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Leo Koslov is the middle Koslov brother. Brooding. Quiet. A lover of solitude and one specific strong-willed angel. 

Sienna Skye is a bartender, working and maintaining her father's bar after his passing. Suffering from a traumatic attack, she still manages to keep a smile on her face. 

The two are bonded over that traumatic incident but does Sienna know everything about what really happened? Or is Leo keeping a secret?

Will they fight for their happiness? For each other? Or will the past prove to be too much?
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Leo

I didn't know how late I was in my office until my secretary knocked on my door and told me good night. Time wasn't a concept. It didn't feel like one at least. The days mostly blurred altogether, and the hours meshed up until every day seemed the same.

I guess I was the one to blame. I liked a set routine, liked the organization of a schedule. Some days I wouldn't even know what month or week we were in. I don't think I cared. I liked keeping busy, keeping my mind alert, and thinking.

It kept me centered. Kept me sane. I didn't have time for frivolous activities or shitty hobbies. Any man that had a hobby was just fucking weird, like go get a job, get a degree, just go and do something with your life.

I didn't believe in an easy life, but I did believe in grabbing life by the fucking balls and fucking it before it fucked you.

I believed nothing in this life came easy and it was proven through and through with how we grew up. If it wasn't for my older brother, Alek, we'd still be in the streets or those four-hundred square feet apartments where we all shared a room.

My fists clenched at the thought of the life we used to live, the life I used to live. I could never fathom it. Could never think too hard about it, or I swear I'd go fucking crazy.

I stayed a few hours longer in my office, going over every file and document, and even though I had already checked, I double-checked every single piece of paper again.

I liked being thorough. I hated mistakes. I hated stupid people that lacked common sense. I didn't demand perfection, but I demanded you work your fucking ass off or get fired trying. I didn't believe in second chances, especially if you didn't learn from your first mistake.

I grabbed my briefcase, turned off my computer, and snatched my keys and phone off my desk before leaving the office. I locked it and took the elevator down to the underground parking lot. I had a motorcycle back in my garage, but I rarely got on it.

It was more Alek and Ares's thing. They could have that wild lifestyle. I preferred four wheels and the stability of a car being on the actual ground not tiling side to side. I slid inside my car, placed my briefcase in the back, and then I was driving out and away from the building.

It's not like I was a workaholic, but I didn't have much in my life. I was good at this, really fucking good at my job and I preferred to be there a lot. There was another place I preferred more than my office and without even thinking too much about it, I found myself driving there.

I didn't have to come. I didn't have to wait and walk her home. Camo or Snakes would be there, and they knew to care for her in my absence.

They didn't know the details. No one knew about the details. I hadn't told anyone. It wasn't anybody's business to know. I remember just telling Alek that she was hurt on the way home and that she needed someone to stay with her until the bar closed.

That was it. That should have been it, but I couldn't stay away from her no matter how hard I tried. I parked my car and tried convincing myself to just leave, to drive away, but my feet had a mind of their own as I stepped out of the car and walked up to the bar. Half the lights on the name worked while others didn't.

It was a biker's bar, so it was always packed with bikes outside and bikers inside. The Sinners MC was the only biker gang in this part of the city, and no one dared to step over our boundAres.

The smell of cheap beer, weed, and even sex filled the air and my nostrils once I stepped inside. It wasn't a fancy bar, but an ordinary bar that most people used as a pit stop.

It had the bar in the middle with stools surrounding it, booths and tables all around, and music playing in the background.

Two pool tables in each corner and I could see they were preoccupied with large, burly, and tattoed bikers that screamed laughed, and kissed their women every chance they got.

It was loud and I pushed through the crowd until I got to the bar. Sienna Skye owned the bar after her father passed away a few years back.

She would work alongside him and despite her own family telling her to sell it, she kept it and continued to work like her father. Everyone was drinking, shoving against each other, and I watched from my spot as she poured a fellow biker a drink.

Sienna Skye wasn't your average beauty. She didn't look like anyone. No one could compare to her effortless and angelic beauty. She was herself and nothing fucking compared. So fucking beautiful.

I've always thought so, but I've always kept my distance. Tawny brown hair so curly it reminded me of little springs, bounced and swayed down her back as she laughed and moved around the bar.

Freckles danced and scattered all over her nose and cheeks like constellations and every time I saw them I had one thought. I wanted to kiss and count how many she had.

Thick brows took place over her siren and daring chocolate-brown eyes that framed her heart-shaped face symmetrically and elegantly.

She never had any makeup on her face. I'd never seen her with anything but chapstick. I didn't care if she painted her face or not. It wasn't my business, but Sienna was fucking breathtaking and stunning with or without it.

She had a strong nose, a sharp jawline, and a smile that could kill a man if she intended it to. My eyes ran over her body shamelessly and religiously. It was blasphemous how attracted I was to her.

Tight jeans that clung to her hips and legs, fitting around every crevice of her thighs and ass with a black crop top showcasing her toned and olive-skinned midriff.

Sienna Skye was half-Iranian and the pure Middle Eastern beauty you hear of was evident in her elusive facial features. My eyes ran over to the tattoo she had on her inner arm and my hand formed into a fist.

A Medusa tattoo. I didn't know what it meant until I looked it up. She wore it like armor, a badge of honor, and fuck I hate that she had to. I shook my head, not wanting to think about that night, to think about how I found her, and that movement caught her eye.

"Leo!" She chirped, sweetly, happily. I could drown happily  in her voice. "I didn't think I'd see you tonight,"

She tilted her head to the side, and I saw Camo and Snakes sitting on the other side of the bar drinking their beer.

"TC!"

They brought their drinks up to wave at me and I nodded curtly. That ridiculous nickname. TC was short for Treasure Chest since I was in charge of the finances. I didn't love it, but I guess I didn't hate it either.

She smiled as she waved back at them, then she began prepping my drink. No one did an Old Fashioned quite like her. No one ever prepared my drinks besides her, and I was thankful for that. I wouldn't trust anyone else to pour me a drink. She finished my drink quickly and slid it over to me.

"Anyways, how are you? How are Alek and Daisy? I heard they named their baby, Ashton. How cute. Another A name."

I took a sip of my drink but remained passive as I stared up at her. I didn't like talking and more than anything I hated anyone talking to me. If I could avoid any and all conversation, I would, but there was something about Sienna talking to me.

I could listen to her talk and talk and talk for hours, fuck that, forever and I'd be happy. She never seemed to mind whenever I didn't reply or if I didn't smile back at her.

She'd just keep talking to me and sometimes I liked being the one she spoke to like this. Endlessly. She leaned forward on the counter, and my eyes went to those curls that sprung with the movement.

"How's work? I hope it's good. You overworking yourself?" She asked.

I always wonder if it was a genuine concern or if she was so used to this one-sided conversation that she felt a need to play it out.

"Remember what I always tell you Leo, your health is more important."

"Sienna, come here pretty girl, and pour me another drink." Someone shouted for her, and she rolled her eyes playfully.

"Duty calls."

She walked toward the person who called her and watched her grab a glass cup and pour him some beer. My jaw clenched as I saw the men looking at her, leering at her like she was some fucking slice of meat or something. I hated that men were pigs and were wired to act like dogs.

"Here you go." She slid it to him and wiped her hand on the towel cinched around her waist. "Stop calling me a pretty girl." She scolded lightly and went around to help the other men crowding the bar.

She had other bartenders helping her, but everyone knew Sienna made the best drinks and preferred her to the other workers. I finished my drink and sat there watching her.

I wasn't going to leave her for a single moment as she walked around the bar and helped gather up some empty bottles and wipe down the tables. She always hummed when she cleaned. Always.

Even if I couldn't hear her, I knew she was by the look on her face. It was around one in the morning that everyone began leaving the bar. I could see her, exhausted, and tired.

I stayed in my place as I saw her close the door to the bar and switch off the lights of the bar outside. Her workers helped clean up, but this woman was too goddamn sweet as she told them to leave and that she'd do the rest by herself.

They left and I saw her throw the chairs over the tables and hum to herself as she broomed and wiped down the tables.

"It's crazy. Snakes said you weren't coming tonight." She spoke.

I swallowed but didn't respond. She crossed the room between us and hopped on the counter beside me.

"I know why you make them stay."

I looked away and stood up. I was not going to talk about this. I stood by the door, silently telling her I wanted to leave, and she sighed shaking her head.

She got off the counter and went to the back to turn off the lights. She came back with a hoodie over her body and her phone and keys in her hand.

After locking the bar, I walked her down the street to where her apartment was located. It wasn't even a ten-minute walk. She lived so close, yet I wonder if it felt close when she walked alone at night.

Not wanting to think about it, I stayed on the curbside as we walked in silence. Once we were at the complex door, I waited for her to unlock the door to get inside.

"You can leave now, Leo. I just have to get in my elevator."

I ground down on my teeth and shook my head, telling her no. I pushed the door open and then I clicked on the number button. We waited tersely until it came down and then I was getting inside with her.

I didn't leave her until we reached her apartment door. She unlocked it and pushed in with her shoulder so she could get inside.

"Thank you, Leo." Her fingers played with her house keys. "Have a good night."

I nodded my head and once she closed it and I heard the door lock, I walked away and out of the apartment. I headed back to my car, slid inside, and then headed back to my place up in the better part of the city.
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[image: image]


Sienna

I watched him from the peephole like clockwork. As soon as my locks clicked, Leo spun back on his feet and disappeared down the hall without a glance back. Leo Koslov was an anomalous man. He rarely ever spoke.

Mostly grunts or one-word responses, and that's if you're lucky. I don't think I've ever seen this man speak a full sentence or have a full-on conversation. It's not like he couldn't speak, it's that he chose not to.

Leo was the middle Koslov brother. Alek Koslov was the founder and president, Leo was the financial accountant, and Ares was the youngest one who was in charge of anything computer or tech involved.

I've known the Koslovs since my father was still alive. That bar has always been a biker bar and they've always treated my father with the utmost respect.

Despite their tattoos and the grand size of them all and how they were always packing heat, The Sinners MC were practically my family.

They stood by my side and had my back when my father passed away and they were with me when my father's family tried to take the bar away from me. They were the only ones that truly encouraged and supported me to keep the bar.

My father, Nader may he rest in peace, worked hard to open it, to acquire the land it was on, and I still remember how drained and tiring it was for him to open it. Nader's Bar took an emotional toll on us. He wanted to be the best father he could be, especially since I didn't have a mother.

She had died giving birth to me and it felt like he was always trying to compensate for her loss. He didn't have to try. My father was a great, great man and I loved him with all of my heart. He died a good man, a good father.

He was my best friend, someone I could always confide in, and he never judged or shamed me. My father was born in Iran, in a small village named Bayaz and he met my mother on his walk home from school.

Said it was love from the moment he saw her smile. He married her right after graduation, despite his parents not approving of her since she didn't wear the headscarf.

My father would say that a woman was free to be herself, free to breathe, free to cover, to not cover and that God was the only one who could judge. He loved my mother with his entire being and soul and I missed hearing their stories.

I missed his voice and the way his presence calmed me down and made me feel so safe and secure. I had pictures; memories frozen in polaroids, and they were enough.

Sometimes they were enough.

My apartment was what they called a micro-apartment which was about three hundred square feet and consisted of one room, one bathroom, and a free room that connected to the kitchen.

When my father passed away, I moved out of the place we were living. It had too many memories of my father and leased this apartment. It was tiny. Sometimes things didn't work, and the electricity had mood swings, but it fit me.

After taking a warm shower and slipping into some comfortable pajamas, I lay down on the bed with my pillow crushed to my chest.

I could never sleep like how I used to when I was a teenager. I used to take those days and nights for granted. I had the worst insomnia and if I were to ever be lucky enough to fall asleep I'd wake up screaming.

My tenacious nightmares chased after me wherever I went and it didn't matter how far or long I ran, they always caught up to me. They were demanding like that. It always started out like a regular dream, a happy one, the sun would be shining, birds would be singing, and right before I could cross the street it'd switch.

Darkness would take over, revolting hands would reach for me, and I'd wake up screaming right before it could happen.

My eyes shut tight, and I shook my head, refusing to think about it, to think about that night. I usually gave up on the sleeping aspect of my night after four or five in the morning. That's usually when I'd get up, make a big mug of sweetened coffee, sit in the living room, and stare at the wall.

Usually watching my favorite sit-coms calmed me down and I'd catch an hour of sleep on the couch, but my mind was wired differently tonight. Thinking of Leo helped regulate my breathing and centered me, so that's what I did. I conjured up the quiet and brooding man that goes by the name of Leo Koslov.

I thought about how this man hated anything wild or untamed. He didn't like things out of order or new things disrupting his routine. The three brothers shared the same messy mop of curls, but Leo was the only one who always had it brushed back, needing that control over it.

It's like he needed everything about him to be slicked, tamed, and meticulous. Leo preferred things to be the way he left them and even though I didn't know how him intimately, I knew Leo in every other way.

He kept his face passive and if he wasn't scowling he was glaring, but deep down, Leo cared. He just didn't like to show it. He was also picky about who he cared about.

I thought about the glaciers he had for eyes, the icy, eccentric, and deep eyes that could look right into your soul and uncover your deepest and darkest secrets.

Leo's incredibly good looking and it wasn't only his weathered facial features, his height that towered over me like a mountain, or the strength he carried in his arms, shoulders, and broad chest.

It was how he carried himself. Mysteriously, handsomely, and it gave off this authoritative aura that necessitated respect. It was how he walked, how he stared at you just observing every flicker of emotion in your eyes and your face to memorize you.

Setting the empty mug down, I did a load of laundry and lazily tidied up the house to get my mind to wander away from the dark and overbearing thoughts daring to ruin me.

"Hey, Sienna." Jay my deliveryman waved, and I seized wiping down the counter and ushered him over. "How's business?"

"Good, thank you. Luke!" I called. "Finish cleaning the bathrooms and let's get the bar ready for opening hours."

"Got it, Sienna." I heard his voice.

"All right, let's see what we have here."

I took the clipboard from Jay and my eyes skirted over the numbers and names and then to the boxes. I counted in my head and opened up each box to make sure it was all there.

"All right," I signed my name and pulled out the already-made check, and clipped it on. "Thanks, Jay, have a good one."

"You too!"

He walked toward the back entrance, and I finished wiping down the counters. Luke stepped out with the bucket and mop, and I saw him head toward the storage room.

Luke's been working here for a few years. He was about my age, twenty-five, tall, sweet with long hair he always had tied up in a bun and too many tattoos to count. He was a lanky, scrawny guy with a golden heart.

He walked back out and began pulling the chairs and stools off the tables while I stocked the shelves. I put the extra and remaining drinks in their own boxes and stacked them on the counter.

I carried two and looked back. "Luke, if you could just...thank you." I dusted my hands and stepped out of the storage room and locked it with my key. "All right, let's open."

At eleven in the morning, the bar wasn't too packed since it was too early to drink, but some came just because they loved chilling in the booths or playing pool. It was a comfortable place and I never made you buy a drink beforehand. I didn't care. As long as everyone kept to themselves and no one tried to shoot the other, I was fine.
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