they look almost silver and even the flashing lights of the club are unable to soften the glint of malice in them. The fine cut of his suit should cloak his brawler build, but instead, each seam and line emphasizes the power leashed behind the fabric.

      “N-no. Sir. I mean, no, sir. I haven’t b-b-been intimate with Sage.” Brian’s hands had already dropped away from my waist the moment Marat approached, for which I’m actually moderately thankful. Until this moment, I’ve been on the fence about my date. Funny and attractive, he’s the kind of guy who is nice to have around. Especially since I don’t meet many unattached men, what with working in a jewelry store and all.

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/pirate.jpg






OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/image-6.jpg
Vanrsheol
ln l'@)@nvero

a mafia romance






OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png






OEBPS/images/image-1-a-denver-skyline.jpg
Denvet






