
Demetri: The Volkov Empire
 Free Book Online

 Crystal  Daniels

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/LZar/Demetri-The-Volkov-Empire-Part-of-Volkov-Empire-2-Books
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/LZar/Demetri-The-Volkov-Empire-Part-of-Volkov-Empire-2-Books
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/LZar/Demetri-The-Volkov-Empire-Part-of-Volkov-Empire-2-Books
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/LZar/Demetri-The-Volkov-Empire-Part-of-Volkov-Empire-2-Books


Demetri -As the ruler of The Volkov Empire, Demetri has made many sacrifices for the sake of

the family.Those sacrifices meant nothing after uncovering his father's dark secrets and his ex-

wife's lies, and betrayal.Looking to rebuild what was taken from him, Demetri sets his sights on

Montana, where his path collides with a feisty, headstrong woman who unintentionally ignites a

spark he thought had been extinguished forever.Glory -Putting her life on hold, Glory dedicated

two years to helping her best friend and Goddaughter escape the clutches of evil.Now with the

threat dead and her friend safe, Glory feels like she can finally move on with her life.So, she

thought.With one day bleeding into the next Glory finds herself feeling lost and hollow

inside.Until Demetri Volkov enters her life again.Demetri is King of the criminal underworld, and

when Glory gets caught in a war between two Mafia Empires - taken and used by his enemies

as leverage to get what they want; he does the only thing he can.He kills.Showing no mercy,

and leaving a path of destruction, Demetri proves he will stop at nothing to get her back.
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GloryEpilogueMore Books By Us!PrologueDemetriDe Burca. The name alone leaves a bad

taste in my mouth. I've never dealt with this particular family personally, but I know they are the

bottom feeders of organized crime in the United States. Make no mistake; Ronan and his men

will die. That is a guarantee. If it weren't for the fact Jake deserves to kill the motherfucker

himself, I would break every bone in Ronan's body before making him choke on his own blood

for what he did to her — the woman I'm currently finding it hard to ignore.Glory KellerI keep

trying to make sense of my behavior. I've learned from experience that women should be kept

at arm's length. No relationships. This is how I've chosen to live my life.I grow increasingly

frustrated with myself and look away.I run the most powerful crime family in Russia. My soul is

tainted with the blood of others and scarred by acts of corruption from my own family — those I

trusted. I don't believe in anyone these days — only a select few. So, why does this particular

woman, whom I've never met before until today, have this dominant hold on me that I cannot

explain? My eyes travel to the other side of the SUV once more, landing on Glory's battered

face. Despite the bruises and swollen eye, she is stunning. My hands clench and rage forms in

my gut, knowing some bastard's filthy hands have harmed her.Why the fuck do I care? All

these things should mean nothing to me. She is nothing to me, but I can't keep my attention off

of her; something I've had a problem with from the moment I laid eyes on her.My attraction to

her is intense.Beyond anything I have felt before.I feel tension start to build at the base of my

neck. My eyes drop to her full lips before drifting lower, taking in the fullness of her

breasts.Bringing my attention back to her face, I find Glory scowling at me. I also notice her

rapid pulse beating in her neck just before her eyes cut away then quickly begins whispering to

her friend sitting beside her.Her strength intrigues me. For two years, this woman devoted her

life to keeping her friend's daughter safe and out of the hands of evil. It takes guts to do that.

It's a huge glimpse into the woman she is. Devotion to the people we care about and loyalty to

them is a characteristic you don't find in many people these days. And in my opinion, because

I'm jaded when it comes to women in general; finding a woman with the grit and integrity Glory

has is rare.It's also a huge fucking turn on.Hours later, compelled with the need to make sure

she is safe, I find myself back at The Kings clubhouse, in a darkened room, watching her as



she sleeps. The only audible sounds are her soft breaths, and the sound of my heartbeat

pulsing through my veins. If she knew the kind of man I am, who I can become, she wouldn't

want me. And make no mistake, she wants me. Glory tries to hide her attraction for me with icy

stares and her sassy mouth, but I see past all her bullshit. The pull between us is too strong to

deny it — no matter how hard we try.GloryIt’s Saturday night, and I’m sitting at home in my

pajamas. I have spent every weekend doing the same thing since moving into my new

apartment. I missed the days when I was the carefree woman who grabbed life by the balls; the

woman who worked hard during the week and played hard on the weekend. That woman was

fun. She was fearless and lived each day to the fullest. I'm not her anymore, but I want to be. I

don't want to be afraid to live my life. I don't want the past to determine my future. I also don't

want to keep waiting around on him. My hopes that the only man to make me feel anything

other than fear dwindled a long time ago. That he will come to the conclusion; he wants me too.

Not that I blame him. I've only ever been a raging bitch toward him. There was a time when I

thought he could see past my rough exterior to the real me. When I thought his heated gazes

and lingering looks that made my insides fill with butterflies were a sign of his desire for me.It

turns out I was wrong. He never said as much, but he also never made a move. I feel foolish for

thinking he could ever be into a woman like me. Pushing those thoughts away, I stand from the

sofa and make my way into my bedroom. Enough is enough.Tonight, I am going to be the old

Glory. I'm going to put on the sexiest dress I own and go out to the new bar that just opened

five blocks from my apartment.Stepping into my closet, I sift through the clothes hanging in

front of me. When I spot the dress I'm after, I snag the black scrap of material from the hanger

and carry it with me into the bathroom. I strip out of my pajamas, toss them to the floor then

slip the material on over my body. The dress is a black, satin, spaghetti strap number that ends

five inches above my knees. The front has a low V-neck that shows the perfect amount of

cleavage. Next, I apply a minimal amount of makeup, topping it off with red lipstick. Reaching

up, I release my long auburn hair from its ponytail and let it fall into loose curls that hang down

my back. I finish off by spritzing myself with my favorite perfume. Inspecting my reflection in the

mirror, I decide I look damn hot. Striding out of the bathroom, I sit on the edge of the bed and

slip my feet into a pair of black five-inch strappy heels.With my clutch in hand, I step out of my

apartment, lock the door, and toss my keys inside my bag. By the time I ride the elevator down

to the lobby, my Uber is waiting for me out front. After sliding into the back seat, I tell the driver

the name of the bar. It's only a few blocks from where I live; we arrive in just minutes. I step out

of the car directly in front of the entrance to see a line has formed. Trying my luck, I stroll up to

the big guy manning the door. He doesn't hesitate to let me pass. Tipping his chin, he opens

the door for me. Guess I picked the right dress. Although having an ample size chest doesn't

hurt either. My tits have gotten me into more bars and clubs than I can count and gotten me out

of a speeding ticket or two. Yes, I'm that woman and make no fucking apologies.The moment I

step through the door, a sudden wave of panic threatens to take over, but I tamp it down. You

can do this Glory. You can enjoy a regular night out. Scanning the dimly lit room, I spot the bar

to my right and make my way in that direction. My first initial thoughts of the place are it's pretty

chill. The music is not too loud, and the floor is not overly crowded. I also like the fact it's not

your typical twenty-something scene, which surprises me with the bar being so close to the

university.When I take an empty seat at the bar, the female bartender gives the man three

stools down a beer then makes her way toward me. "What can I get you?""I'll have a Gin and

Tonic.""Sure thing." The bartender steps away and goes about fixing my drink. When she

returns, she sets the glass down in front of me. "Thanks." I place a twenty on the bar only for

her to shake her head. "The gentleman over there said your drink is on him." She points toward



the end of the bar to a man in a dark gray button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his

elbows, showing off a set of tan arms. Turning in my seat, I lift my glass to my lips and give the

man at the end of the bar a look. Taking my gesture as an invitation, the stranger tosses a few

bills down on the bar and makes his way in my direction. My nerves start to kick in once again

as the man stalks closer to me. I've done this a dozen times; come to a bar, pick up a guy, and

have it end up in one of two ways — his place or mine. There is a voice in the back of my head

telling me this is a bad idea. But there is another voice telling me I need to move on from what

happened in the past and get my life back. Not only do I need to move on from what happened

to me, but I need to forget about him."Hello," a deep voice rumbles over my left shoulder. From

the corner of my eye, I watch the man sidle up to the bar beside me.He holds his hand out

between the two of us. "I'm Eric.""Glory." I place my hand in his. The spark I was hoping for

when our skin touched isn't there. Eric is an attractive man, and precisely what I would go for in

the past, but now, everything about him is wrong. His hair is the wrong color, his voice lacks an

accent, his arms are missing ink, and his eyes are brown, not the unique combination of one

green and one blue like a specific person I seem to be comparing him to. And even though the

guy in front of me is all wrong and the voice in my head is screaming that what I am about to

do is a huge mistake, I make it anyway."Want to get out of here, Glory?"Setting my drink down,

I swivel on my stool and stand. "Yes."Eric and I take a cab back to his place on the other side of

town. The moment we step into his townhouse, we're all over each other. His hands on my

body feel all wrong. His kiss is all wrong, and the smell of his cologne is nauseating. By the

time we stumble our way into his bedroom, panic sets in, and the whooshing sound in my ears

becomes deafening. The reality of the situation I have put myself in smacks me dead in the

face when Eric pulls the straps of my dress down, exposing my breasts. His palms graze my

nipples, and it causes my body to shutter. But not in a good way. His touch has my brain

catapulting me back to a place I desperately want to forget. My dress pooling to the floor has

me choking back a sob as bile rises in my throat. "Stop," I plead, bringing my hands to Eric's

chest, pushing him away.He stumbles back and scrunches his forehead in confusion."What's

wrong, baby?""I can't do this." I try to clear my head as I pick my dress up off the floor and

quickly cover my body. Eric holds his hands out in front of himself in an attempt to mollify the

situation that has taken an ugly turn."Alright." He's looking at me like he already regrets picking

up the crazy chick in front of him. "Would you like me to take you home?"I shake my head,

unable to look the man in the face. Instead, I dart out of his bedroom with my shoes in hand.

I'm on the verge of hyperventilating and in a full-on panic attack. I don't have it in me to care

how humiliating this whole ordeal is.I ignore Eric calling my name out behind me as I swing the

front door open and make a mad dash down the steps of the stoop. My bare feet slap against

the sidewalk as I walk in a hurry down the street. Keeping a steady pace, I glance over my

shoulder to make sure Eric is not following me and relax when I see he hasn't. But what I do

see is a black sedan driving at a snail's pace behind me. Wrapping my arms around my waist, I

pick up speed while keeping an eye on the car. When I look back again, the car is still creeping

along behind me. What the hell? I am officially creeped out. Thankfully, a cab turns the corner

down the street and heads in my direction. Breathing a sigh of relief, I step to the curb and flag

it down.An hour later, I'm back home in my pajamas and have gone through half a bottle of

wine. I sit on my sofa alone in the dark with my thoughts running rampant. I don't know who I

have become. Will I ever be able to overcome what happened to me? Can I get back the

person I once was? And most importantly, can I get over the one person I think has the power

to help heal the pain that is slowly suffocating me?1DemetriThe dull throb radiating from my

temples is starting to become a full-fledged migraine. Pushing the laptop to the side, I reach for



my glass of whiskey only to find it empty."Would you like another, Mr. Volkov?" Victor goes to

stand from his seat on the opposite side of the plane.Raising my hand, I stop him. "No, my

friend, I'll be in my room. I don't want to be disturbed until it's time to land.""Yes, sir."Walking

toward the back end of the plane, I slide the door open. Motion sensors activate a dim light

above the head of the queen-size bed in front of me, basking the space in a warm glow. We

have a few more hours ahead of us before landing, so I'm taking advantage of the alone time I

have before reaching my homeland. Shrugging off my suit jacket, I lay it across the back of the

black, leather chair before loosening the tie around my neck, undoing it entirely and placing it

on the table by the small window along with my cufflinks, then roll up my sleeves. Emptying my

pockets, I toss my phone, wallet, and money clip alongside the rest of my things and toe off my

shoes before stretching out on the bed.I want nothing more than to be back in Polson, in the

comfort of my home, but the call I received at 2:00 am this morning warranted a quick decision

to make my presence known elsewhere. Rubbing my temples with my fingers, I try to release

some of the tension in my head as I replay the call from one of my associates. Apparently, the

Petrov family is trying to overstep their bounds and have been encroaching on turf that they

have no business being in. My territory, to be precise. The Volkovs have been in control for over

one hundred years; going all the way back to my great-grandfather who built our empire with

respect, integrity, and a firm hand. One I once hoped to pass down to my youngest son

Nikolai.My other son, Logan, wasn't brought up in the mafia life, and even though he has all the

ability to quickly adapt to my specific lifestyle due to being raised in the MC, I know it's not for

him and would never ask him to give up the life he has made for himself. Logan is right where

he belongs amongst his brothers and his family. Nikolai, however, has been raised and

groomed since the day he was born to one day take over the family businesses. And up until

the past few years, I thought that would never be an issue.The Petrov family and ours have had

a mutual long-standing, blood binding agreement that we each keep out of one another's way,

and that includes staying out of the pockets of the people I deal with. Vadim, the son of Yerik,

has partially taken over as head of their small empire since his father has fallen too ill to run

things on his own merit and isn't expected to make it another couple of months. Needless to

say, Vadim is a hot-headed, power hungry young man. It seems to me that someone might

need a little reminder of who he is dealing with.Closing my eyes, I let my thoughts drift

elsewhere. To one particular person. A woman to be exact. Glory Keller — a friend of my oldest

son Logan's MC club, The Kings of Retribution. She is absolutely breathtaking, with dark

auburn hair, icy green eyes, a body made for pleasure, and a mouth so full of sass I want to fill

it full of my cock. There has been something about Glory ever since my eyes first fell upon her.

I was in Polson, helping Logan and his club. The Kings' President Jake was trying to track

down a man who had become a threat to his woman, Grace, and his club. Glory took a beating

by the man who the club was trying to hunt down — all to protect her best friend, Grace. But

her fire and her tenacious attitude kept her going. The fact that she had been through hell and

pushed through it like it was nothing fascinated me. Glory unintentionally lit a spark I thought

had been extinguished forever. Feelings I never thought I could feel for another woman started

to flare up like wildfire and only grew stronger each time I got the chance to be near her.

Obsession is not my thing. It's not who I am, but this woman has consumed me. I think about

her night and day.I keep tabs on her to satisfy my own irrational need to keep her safe. From

the moment her eyes connected with mine, Glory had rewritten my future. I know it, and

furthermore, she knows it. There is no denying the raw sexual pull we feel for one another. Oh,

she fights it. Glory hides it with fire and venom, but she wants me just as much as I want her.

Make no mistake; I will have her. She will be in my bed. I want nothing more than to leave my



mark on her. My cock twitches with the mere thought of reddening her lusciously round ass.

With those thoughts, I finally fall asleep.I wake when I hear Victor call out my name. Cracking

my eyes open, I notice him standing at the bedroom door. "Sir, we land in twenty

minutes.""Thank you, Victor." Sitting up, I swing my legs over the edge of the bed and run my

hand through my hair. Standing, I gather my things and put myself back together before

stepping into the main cabin and taking my seat."Sergei will be waiting on the tarmac as soon

as we land to take you downtown," Victor tells me as he adjusts his black tie. Victor has been

with me for many years. He is as loyal as they come, and I trust him with my life. My gaze shifts

from the time on my watch to the airplane's window. It's mid-afternoon here in Russia."I'd like to

go home first. I have some things in the study I need before we make a trip to the city.""I'll let

the staff know."It doesn't take long to drive from the small airport to my estate. Having to return

to Russia has me in an ill-tempered mood and Sergei not showing at the airport like he was

advised has added to my irritation. My son Nikolai has expressed his dislike for Sergei, and I

will be the first to admit my feelings are becoming much the same. Placing my annoyance with

Sergei aside, I take in the familiar sights of my hometown as we drive away from the airport.

This is the place I grew up; the only home I have ever known. However, deciding to run things

from the States for the past few months was the best decision I made at the time. I needed to

form a stronger relationship with my firstborn son Logan and watch him and Nikolai form the

brotherly bond they deserve. The Volkov's have owned this land for several generations. The

ground is flat and lush with green grass, and the horizon lined with a dense tree line. On the

backside of the property to the east runs a river which divides my property from the small town

nearby. Maybe this is why I love the town of Polson, Montana so much, because it reminds me

of home.The house comes into view once we crest the hill. When I say 'house,' I use that term

loosely. Manor would be a more accurate description. Volkov Manor was built in 1928 by my

great grandfather with almost sixty-thousand square feet of living space. It's extravagant, but it

is my home, and I cherish it."Sir — sir."Blinking away the fog of memories, I turn toward Victor

as the car rolls to a stop and take in his expression as he tucks his phone inside his suit

pocket."You have a visitor. She," he emphasizes, letting me know the 'she' in which he is

referring to, "is in your study."My blood starts to boil. "Who let her in?""Gordon," Victor informs.

"He and Luca are keeping an eye on her." Gordon and Luca are two of my soldiers. I have

warned my men not to allow my ex to come anywhere near my residence and they will be dealt

with for disobeying my orders, although Sergei should be on top of things in my absence. I'll be

talking to him as well. Not waiting for someone to open the door, I fling it open and make my

way up through the side entrance of my home, shortening the distance between me and my

study. She knows she isn't allowed on my property. "Where is Sergei?""At the office in the city

waiting for you, sir," Victor informs just before my hand grasps the door handle, shoving it

open.I pause a moment. "Tell him I'll be late." The door slams against the wall as I step into the

room. Sitting in my chair, behind my desk is none other than my ex-wife Ivanna. "Get the fuck

out of my home and off my property," I growl.Unfazed by my presence, she stands. "Dorogoi,

you've been away for months, and this is how you greet me?" She lurks around the corner of

the desk like a snake after its prey, stopping in front of me. The smell of her expensive, heavy

perfume fills the air around me. Leaning in, she places her palms on my chest. "I miss us," she

pouts.I may be ruthless in many things I do in life, but hurting a woman is not one of them.

Although Ivanna tests my ability to keep my anger in check, I calmly remove her hands from

my body and walk around her taking my seat. "Leave, Ivanna. We have nothing to say to each

other." I notice immediately the sting of my rejection written all over her face and the flirty

demeanor she was exuding changes quickly."You smell like a cheap woman.""The only woman



I've been near recently is you." I raise a judgmental brow in her direction as I lean back in my

desk chair. Ivanna saunters across my study and retrieves a cigarette from her clutch sitting on

a small table near the minibar. I watch her light it and take her first drag.Ignoring my demand

for her to leave my home, she takes a seat in a brown leather chair behind her. I continue to

stare at her as she crosses her legs. She is far from the type of woman I am attracted to.

Ivanna is thin — too thin. I want something to hold on to. She's a tall woman with straight

blonde hair, which is not her natural color, and her eyes are dark, like her soul.Her eyes catch

my inspection."You like what you see?" She runs a hand between her petite breasts. Again, not

what I want in a woman."I don't have time for your games, Ivanna, so spit out the reason you

have disobeyed my rules." I start to grow more impatient as the seconds tick by."Can we not be

enemies anymore, Demetri? I want us to start fresh. Bury the past. I've grown tired of the

distance you have put between my son and me.""The things you have done — the destructive

role you played a part in can never be undone." I grow angrier. "Distance and what little

kindness I choose to show you because you are our son's mother is the only reason you are

not buried in the past and rotting alongside my father in a shallow grave where you belong. And

as far as Nikolai goes, he is a grown man and heir to my Empire. He makes his own choices,

and he decided to cut you from his life, not me. Perhaps if you had been a loving, caring

mother, instead of putting your own wants and needs ahead of his, he would see you

differently, but lucky for him he sees you for who you truly are."Quietly she sits and snubs her

half-smoked cigarette out in the ashtray on the table and silence fills the room. Vivid memories

of my first love start to play like a movie reel in my mind. Ivanna's family and my father stole

everything from me back then. They schemed to take the life of the woman I loved and my

precious son. I was going to leave all of this — my entire life behind for happiness, and they

stole it from me. Ivanna weaseled into my life. She plotted and planned right along with my

father and hers to keep me here, and they killed to do so. Her hands are covered and stained

in the same blood as my fathers. I will never forgive her."Demetri—""ENOUGH!" I roar, cutting

her off as I stand from my chair. Rage radiates in waves through my body. Her presence has

thrown me back into a dark black hole. My study door opens; Victor takes two steps into the

room and takes in my appearance. I'm on edge, and he knows it. He knows if he doesn't

remove this bitch from my sight, I will kill her where she stands. Walking across the room, he

grabs her by the arm and guides her to the door. Before the door closes, I inform him. "If she

steps foot into my home again—" I leave my sentence hanging, but he more than

understands."Yes, sir."Needing to channel my rage, I head straight for my gym located in the

opposite wing of the house where my bedroom suite is also located. After I have shed my suit

for sweats, I hit the weights before moving on to the treadmill. Keeping myself fit is essential,

but it also has become a way of maintaining self-control over the years. It helps me focus. I'm

on my fifth mile running when Victor makes his presence known. Slowing down my speed, I

finally come to a stop. Grabbing my towel, I wipe the sweat from my face and down half a bottle

of water. "What is it, Victor?""There is an issue in the city that requires your presence, sir.""I'm

aware I am late for my own meeting. They can wait." I finish the rest of my water and start to

head toward the shower."Yerik Petrov has just been found; shot dead in his hospital bed."I

pause. My grip on the towel in my hand tightens. Fuck. Yerik was the last thread keeping the

peace between the two families. "We leave in thirty minutes. Make the call."2Glory"Miss Keller,"

the deep voice in front of my desk asks.Peering up from the stack of papers I'm grading, I give

Jackson Owens, the seventeen-year-old student in front of me, my attention and glance over at

his two buddies gawking in the doorway of my classroom. Straightening my back, I reach up,

slide my leopard-print, cat-eye reading glasses off my face, and give him a sharp, no-nonsense



look. "What can I do for you, Jackson?"Giving me a dimpled smirk, which I'm sure makes every

girl at Macon High swoon, but has zero effect on me, he says, "I was wondering if you'd be

willing to tutor me. I really think my performance would benefit from some one-on-one

lessons."Leaning back in my chair, I let out a huff of annoyance. Cheesy innuendo. I swear

these high school boys think they're so clever. "What you need, Mr. Owens is a swift kick in the

pants. Now, I suggest you and your friends run along before I'm tempted to do just that," I finish

with a flick of my hand dismissing my student.I don't particularly like teaching high school.

When I applied for a position six months ago, the eleventh grade was all that was available. I

began working at Macon Middle School straight out of college. Back then, I was teaching

history to sixth graders. Now I teach eleventh-grade history at Macon High. For as long as I can

remember, I wanted to be a teacher. In my opinion, middle school is the perfect age to teach.

Also, I don't know how to act around little kids. They make me feel awkward. And don't get me

started on teenagers. I have to ask Jesus every morning before work to give me the strength

and patience I need for dealing with these kids. I mean, it's not like there is some unwritten rule

about educators having to love children of all ages. I'm not saying I don't like all kids, because I

adore my two Godchildren.A few years ago, I dropped everything to help my best friend. Grace

and I grew up together. She's more than my best friend; she's like a sister. So, when she made

the brave choice to leave her abusive husband; I didn't hesitate to help. I spent over two years

of my life moving around from one city to the next with Grace's daughter, Remi. Grace was

terrified her shitty husband would one day find her, so Remi lived with me, and Grace would

visit as often as she could.We never lived more than a few hours from each other during that

time. I had argued with my best friend at first, insisting we stay together, but Grace chose to

keep her distance to protect her child. Things worked out for my best friend in the end. The last

town she moved to, she met Jake Delane. Jake happens to be the President of a motorcycle

club, The Kings of Retribution. Jake and his club along with Demetri Volkov put an end to

Grace's sorry ass husband and his family. Now she is living her happily ever after with Jake in

Polson, Montana, along with Remi and their new baby girl Ellie, just as she deserves.Thinking

about my best friend and her new family also has me thinking about him — Demetri. Demetri

Volkov is the most arrogant, controlling asshole I've ever met. Never mind the fact I have to

change my panties every time he's in my presence.Dickhead.I'll never forget the first time I met

Demetri. It was a couple of years ago. I was still living in North Dakota, in the apartment Remi

and I stayed in before she went back to live with Grace and Jake. I had taken my Basset Hound

Bo out for a walk, and when I returned to my apartment Ronan De Burca, Grace's husband

was standing in the middle of my living room along with a couple of his goons. A chill runs

through my body, and I shudder at the memory of the punishment I received at the hands of

Ronan De Burca.I've never told anyone everything that happened to me in that apartment, not

even my best friend. Grace already carries around a shit load of guilt for what happened; I don't

want to add to it. I met Demetri the day I was discharged from the hospital after my attack. The

tall, dark, silent, domineering man that trailed behind Grace and Jake when they walked into

my hospital room. The man quietly stood off in the shadows, not saying a word. Grace told me

the silent Russian was the father of one of Jake's men and a friend to the club. Demetri Volkov

stands at six feet two inches tall, with dark brown hair mixed with a bit of gray. He's lean, with

wide shoulders and a broad chest, which I'm sure leads down to some chiseled abs. Although

I've never seen for myself, I can imagine. Even through his suits, I can tell Demetri keeps his

body in shape. But his body is not his most spectacular attribute; it's his eyes. He has one

green eye and one blue. Holy shit, my mouth is watering. "Get your overactive dirty thoughts

under control, Glory," I mutter to myself. I am not about to let Demetri's sexiness rule my body's



reaction. Oh, who am I kidding? My panties are wet right now.Damn that Russian."Would you

like me to walk you to your car, Glory?" Kevin asks from the doorway of my classroom

effectively snapping me away from my wayward thoughts.Kevin Learner teaches biology across

the hall. He's asked me out a few times since I started working here. He's a sweet guy and not

bad in the looks department, but he does nothing for me. Kevin is an average size man. I stand

at five feet eleven inches, and that's without heels. Kevin is five feet ten inches at best. I have

nothing against a shorter man, but let's face it, I'm a whole lot of woman. I need a man that can

handle all of me. Plus, he's a bit persistent. In fact, it's borderline pushy, and that alone is a

turnoff. When a man becomes pushy, it makes him look desperate. I'm not really the dating

type anyway. Whenever I have an itch that needs to be scratched my battery-operated friend

gets the job done just the way I need it to. I used to have no problem going out and finding a

man to tend to my needs but those days are in the past. My only problem is that lately, my love

oven is only interested in one particular warm body.Standing from my desk, I smooth out the

knee-length red pencil skirt that I paired with a long sleeve button down leopard print blouse,

and black four-inch heels. My personal style is not like the other female teachers on staff, and I

don't give two shits about the disapproving looks thrown my way when I walk the halls. I am

who I am. My style is loud and at times sexy, but always appropriate when at work. Although

my co-workers believe if my curves are on display, it's considered poor taste. What the fuck

ever. I'll never understand why women feel threatened by one another. We should stand

together and have each other's backs."Sure, I'll walk out with you." Just because I'm not

interested in dating Kevin, doesn't mean we can't be friends.When Kevin and I push past the

double doors of the school's entrance, he makes a move to place his hand on my lower back,

and I step away from his touch. It's also the moment I feel my skin prickle. I cut my gaze around

the parking lot. Brushing off the feeling of being watched, I tip my head in Kevin's direction

once I've reached my vehicle. "I'll see you Monday," I say then climb into my car. Kevin gives a

slight look of annoyance at my rebuff before he turns and makes his way to his own vehicle. I

guess I need to rethink trying to be his friend if he's going to act like an ass. I don't need that

kind of drama. I've had enough over the past few years to last a lifetime.After parking in the

garage beneath my apartment building, I step into the elevator and make my way up to the

tenth floor. I finally moved into my own place six months ago. Since my attack, I had bounced

around from being in Polson with Grace and Remi to being here in Chicago with my parents.

Grace came to me one day and asked me to move to Polson permanently. The offer was

tempting because I desperately wanted to be near my best friend. But the truth is, as much as I

wanted to be near Grace, I knew if I stayed in Polson, she would have become my crutch. I

have been feeling confused and out of sorts now that I am no longer caring for Remi. I can't

explain it. It's like I've lost a part of me. There was no way I would be placing that burden on my

friend; not after she finally got her happy ending. So, instead, I came back home to Chicago

and moved into my parents' house. It took me several months of feeling out of place and

restless even with them that I decided what I needed was to get back to the life I had before.

Only now that I am back to living on my own and teaching, I still feel off. Something is missing;

only I don't know what.With my keys in hand, I open the door to my apartment, and a smile

takes over my face when Bo greets me. Setting my purse down on the table next to the door, I

crouch down and give my boy a belly rub. "How's momma's little boy doing? Huh?" Giving his

fat belly one last rub, I stand and pat my leg. "Come on, Bo. Let's get you something to eat."

Once I've given Bo his dinner, I make my way through my living room and past the grand floor

to ceiling window that overlooks the city. I love my apartment and pay a pretty penny in rent for

it too. I love the finer things in life. I guess you could say I grew up privileged. I come from



money, and my trust fund allows me to enjoy a particular lifestyle. But having money does not

mean I don't work hard every day of my life. My parents did not raise me to be a spoiled brat. In

fact, I had to work for my allowance growing up. They made me keep my room clean, wash the

dishes every day after school, vacuum, clean the bathroom. You name it, I did it. I didn't receive

my trust until I finished college. School was something else my mom and dad insisted I excel at.
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Lovemybooks., “190 Pages that pack á punch. While I prefer bigger books, 250 pages at

least, these two authors have given us the best stories, and we fall in love with the characters

and could even see us as being book besties with the heroines.This book is the Russian mafia

connection and Dimitri is head of the mafia, we have met him in previous books starting with

Logan’s story, which was fantastic. As I said this book packs a punch, the storyline is well

rounded, you get the Alpha male, who is bad by any standards, but when we read romance

we like redemption or a bad guy with serious sense of justice and loyalty, this is after all

fantasy.We get everything with Dimitri, love, sacrifice, action, drama and romance. What more

could we want, nothing because this author gives you a big story in a relatively small book, so

you leave satisfied.So far I have like’d all their books, Chrystal and Sandy are a writing dynamo

and therefore I do not hesitate recommending all their books so far. Understand just because I

review a book does not mean I follow authors in every book or series. Here I do.Have fun, it if

you are new to these girls start at the beginning, with the Mc and work your way through the

books it will be worth it.P.s no TSTL heroines, no new adult drama, just pure fun and

romance.Ps. Triggers? Yes but  handled with care.”

VivLA, “I didn’t like Glory the first half of the book. So many negatives1. Glory tries to have a

one night stand with a stranger to get over Demetri, although it didn’t go all the way it went far

enough2. Glory is loose with showing her assets to get what she wants3. Demetri sexual

dominance is a turn off4. Glory is a ho’ and admits in the past she can’t stick to one manI didn’t
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like Glory the first half of the book. It’s 40% of the story before they claim each other and start

on a relationship. Demetri is exactly who he was portrayed to be. He’s The head of an empire

that commands respect and no second chances. But family still comes first to him and that

makes him human.On another note, is there a story on Misha and Brooks? I would like to read

it.”

Readiva, “POWER PLAY!. So, this is the spin off from the Kings of Retribution series featuring

Demetri, Logan and Nikolai 's dad and Glory. Demetri is the head of the Volkov Mafia Empire

and he is a really hot alpha! There is enough happening in this story to set up anticipation for

the other stories to follow. I have to say that Glory, Grace's friend and the love interest of

Demetri, was a little much at times. She was vastly different from the other Kings' women and

while that's okay, I found her to be a comet of conflicting personalities, just saying. The drama

comes from the aftermath of Jake and Graces' story that featured Grace's violent husband and

his brutal attack on Glory, and the attempted takeover of Demetri's empire. The abduction of

Glory towards the end was so predictable and, I have to say, ridiculous, that it deserves a

healthy eye roll(lol) but it gets the job done and moves the story towards its ultimate

conclusion. I want to read Nikolai's story next because in Prospect, he seemed to be

fascinated with Leah! I think that has the makings of a hot story. For a spin off, this story was

pretty good, but, I found myself wanting to read more about my Kings characters. I love Jake,

Logan and all of the guys and women of the club. We get a small peek of them because this is

Demetri's story, I get it but, I blame Crystal Daniels and Sandy Alvarez for making these

characters so interesting that you just can't get enough of them!  Good story overall.”

Clara, “Everything you want in a mafia book,. The creativity and mind-blowing writing of Crystal

Daniels and Sandy Alvarez has no limits. They keep fining refining their craft while creating the

most amazing and relatable characters. Demetri, The Volkov Empire has every element that

makes for a good Mafia book, and yet they managed to make it unique and believable.I've

been waiting to know what Demetri's story is since he was introduced in Undaunted, book 1 of

The Kings of Retribution MC. He has been always present, albeit in a minor role, in every

installment of that series. So getting to finally know him was a treat. He is a complete alpha, no-

nonsense, mature hero who leads a Russian mafia empire with a firm hand. But we also see

his soft side as a grandparent and as a man who would go to hell and back for the woman he

is in love with. And let's face it: he has been completely enamored with Glory since they met in

Unbreakable.Now, Glory deserves all the praise in this book. She is 100% sassy, funny and

kind. She doesn't let her past nor social norms to define her. Glory is far from perfect and yet,

she is one of the most real heroines I've ever read. Also, she is in her late 30's. It might seem

like a small detail, but it's refreshing to read about not so young characters.Demetri and Glory's

relationship was bound to happen, and the way Sandy and Crystal wrote their story just adds

to their appeal. They filled in gaps, so there is no need to read The Kings of Retribution MC to

understand how they met or what happened in the past (although you should read the series

anyway because it's amazing!). And as always, it was so good to catch up with The Kings.

They are such a wonderful bunch to be around with. Obviously, Quinn takes the prize and will

always remain one of my favorite characters.So if you haven't read these ladies or if you are

hesitant about Sandy and Crystal branching out to the mafia world, do yourself a favor and

read Demetri. You can thank me later!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Loved This Book. Demetri Volkov was the ruler of the Volkov Empire. He



was feared by many but ruled fairly. First love Rose gave him a son Logan but he didn't find

out until twenty some years later. He was kept secret by his father and his arranged wife

Ilanna. He had a second son Nikolai with Ilanna who didn't care for him and was a lousy wife

and mother. Demetri divorced her and Nicolai didn't care to have any use for her. He met

Glory at Logan's club house. She was beaten and raped by her best friends husband. The

met again two years later and chemistry developed between them. So much to say so you

must get this great book.  Highly recommend!!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Demetri: The Volkov Empire. Wow! Not saying this book is good but... it's

brilliant. It is a part of/continuation to The Kings of Retribution series. Demetri Volkov runs the

most powerful crime family in Russia. He has 2 sons, one with his ex wife, Nikolai, and one he

didn't know of until his father died Logan. Logan is part of the Kings which is how they got

involved. It's also how he got to see and fall for Glory. There is trouble brewing in Russia, the

head of the Petrov family has died, and his son wants to take out the Volkovs and take their

empire as well. Excellent book, I got up this morning with a little of it read, apart from food and

bathroom breaks I have finished it, & it's not even teatime. Hate that it's finished, but it was

sooo good couldn't stop reading it, did try honestSue P”

Hanbarn, “Good read. Really enjoyed demetri and glory’s story. Lots to keep the reader glued

to the book and enough gore and guts that made me happy. Hope to see victor, Sasha and

andrei get their stories.”

Michelle Grant, “Fantastic. This is one of the best book i have ever read.It have sex, love ,

laughter and plenty of action.Please!!!! Everyone read this book.”

Kris, “I want more. No matter how many times I read the series I look forward to starting again.

With so many characters introduced I ask for more stories. I know the Louisiana Chapter is

next but would love to find out more about Nikolai and that “certain brunette” that has been

mentioned a few times.  It’s a mystery I would love Crystal and Sandy to solve.”

Kamau Parai, “Hard Book to put down. This is a MUST READ. This book and all your other

books are truly amazing. I absolutely love Demetri & his son Nikolai. I've read kings serious

twice now and love all the characters in your books. They make me laugh cry and I never want

it to end. I am currently waiting for the next book to be released. I recommend your book to

anyone who wants to have a good read. I am absolutely obsessed with all of your books.”

The book by Crystal  Daniels has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 416 people have provided feedback.
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