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      After a lifetime of ordinary, Katya Miller discovers a world she never knew existed and a man who may be her undoing....

      In the wake of her parents’ death, Katya’s search for answers reveals her family’s deep ties to the infamous Russian Mafia. Now, determined to get revenge and take her place at the top, she’ll let no one stand in her way. Not even dark, brooding mafia boss, Nikolai, whose tantalizing good looks tempt her like never before.

      Bratva mafia boss Nikolai Tsarsko is used to having whatever he wants, until a headstrong strawberry blonde becomes an intriguing challenge. Katya may be the key to reuniting the organization, and with that comes danger from every direction. To protect and possess her, Nikolai will have to use his most wicked ways.

      In an underworld filled with unexpected enemies, Kat tries to take her rightful place, Nik fights to keep her safe, and a powerful passion ignites that may bring them both to their knees…
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      Kat listened to the beat of the bass. Her entire body throbbed in time to the deep thump, thump, thump, making her nausea that much worse.

      What was I thinking?

      Mickey Yosov, a scrawny man with greasy hair and an even greasier goatee, stuck his head around the corner of the small dressing area and gave her what passed for a smile. “Two minutes, girly, and you’re up. Remember, give ‘em a good show or this will be your one and only performance.”

      Kat gave him small smile, “Got it.”

      Mickey eyed her briefly then nodded and left. Kat sighed in relief. She had only met him yesterday, and already she was dreading any long-term association with him.

      She barely forced back another wave of nausea and was glad she hadn’t eaten anything. Puking all over the stage was surely not the way to win points with the new boss. Taking a deep breath Katya Miller looked at her reflection in the mirror. The 23 year-old woman who looked back was above average in height with strawberry blonde hair, hazel eyes, and a pert little nose above a square chin. Her complexion was without blemish, having zealously protected her skin from the sun most of her life so that freckles wouldn’t mar her beauty. Her eyes drifted down her toned body, coming to rest on her plump ass, the only part of her body she wished she could change.

      Her outfit for tonight’s performance consisted of a very skimpy black G-string, covered up by a barely-there plaid schoolgirl pleated skirt. She wore a black mesh bra beneath a white fitted shirt unbuttoned and tied above her belly button. Her chest was normally perfectly proportioned to the rest of her body. But the shirt was at least two sizes too small, causing her breasts to bulge against the fabric.

      Her hair was done up in two pigtails, each with a coordinating plaid bow on top. To complete the outfit, her lips had been painted with a strawberry lip-gloss that left them shiny and naughty.

      She’d spent four grueling hours the day before, and a wad of cash she probably should have held onto, at an upscale spa having her body scrubbed, waxed, and moisturized to perfection. She was polished in every way possible for this debut performance.

      If I have to work here long, I’m going to have to come up with my own costumes, Kat thought but had to admit she looked the part she was about to play.

      Hearing her song start, she took a deep breath and walked towards the curtain. Straightening her spine, she gave herself a silent lecture to be strong.

      Come on, Kat, don’t over think this. Keep your mind on the goal.

      As Kat stepped through the blue velvet she paused, letting her eyes adjust to the Zora’s dim lighting and smoky interior. The stage consisted of a long runway fitted with several poles that extended from the floor to the roof above and ended in a wide circle, which served as a bar for the crowding patrons. Above the stage, disco lights spun slowly, casting a shower of glimmering light on the stage.

      Located off the strip, the Zora was one of the most notorious clubs in Las Vegas and its whispered ties to organized crime were what had led Kat through its doors for this adventure...
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      Most of Kat’s 23 years had been uneventful, until her parents’ recent deaths.

      The police had quickly determined they had been victims of road rage and the case was left there. After graduating from college Kat had gone to work for a private investigator that specialized in insurance fraud. Her boss wasn’t a strictly by the books type and let her use some of his resources to help settle her parent’s estate after their untimely deaths. His willingness to fudge the rules had enabled her to access all kinds of information about her parents’ holdings, information that would have taken her months to obtain had she gone through normal channels. Everything was as she had expected. Almost.

      One of the hardest parts of losing both of her parents was being left alone with no family. Then she had found the safety deposit box containing information that abruptly turned her world upside down. According to the paperwork her mother and father had hidden away, she had a myriad of cousins, aunts, uncles, and possibly even a grandfather still living.

      Kat spent three days poring over the documents then spent another day and a half scouring the Internet, disbelieving half of what she had discovered in various newspaper articles and intrigued by the remainder. She’d discovered her parents had belonged to the Ogalla Russkaya mafiya, or Russian-American mafia, which based its operations out of southern Florida.

      After her fourth birthday, the violence between her extended family members and the Colombian drug cartels escalated to a point where her parents left the organization and went into hiding. Kat’s mother had detailed their reasoning in one of her letters, and that reason had been her. They had left their family in order to protect their daughter.

      But they had done so without the pakhan’s good wishes and a price had been placed upon their heads. According to her research, the pakhan was very much like the godfather of the Bratva and his word was law. Her father had been one of his most loyal and trusted advisors, working as the kassir, or accountant, keeping the organization’s books. As such, he simply knew too much to be allowed to leave. That he was also the pakhan’s grandson hadn’t helped.

      The Millers, whose real name was the Osins, had raised their daughter in a variety of nice little suburbs outside major cities, never bemoaning their lack of an extended family. Holidays and birthdays had been celebrated with just the three of them for as far back as Kat could remember.

      Throughout her childhood, they had moved every two or three years. Now Kat understood their lack of roots was to prevent having their location discovered. But their last move came during her senior year of high school. Her parents had remained living outside St. Louis for nearly six years, until they became the supposed victims of road rage.

      According to the official police report, their SUV had been pushed off the highway, rolling four times before coming to a stop in a ravine. The first responders on the scene had located her mother’s body. She had been thrown from the vehicle and impaled on a piece of rebar sticking out on the damaged guardrail. She’d been pronounced dead at the scene. Her father was found inside the vehicle, having suffered severe trauma to his head and neck during the accident. The coroner had assured her that both of them had died almost instantly. A small comfort at a time when she was faced with the loss of the only two people in the world she could call her own.

      The detectives let her know there wasn’t much they could do to find the guilty party. The area of the highway where the accident had occurred did not have any video surveillance nor had there been any witnesses. Four days after the accident, Kat buried the only two people in the world that mattered to her, surrounded by a few neighbors and some acquaintances.

      She mourned her parents then began adjusting to her solitary life. Then she discovered her parents’ secrets and her unknown family. Despite her curiosity, Kat planned to file the paperwork away and ignore it—until she realized she was being followed. One night she had gone into the bathroom without turning the light on and heard two men talking underneath her bathroom window, speaking Russian. Kat hadn’t known she had a Russian heritage when she’d decided to take Russian as her foreign language in high school. She’d taken it because she had hoped to one day travel to Moscow and dance with the Russian Ballet and had wanted to be able to communicate with her fellow dancers. She couldn’t make out much of their whispered conversation but clearly heard them mention the names of her parents.

      When two FBI agents showed up on her doorstep the next morning, she had assumed it was because they had discovered her parents’ true identities. But it was more than just a fishing expedition. They expressed concern for her welfare. What they told her both chilled her to the bone and angered her. Apparently the FBI had her under surveillance and discovered she was being followed by two men who worked for a rival Bratva very friendly with the Ogalla crime family that her parents had run from. The feds had reason to believe that as a show of good faith to the current Ogalla leader, these two men had taken her parents out because they had offered to be informants in exchange for witness protection. It seemed her parents had grown tired of having to move and were ready to settle down; once and for all.

      The new leadership of the Ogalla mafia controlled the import of drugs from their Colombian contacts forcing the other mafia groups to pay almost double for their merchandise. This had angered many of them. Several
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