
  
    [image: Obsessive Boss]
  



  	
	    
	      Also by Willow Fox

	    

      
	    
          
	      Aigle Tactique

          
        
          
	          Révélation: Jaxson

          
        
          
	          Furtif: Mason

          
        
          
	          Dissimuler: Lincoln

          
        
          
	          Clandestine: Jayden

          
        
          
	          Truce: Declan - Une novella Aigle Tactique

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Bossy Single Dad

          
        
          
	          Billionaire Grump

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Mountain Grump

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Bachelor Grump

          
        
          
	          Bossy Single Dad Box Set

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Bratva Brothers

          
        
          
	          Brutal Boss

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Wicked Boss

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Possessive Boss

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Obsessive Boss

          
        
          
	          Dangerous Boss

          
        
          
	          Bratva Brothers Box Set

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Casamentos Mafiosos

          
        
          
	          Voto Secreto

          
        
          
	          Voto Cativo

          
        
          
	          Voto Selvagem

          
        
          
	          Voto Relutante

          
        
          
	          Voto Implacável

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Crimson Ice

          
        
          
	          Between Blades and Blood

          
        
          
	          Between Ice and Oaths

          
        
          
	          Between Fire and Frost

          
        
          
	          Between Sin and Silence

          
        
          
	          Between Steel and Secrets

          
        
          
	          Between Storms and Scars

          
        
          
	          Between Control and Chaos (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Crimson Ice (DE)

          
        
          
	          Zwischen Klingen und Blut

          
        
          
	          Zwischen Eis und Schwüren

          
        
          
	          Zwischen Feuer und Frost

          
        
          
	          Zwischen Sünde und Schweigen

          
        
          
	          Zwischen Stahl und Geheimnissen

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      eagle tactical

          
        
          
	          Expose: Jaxson

          
        
          
	          Expose Jaxson

          
        
          
	          Stealth: Mason

          
        
          
	          Conceal: Lincoln

          
        
          
	          Covert: Jayden

          
        
          
	          Truce: Declan

          
        
          
	          Eagle Tactical Box Set

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Eagle Tactical Serie

          
        
          
	          Svelato: Jaxson

          
        
          
	          Enthüllt: Jaxson

          
        
          
	          Verheimlicht: Mason

          
        
          
	          Invisibile: Mason

          
        
          
	          Versteckt: Lincoln

          
        
          
	          Nascosto: Lincoln

          
        
          
	          Verborgen: Jayden

          
        
          
	          Infiltrato: Jayden

          
        
          
	          Truce: Declan - Eine Eagle Tactical Novelle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Eisige Romantik auf dem Spielfeld

          
        
          
	          Schwindel mit dem Milliardär

          
        
          
	          Wagnis mit dem Eishockeyspieler

          
        
          
	          Verhaftung des Eishockeyspielers

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Fratelli Bratva

          
        
          
	          Boss Brutale

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Boss Diabolico

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Boss Possessivo

          
        
          
	          Boss Ossessivo

          
        
          
	          Boss Pericoloso

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Frères Bratva

          
        
          
	          Boss Brutal

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Boss Vicieux

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Boss Possessif

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Boss Obsessif

          
        
          
	          Boss Dangereux

          
        
          
	          Frères Bratva: Toute la série

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Gebrüder Bratva

          
        
          
	          Brutaler Boss

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Böser Boss

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Besitzergreifender Boss

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Zwanghafter Boss

          
        
          
	          Gefährlicher Boss

          
        
          
	          Gebrüder Bratva: die komplette Serie

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Ghiaccio Cremisi

          
        
          
	          Tra Lame e Sangue

          
        
          
	          Tra Ghiaccio e Giuramenti

          
        
          
	          Tra Fuoco e Gelo

          
        
          
	          Tra peccato e silenzio

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Glace rouge sang

          
        
          
	          Entre lames et sang

          
        
          
	          Entre glace et serments

          
        
          
	          Entre feu et gel

          
        
          
	          Entre péché et silence

          
        
          
	          Entre l’acier et secrets

          
        
          
	          Entre tempêtes et cicatrices

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Ice Dragons Hockey Romance

          
        
          
	          Faking it with the Billionaire

          
        
          
	          Daring the Hockey Player

          
        
          
	          Arresting the Hockey Player

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Ice Dragons Hockey Romance (FR)

          
        
          
	          Faux-semblants avec le Milliardaire

          
        
          
	          Défier le Joueur de Hockey

          
        
          
	          Faire Arrêter Le Joueur De Hockey

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Los hermanos bratva

          
        
          
	          Jefe Brutal

          
        
          
	          Jefe Perverso

          
        
          
	          Jefe Posesivo

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mafia-Ehen

          
        
          
	          Geheimes Gelübde

          
        
          
	          Gefangenschafts Gelubde

          
        
          
	          Wildes Gelubde

          
        
          
	          Widerwilliges Gelubde

          
        
          
	          Rücksichtsloses Gelübde

          
        
          
	          Mafia Ehen: die komplette Serie

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mafia Marriages

          
        
          
	          Secret Vow

          
        
          
	          Captive Vow

          
        
          
	          Savage Vow

          
        
          
	          Unwilling Vow

          
        
          
	          Ruthless Vow

          
        
          
	          Mafia Marriages Box Set

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      mariages mafieux

          
        
          
	          Vœu Secret

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Vœu Captif

          
        
          
	          Voeu Captif

          
        
          
	          Vœu Sauvage

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Vœu Non Consenti

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Vœu Impitoyable

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Mariages Mafieux: Toute la série

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      matrimoni di mafia

          
        
          
	          Voto Segreto

          
        
          
	          Voto Prigioniero

          
        
          
	          Voto Selvaggio

          
        
          
	          Voto Non Voluto

          
        
          
	          Voto Spietato

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Matrimonios de la Mafia

          
        
          
	          Voto Silencioso

          
        
          
	          Voto Cautivo

          
        
          
	          Voto Salvaje

          
        
          
	          Voto Involuntario

          
        
          
	          Voto Despiadado

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Padre Single Autoritario

          
        
          
	          Il Burbero Miliardario

          
        
          
	          Burbero di Montagna

          
        
          
	          Il Burbero Scapolo

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Père, célibataire et autoritaire

          
        
          
	          Le Milliardaire Grincheux

          
        
          
	          Grincheux des Montagnes

          
        
          
	          Le Célibataire Grincheux

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Romance degli Ice Dragons

          
        
          
	          Fingere con il Miliardario

          
        
          
	          Sfidare il Giocatore di Hockey

          
        
          
	          Arrestare il Giocatore di Hockey

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Ruppige Single Papas

          
        
          
	          Berg Muffel

          
        
          
	          Bachelor Muffel

          
        
          
	          Milliardär Muffel

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Táctica Águila

          
        
          
	          Expuesto: Jaxson

          
        
          
	          Sigilo: Mason

          
        
          
	          Oculto: Lincoln

          
        
          
	          Encubierto: Jayden

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Royal Reaper

          
        
          
	          Nightblood

          
        
          
	          Royal Reaper

          
        
          
	          Royal Reaper - Version Deutsch

          
        
      

      
    
    


  
    
      OBSESSIVE BOSS

      BRATVA BROTHERS BOOK FOUR

    

    
      
        WILLOW FOX

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Slow Burn Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2022 by Willow Fox

      All rights reserved.

      Edited by Marla VanHoy

      Cover Design by MiblArt

      V2

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        About this Book

      

    

    
      
        Shop Willow Fox

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Epilogue Part 1

      

      
        Epilogue Part 2

      

      
        Shop Exclusive Book Boxes & Merchandise

      

    

    
      
        Giveaways, Free Books, and More Goodies

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Willow Fox

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THIS BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      We’ve remodeled Club Sage, and I’m just about to burn the place down to the ground.

      When Savannah comes looking for a job, I hire her on the spot. We’re desperate for dancers, and she’s stunning. How could she not be perfect for the job?

      Don’t mix business and pleasure—the advice I should have heeded from my mentor and boss, Nikita Krylova.

      I let a federal agent into the workplace.

      Savannah has access to the books and the money we launder.

      I’m screwed if my boss Nikita or the head of the bratva, Mikhail, discovers my little indiscretion.

      But they’re bound to find out since Mikhail’s better half, Madisyn, is former FBI. She worked with Savannah Blakely. Do I come clean and accept that I’m a dead man or bury the truth and a few bodies before anyone finds out?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SHOP WILLOW FOX

          

        

      

    

    
      Buy directly from Willow! It's the perfect way to support a small business while reading stories you'll love! All you have to do is buy now and receive an email with the link to the ebook! Download and read on your favorite app. ♥

      Check out my store: https://shopwillowfox.com

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Savannah

      I'm a virgin all over again, except this time, my first is being undercover. And it's not a little job. Supervisory Special Agent Barrett Kingston is sending me deep, to infiltrate the bratva.

      And if that's not complicated enough, I have to make sure that I steer clear of Madisyn Carter, former FBI and a colleague of mine.

      I'm a bundle of nervous energy wrapped in a neat little bow with a shy smile. I swallow down the anxiety and bury it as deep as I can because I can't screw this up.

      The FBI higher-ups have demanded that we provide evidence against Mikhail Barinov and his crime organization. No easy task, but I'm not dealing with the Pakhan. My focus is on one of the men running the club. My mark is Anton Petrova.

      I stroll up to Club Sage in a short black skirt and bright red top that matches my lipstick. It's not my usual attire, but I'm dressed to play the part and for my interview with Anton.

      Yanking open the heavy door, I see that the club's interior is much darker than the outside, and it takes a moment for my eyes to adjust to the intense change.

      "Can I help you?" a man with a thick Russian accent asks. He glances me up and down. It's not Anton. I've seen his picture enough times and memorized who I'm targeting to realize that this man is just another member of the bratva. The man at the door is nothing more than a glorified bodyguard.

      "I have an interview," I say.

      The place smells of fresh paint and wood. The interior is shiny, and the stage appears new. At first glance, the club has just opened, but the outside of the building shows its age. Something must have happened here to require such an extensive remodel.

      There's no mention of it in the FBI or the newspapers. No report on the news signifying a remodel or the reason for one.

      "Wait here," the man says. He tromps down the hall and out of view. A minute later, he returns. There's not an ounce of friendliness or warmth in his tone. "Follow me."

      I oblige and accompany him down the long, dark hallway and then around the bar to the back. It's a small office, no windows and only one door.

      "Hi, I'm Savannah," I say, introducing myself and handing him my resume.

      "Thank you, Dmitri." The Russian who escorted me to the office shuts the door behind me on his way out. "I'm Anton." He drops the resume to the desk, uninterested in the paper and the information it contains.

      I press my lips together. He hasn't gestured or told me to sit, so I stand opposite his desk, my hands folded in front of me.

      "You dance?" Anton glances me over, his gaze scrutinizing every inch of my clothed skin.

      "I've dabbled," I say. Agent Kingston insisted before this operation that I take a pole dancing class and train with an instructor. They weren't my finest hours, but I've improved quite a bit since the beginning. Enough that I should be able to pull off dancing. It's not like I'm fibbing that I've had years of experience.

      "I need to see what you've got. Dance," Anton gestures at me and points to the small space in the room. He's not looking for a lap dance. He wants me to show him what I can do on my own.

      My pulse quickens, and I place my purse on the nearby chair. I turn with my back to Anton and sway my hips, letting him stare at my ass while I work the top button on my red blouse free.

      I spin around to face him, my shirt giving him a glimpse of my push-up bra, but I haven't shown all of it yet. I'll be wearing far less on stage, but he hasn’t asked me to strip down. However, I'll probably be expected to do so during the interview, so I may as well give him a show.

      The man isn't half bad-looking. Okay, if I'm to be blunt, Anton is hot. His dark brown eyes wander down my body. His hair is thick and dark. Dare say, I want to run my fingers through it. But I refrain.

      He's in a buttoned-up suit, giving no indication of what's underneath his outfit. I'd like to undress him, rip his crisp white cotton shirt open and grab him by his tie, dragging him toward me and down onto his knees.

      But I doubt that he'll let me dominate him.

      He's the kind of man who exudes power and revels in being in control. Just imagining what it would be like in bed with him, makes my cheeks burn and helps me get into my role as a dancer for his club.

      I use the small space and own it like I belong here because this can't fall apart if I want to climb my way up the bureau ladder.

      The wooden desk sits between us, and I use it as a prop while dancing. I don't bother to ask for permission before climbing atop it, my platform heels allowing me to clomp against the wood. Thankfully, the room has tall ceilings.

      Anton stares at me and leans back in his leather chair with a smug grin. I'm sure he can look up my skirt and see the thong I'm wearing. I expected that he'd require me to dance as part of the interview, and I wanted to be prepared.

      I have to land this job. If he doesn't give it to me, I can't go sulking back to the FBI that I failed the most basic aspect of undercover work, getting in with the bad guys.

      I sway my hips, and my hands smooth over my body, undoing the rest of the buttons on my blouse. I turn my back to Anton and slowly inch the shirt over my shoulders. My best moves are teasing and seductive. There's no pole in this office. I have to use what I know.

      I run my fingers through my long blonde tresses and let my hand wander down across my bra as I let the red shirt fall to the floor. I won't wear a shirt and blouse when I dance for the club. I'll be in nothing more than a G-string and bikini top.

      My black skirt wraps around my waist, and I dance and unclasp the clip holding the material together before letting it glide down to the floor.

      Anton shifts in his seat and bites down on his bottom lip. The tips of his ears are bright red. Does he always get aroused by the entertainment? Or is it me?

      The office door swings open without so much as a knock. Am I supposed to continue? As if there is music being played, I continue swaying and dancing.

      Anton clears his throat and motions for me to get down. "I've seen enough."

      "I'll chat with you after you're done," the gentleman who barged into the office says.

      I recognize him from the background that I was forced to memorize. He's Nikita Krylova, one of Mikhail's men and the club's manager.

      He retreats from the small office and shuts the door while I climb down from the desk and retrieve my clothes off the floor. I'm still in my matching scarlet panties and bra.

      "The pay is shit. My other girls get priority on the main platform. You'll have to earn your place on the stage," Anton says. "The club takes fifty percent. You have to wear the clothes we provide and no sassing the patrons or giving any of the employees attitude. Also, no taking on private clients after hours. Are you still interested?"

      "When do I start?" I ask.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      Anton

      I'd been in my office all morning, interviewing, and only one girl showed up, a sexy blonde with the brightest blue eyes I've ever seen, Savannah Parker.

      I would have hired her on the spot based on her looks and the set of tits and ass on the girl.

      But I figured that I might as well make her dance, and boy, am I glad that I did. That was quite a show, and it was entirely for me.

      Until my boss, Nikita, decided to burst right in without knocking. Couldn't he pretend to give a shit? The last thing I want is the new girl thinking that I'm below Nikita, even if he is my superior.

      The man runs the club.

      He doesn't own it. Mikhail, the head of the bratva, owns the business. But he's too busy with other matters to run every enterprise that he's involved himself in, which works out well for me. I get a portion of the proceeds brought in from the club, while Mikhail gets to launder money. It's a win-win for everyone.

      I loosen my tie and stand. Savannah has already found her way out of the office. She has orders to return when we open this evening. Until then, she doesn't need to hang around. I don't need her discovering the shit we do around here.

      I open the office door and head up the stairs for Nikita's private office. He's got a large office with an exceptional view that overlooks the dance floor with one-way glass. Even after the remodel, he kept the same floor plan and layout. His office is three times the size of mine. Although, in his defense, I spent quite a bit more time on the floor with the ladies and patrons.

      Someone has to make sure the place is running smoothly, and although Nikita is the manager, I mingle with the guests, help when the floor is crowded with drink orders, and keep the place operating smoothly.

      I ought to run the club, but I have no hard feelings for Nikita. We're brothers.

      Unlike Nikita, who barges into my office, I knock before entering.

      "It's open," Nikita says.

      I step into his office and close the door behind myself.

      He glances up from behind his desk, his pen poised in his hand, but he stops writing. "Cute girl you had in here earlier. Did you hire her?" Nikita asks.

      "I did," I say and quirk a grin.

      "Quite the dancer. Is that how you interview all your employees? Because I'd love to be part of the interview process."

      "Shut up."

      Nikita shrugs, not the least bit offended. "I'm taking off early tonight. I assume you can close for me."

      He's not asking.

      "You got it," I say. I shouldn't ask, but I can't stop myself from wanting to know if it's because of his new flame. "Do you have plans with Lucy?"

      He's married, and while he doesn't strike me as a family man, the marriage was initially to protect Lucy and her son. But I think he's always harbored feelings for her, even when he hated her. Besides, the man can barely keep his claws off her.

      "No, she's going shopping with Hannah."

      "Better keep her on a tight leash," I joke.

      "I'm not worried. Hannah is shopping for a wedding dress." Nikita flashes his wedding band at me. "The way I see it, I got off cheap."

      "Careful, brother. Marrying her at the courthouse could come back to bite you in the ass. If she hears you talking like that, she'll be asking for a do-over wedding somewhere exotic and expensive."

      While Nikita and I aren't blood brothers, we're both members of the bratva. We might as well be blood because our ties are just as strong.

      "Don't go putting any ideas into her head," he warns.

      "I wouldn't dream of it."

      Nikita shuffles a few pages around on his desk. He glances up at me once more. "Did you run a background check on the new hire?"

      "I did not." I wince at the realization that I was supposed to vet her qualifications before I offered the job. "Is that a problem? We're short two dancers." We're not down several more because Nikita paid them during renovations to ensure that when the club reopened, they would be ready to work.

      Nikita glances at his watch as if that will indicate how long a background check will take.

      Days.

      We don't have days.

      I'm down to a couple of hours and no more interviews for the afternoon. Besides, even if I had a half dozen girls lined up for the job, I wouldn't be able to run background on them, either.

      "Just make sure her references check out. Did she strip at another club?" Nikita asks.

      "I should probably look at her resume," I say, admitting that I hadn't even given it a cursory glance during the interview. I was too hung up on the cute blonde.

      I clear my throat. I'm not usually this unprofessional when hiring dancers. Typically, I have more time between the interview and hiring them.

      "You think?" Nikita is more than a bit snippy. "Begin the process on the background check, but we'll let her start work tonight."
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        * * *

      

      I shouldn't be excited when Savannah enters the club. She's here to work, but my heart rate quickens.

      Her eyes lock with mine, and she offers a shy smile. I don't fall for her innocent routine. She danced on my desk. The girl isn't the least bit shy.

      Striding across the hall, I greet her for her first day. "Are you ready?" I ask as she follows me to the ladies' dressing room.

      "I hope so," Savannah says with a nervous laugh. Her voice quivers, and I get the impression that she may not be used to dancing in front of men, but I gather that she'll like the attention. Most of the girls do, and those who don't quit.

      On a metal rack are dozens of outfits for the girls to wear. "Anything on that rack, you can borrow. If you want to bring your clothes, you need clearance from management on every new outfit. Hair, makeup, and nails should be done before you get dressed. On the back wall, are heels you can borrow. Again, anything that you want to bring needs to be cleared by Nikita or myself."

      "No boots," another girl says as she sits in front of a mirror, applying her liquid eyeliner. "And you pick your wardrobe last."

      "Bailey, you give a warm welcome," I mutter at her.

      "I've got seniority," Bailey says.

      "And you bring ninety percent of your clothes. I don't know why you feel it necessary to harass the new kid."

      "I'm not some kid," Savannah quips. "I can take care of myself."

      I'm surprised by the new girl's boldness. "Fine, by all means." I shut the door, leaving the girls on their own before the stage show begins.

      I need to keep my distance.

      Savannah is off-limits. She's a dancer, and I'm management. This thing between us, the spark, has to be extinguished.

      I clear my throat, stalk away from the girls' dressing room, and knock into Nikita.

      "You're in a rush," he grunts, glancing me over. His eyes tighten, and he grabs my arm, dragging me into one of the back storage rooms where we house our liquor.

      "What?" I don't know why he's found it necessary to drag me away from the floor. I haven't done anything wrong yet.

      "I've seen that look," Nikita says. "I wore it for weeks while dealing with Lucy."

      I clear my throat. "Is that before or after you married her?" I honestly don't know what look he's talking about, but I'm trying to steer the conversation far from the new hire.

      "Before, when she made me so angry, all I wanted was to bend her over and have my way with her."

      I choose my words carefully. "Yeah, I've seen the way you look at her." Anyone would be blind to miss the heated stares they exchanged, even when they swore they hated one another.

      "Trust me when I say you stare at the new girl the same way."

      "She's just a dancer. I interview all my dancers in the same manner. She's nothing special." I nearly have to choke the words out because even I don't believe them.

      Savannah shouldn't be special; she's just another girl we've hired to entertain the guests.

      But there's something about her that I can't quite let go of, maybe the fact I'd like a private dance or two and a session alone with her in a suite.

      "Tonight, go out for drinks. Get whatever the hell it is out of your system because you need to be focused on work. And then come back tomorrow and be your grumpy, asinine self."

      "I have to cover the club tonight. Are you offering to take my shift?"

      "No, but you need to find a hot piece of ass and forget about the new girl."

      I snort under my breath. In what spare time? He makes it sound easy, and getting girls isn't hard for me, but I don't need my one-night stands showing up where I work. I prefer to keep my private life separate from my job. "I'll get right on that, boss."

      I head to my office and crack the seal on the vodka, pouring myself a drink.

      What does Nikita know?

      Savannah is just another girl, a dancer. She's nothing to me. Sure, she's gorgeous with that long blonde hair and those bright baby-blue eyes, but I'm all about personality, not looks.

      I down another shot of vodka, attempting to convince myself that I feel nothing for her.

      Nikita has gotten under my skin.

      I huff out of my office and onto the main floor. A few customers are seated, sipping their drinks, and watching Bailey on stage.

      Savannah hasn't emerged from the dressing room yet, but she has ten more minutes until she's late.

      I wander the main floor, keeping an eye on the guests. Since the run-in with the Italians a couple of months ago, we have added security measures. Otello and several of his buddies came in, guns blazing.

      Gunfire erupts from all around. Men in suits cover the entrance and exit. They don't bother with masks. They want us to know who they are, and a message will be delivered.

      "Where's Nikita?" Otello asks in his thick Italian accent. The man wreaks of vodka like he bathes in it or wears it as a cologne.

      He shoves a gun under my chin as two men blast the place with bullets. "Upstairs," I say. I don’t flinch or cower. I want to warn Nikita and his new flame that trouble is coming, but there isn't time.

      "Best you run home and warn the family our fight isn't over," Otello says. He lowers his gun but doesn't shoot me. He has the opportunity. They could kill the dancers or the patrons, but they've let them flee out the side exit like they want them shuttling out that door while they stand guard, blasting the walls and tables, the bar and stage with bullets. Shrapnel flies in every direction, slicing my arm.

      I heed Otello's warning. I get out while I still can, breathing, and my heart is beating. The Italians aren't known for their kindness or for letting men live, especially their enemies.

      The parking lot is fraught with screams and fear. A fury of panic, as people jump into their vehicles and blare their horns, trying to cut each other off. Everyone wants to get away as quickly as possible.

      I grab my keys from my pocket. My phone is in my office. I'm not going back for it. I jump into my vehicle, start the engine, and pull out of the parking lot. I head straight for the
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