
[image: A black and green text with white text

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

Copyright © 2026 Winter Travers

All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduction, stored in, or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) utilization of this work without written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used without permission. The publication/use of these trademarks are not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners. 



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SWIFT'S GAME

    

    
      First edition. March 31, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Winter Travers.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231474011

    

    
    
      Written by Winter Travers.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Winter Travers

	    

      
	    
          
	      Banachi Family

          
        
          
	          Taking Greer

          
        
          
	          His Reward

          
        
          
	          His Claim

          
        
          
	          His Sacrifice

          
        
          
	          His Forever

          
        
          
	          Banachi Family

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Devil's Knights

          
        
          
	          Loving Lo

          
        
          
	          Finding Cyn

          
        
          
	          Gravel's Road

          
        
          
	          Battling Troy

          
        
          
	          Gambler's Longshot

          
        
          
	          Keeping Meg

          
        
          
	          Fighting Demon

          
        
          
	          Unraveling Fayth

          
        
          
	          Forever Lo

          
        
          
	          Devil's Knights MC Books 1-4

          
        
          
	          Devil's Knights MC Books 5-8

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Devil's Knights 2nd Generation

          
        
          
	          Passing the Torch

          
        
          
	          Riding the Line

          
        
          
	          Royal Mess

          
        
          
	          Changing Lanes

          
        
          
	          Bucking Tradition

          
        
          
	          Reining It In

          
        
          
	          Fractured Brotherhood

          
        
          
	          Ride the Wind

          
        
          
	          Chase the Sunset

          
        
          
	          Freedom Ride

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Fallen Lords M.C.

          
        
          
	          Nickel

          
        
          
	          Pipe

          
        
          
	          Maniac

          
        
          
	          Wrecker

          
        
          
	          Boink

          
        
          
	          Clash

          
        
          
	          Freak

          
        
          
	          Slayer

          
        
          
	          Brinks

          
        
          
	          Fallen Lords Christmas

          
        
          
	          A Moo Christmas

          
        
          
	          Alice and Meg

          
        
          
	          Alice and Meg - Girls Trip

          
        
          
	          Alice & Meg: Summer Vacation

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Fallen Lords MC 2nd Gen

          
        
          
	          Fallen Dove

          
        
          
	          Fallen Star

          
        
          
	          Fallen Joker

          
        
          
	          Fallen Faith

          
        
          
	          Fallen Flame (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Fallen Saint (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Fallen Prince (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Fallen Doll (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Grave Prowlers MC: WI & MN

          
        
          
	          Bone's Choice (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      He Says

          
        
          
	          Wilder Presley Says He Loves Me

          
        
          
	          Charlie Beck Says I'm His

          
        
          
	          Blake Marshall Says He Needs Me

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Iron Fiends MC

          
        
          
	          My Biker

          
        
          
	          My Savior

          
        
          
	          My Romeo

          
        
          
	          My Hero

          
        
          
	          My Prince

          
        
          
	          My Dream

          
        
          
	          My Casanova

          
        
          
	          My Knight

          
        
          
	          My Hotshot

          
        
          
	          My End

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Kings of Anarchy MC: Michigan

          
        
          
	          Property of Anchor

          
        
          
	          Property of Prime

          
        
          
	          Property of Push

          
        
          
	          Property of Bob (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Property of Skull (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Property of Cross (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Kings of Vengeance

          
        
          
	          Drop a Gear and Disappear

          
        
          
	          Lean Into It

          
        
          
	          Knees in the Breeze

          
        
          
	          Midnight Wreckage

          
        
          
	          Thrill Seeker

          
        
          
	          Livin' on the Edge

          
        
          
	          Blacktop Freedom

          
        
          
	          Ride or Die

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Lost Mavericks MC

          
        
          
	          Protected

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Nitro Crew

          
        
          
	          Burndown

          
        
          
	          Holeshot

          
        
          
	          Redlight

          
        
          
	          Shutdown

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Powerhouse M.A.

          
        
          
	          Dropkick My Heart

          
        
          
	          Love on the Mat

          
        
          
	          Black Belt in Love

          
        
          
	          Black Belt Knockout

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Royal Bastards MC

          
        
          
	          Playboy

          
        
          
	          Six-Gun

          
        
          
	          Monk

          
        
          
	          Rebel

          
        
          
	          Barracuda

          
        
          
	          Jet

          
        
          
	          Jinx

          
        
          
	          Mace

          
        
          
	          Urn For Me

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Saint's Outlaws MC: Madison, WI

          
        
          
	          Twister's Salvation

          
        
          
	          Swift's Game

          
        
          
	          Wheels' Reckoning

          
        
          
	          Hodge's Sacrifice (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Skid Row Kings

          
        
          
	          Downshift

          
        
          
	          PowerShift

          
        
          
	          BangShift

          
        
          
	          Skid Row Kings Complete Series

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sweet Love

          
        
          
	          Sweet Burn

          
        
          
	          Five Alarm Donuts

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      VII Knights MC

          
        
          
	          Iced

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wild Preachers Club

          
        
          
	          Kissing the Bad Boy

          
        
          
	          Trapped with the Bad Boy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Silas: A Scrooged Christmas

          
        
          
	          Daddin' Ain't Easy

          
        
          
	          Mama Didn't Raise No Fool

          
        
          
	          Nitro Crew Complete Series

          
        
          
	          Biker in Love

          
        
          
	          Coasting In

          
        
          
	          Holly's Biker

          
        
          
	          Mr. Motorcycle

          
        
          
	          Oral Communication

          
        
          
	          Tangle My Tinsel

          
        
          
	          Wanting More

          
        
          
	          Beauty and the Grump

          
        
          
	          Secret Southern Promises

          
        
          
	          Iron Fiends MC: Books 1-3

          
        
          
	          Iron Fiends MC: books 4-6

          
        
          
	          Hey, Mama

          
        
          
	          Claimed by Werewolf

          
        
          
	          Biker Under My Tree

          
        
          
	          Bringing Home the Biker

          
        
          
	          Gingerbread and Gears

          
        
          
	          Iron Fiends MC: Books 7-10

          
        
          
	          Fueled By Desire

          
        
          
	          Sugar & Ink

          
        
          
	          Grave Sin (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Mobster Under My Tree (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Copyright Page

Also By Winter Travers

Swift's Game (Saint's Outlaws MC: Madison, WI, #2)

Chapter 1

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter One

Chapter 1

Sign up for Winter Travers's Mailing List

Further Reading: My Biker

Also By Winter Travers

Also by Winter Travers

Devil’s Knights MC Series

Loving Lo

Finding Cyn

Gravel’s Road

Battling Troy

Gambler’s Longshot

Keeping Meg

Fighting Demon

Unraveling Fayth

Forever Lo

Devil’s Knights MC 2nd Gen

Passing the Torch

Riding the Line

Royal Mess

Changing Lanes

Bucking Tradition

Reining It In

Fractured Brotherhood

Ride the Wind

Chase the Sunset

Freedom Ride

Skid Row Kings Series

DownShift

PowerShift

BangShift

Fallen Lords MC Series

Nickel

Pipe

Maniac

Wrecker

Boink

Clash

Freak

Slayer

Brinks

Fallen Lords Christmas

A Moo Christmas

Fallen Lords MC 2nd Gen

Fallen Dove

Fallen Star

Fallen Joker

Kings of Vengeance MC

Drop a Gear and Disappear

Lean Into It

Knees in the Breeze

Midnight Wreckage

Thrill Seeker

Livin’ on the Edge

Blacktop Freedom

Ride or Die

Powerhouse MA Series

Dropkick My Heart

Love on the Mat

Black Belt in Love

Black Belt Knockout

Nitro Crew Series

Burndown

Holeshot

Redlight

Shutdown

Royal Bastards MC: Sacramento, CA

Playboy

Six-Gun

Monk

Rebel

Barracuda

Jet

Jinx

Mace

Urn For Me

VII Knights MC: Golden, CO Chapter

Iced

Iron Fiends MC

My Biker

My Savior

My Romeo

My Hero

My Prince

My Dream

My Knight

My Casanova

My Hotshot

My End

Sweet Love Novellas

Sweet Burn

Five Alarm Donuts: Standalone Novellas

Claimed by Werewolf

Kissing the Bad Boy

Trapped with the Bad Boy

Daddin’ Ain’t Easy

Silas: A Scrooged Christmas

Wanting More

Mama Didn’t Raise No Fool

Tangle My Tinsel

Mr. Motorcycle

Oral Communications

Coasting In

Holly’s Biker

Hey, Mama

Gingerbread and Gears

Alice & Meg Adventures

Alice & Meg

Alice & Meg: Girls Trip

Alice & Meg: Summer Vacation

Banachi Family Series

His Reward

His Claim

His Sacrifice

His Forever

Kings of Anarchy MC: Michigan

Property of Anchor

Property of Prime

Property of Push

Property of Bob

Saint’s Outlaws MC: Wisconsin

Twister’s Salvation

Swift’s Game

Wheels’ Reckoning 

Table of Contents

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Coming Soon

About the Author

1st Chapter of Property of Anchor

1st Chapter of Loving Lo

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


Britta

Eight days.

Eight short, ridiculous, life-flipping days.

That’s how long it had been since some psycho decided to shoot me.

Rude.

I stared up at the ceiling above my childhood bed, tracking the faint hairline crack that ran from the corner near the smoke detector toward the window. I’d noticed it when I moved back in here a week ago—when my mom had practically shoved me into her car after I got discharged from the hospital and announced I was staying with her until I healed.

The crack hadn’t changed.

Neither had the stupid glow-in-the-dark star stuck above my dresser.

My mom had put those up when I was twelve and going through my “space phase.” I’d begged her to take them down when I was sixteen because they were embarrassing.

She’d refused.

Now here I was at twenty-something, back in my childhood bedroom, recovering from a gunshot wound and staring at those same damn stars like they were my only entertainment.

Somehow, this was my life now.

I sighed and shifted on the mattress, immediately regretting it.

Pain shot through my shoulder like my body was personally offended I tried to move.

“Son of a—”

I sucked in a slow breath through my teeth and let my head fall back onto the pillow.

Being shot sucked. Ten out of ten would not recommend.

During the day, the pain was manageable. Annoying, but manageable. A dull ache that throbbed when I moved wrong.

But at night? It was like the pain clocked in for its shift.

Every time the house went quiet and I tried to sleep, my shoulder started pulsing like it had its own heartbeat. I’d toss and turn until three in the morning, half delirious and cranky.

Then I’d finally fall asleep and wake up at eight-thirty feeling like I’d been run over by a truck.

Which explained why I was currently lying on my back staring at the ceiling like a bored house cat.

Eight days ago I’d been working behind the bar at the Badger’s Den.

Pouring beers.

Talking shit.

Laughing with Tempi.

Now I had a hole in my shoulder and a biker babysitter on my mom’s porch.

A soft knock sounded on my already open bedroom door.

I lifted my head and saw my mom standing there in the doorway.

She was already dressed for work in her usual bank attire. Black slacks, navy blouse, and her hair pulled into the neat bun she’d worn every weekday for the last twenty years.

It was eight-thirty.

She had to be at the bank at nine.

“How was last night?” she asked gently.

I let my head flop back onto the pillow and laughed flatly. “It was a rager,” I said dryly. “Never had more fun being bedridden.”

The past six nights had been exactly the same as the first.

Pain.

Restlessness.

Me glaring at the ceiling.

My mom laughed softly and stepped into the room. “It’s going to get better.”

I turned my head toward her. “Have you been shot before?” I asked.

She gave me a look. “No, Britta.” Then she softened. “But I can assure you that you are going to be fine.”

I would really like to know when the fine part was going to start happening.

“Sorry,” I sighed and closed my eyes. “This just sucks.”

She sat on the edge of the bed and patted my leg through the blanket. “Which sucks more?” she asked. “Being shot or having to stay with your mommy?”

I couldn’t help it. A laugh bubbled out of me. “Being shot,” I admitted. “The only good thing is that I do get to spend more time with you. Though I feel like I’ve just been sleeping most of the time.”

Mom laughed. “So nothing really changed from when you lived here in high school then.” She gave me a knowing look. “I remember not being able to get you out of bed until two o’clock on weekends.”

“It wasn’t that late,” I grumbled.

“Sure, honey.” She stood up and smoothed her blouse. “I need to get to work. Anything you need?”

I shook my head.

She smiled toward the front of the house. “Well,” she said lightly, “I’m sure if you need anything, your biker outside will be able to help.”

“Mom,” I groaned. I had told her over and over that Swift was just making sure I was safe until they figured out who shot me.

Just temporary protection, no big deal.

Of course, Mom’s immediate response had been that it was the police’s job to protect me.

But interestingly enough?

She hadn’t pushed Swift to leave.

Not even once.

Even she seemed a little intimidated by him and the club.

Twister had charmed the hell out of her when he and Tempi came over to check on me a couple days ago. The man had some kind of supernatural charisma switch he could flip on when needed.

Swift?

Not so much.

Swift mostly stayed outside on the porch.

Watching.

Waiting.

Once my mom left for work, he’d come inside to check on me, then he’d head back to the porch after making me breakfast.

Throughout the day he checked in periodically.

At night he camped out on the couch.

Then he was back outside again when the sun came up like some kind of extremely handsome guard dog.

“Call me if you need anything, okay?” Mom said.

I nodded. “I will.” Then I paused. “But I won’t.”

She laughed. “You are too much like me, honey.” She walked toward the door. “I’ll see you when I get home.”

“Love you.”

“Love you too.” Then she disappeared down the hallway.

I listened as she moved through the house. Her footsteps and the jingle of her keys. The front door opening and closing. The quiet that followed felt different.

Two minutes later, the front door opened again.

Heavy footsteps crossed the hardwood floor, slow, confident, and familiar.

Swift appeared in the doorway of my bedroom and leaned against the frame like he owned the place. His arms crossed over his chest. “Morning.”

“Morning,” I replied. My eyes drifted over him before I could stop them.

Swift looked exactly like the kind of man you expected to see in a motorcycle club.

Tall.

Broad-shouldered.

All lean muscle and quiet strength.

He had the kind of body that looked like it had been carved by years on the road rather than hours in a gym.

Dark blond hair that was a little longer on top, light stubble along his jaw, sharp cheekbones, and eyes.

God, his eyes.

Steel-blue with this constant calculating edge to them like he was always ten steps ahead of whatever was happening around him.

He was handsome, but not the polished kind.

The rough kind.

The kind that looked like he’d punch someone in the face if they crossed the wrong line.

Which, considering the club he belonged to, was probably accurate.

“Ready to get up?” he asked.

“Yeah.”

Swift pushed off the doorframe and walked toward the bed.

I held up my good hand. “I got it.”

He stopped.

“I need to get back to doing things on my own.”

He scoffed. “You were shot, Britta.” His voice was low and gravelly. “Pretty sure you have a pass to let me help you.”

I grunted as I carefully pushed myself upright. The movement tugged at my shoulder and I sucked in a sharp breath. “Being shot sucks,” I muttered.

“Never tried it, sweetheart,” Swift said. “But I’ll take your word for it.”

I swung my legs over the side of the bed and sat there for a second until the room stopped spinning. “Can’t believe I’m more badass than the biker,” I joked.

Swift’s mouth twitched. “That you are.” He took a step toward me like he was going to help.

I immediately held up my hand again. “I am fine,” I said. “Just let me at least try to feel like a normal human being.”

He raised both hands in surrender. “Whatever you want.”

I knew I wasn’t going to be able to do everything yet. Hell, getting dressed was still a whole production, but I needed to start trying. Otherwise, I was going to go insane.

A knock sounded on the front door.

Swift went completely still.

The shift in him was instant. His shoulders tightened. His posture changed.

Every muscle in his body looked like it locked into place.

I stood slowly and winced. “I don’t think if they’re here to kill us, they’ll knock,” I joked.

Swift grunted. “Just stay here.”

I gave him a mock salute. “As if I can do anything more than gingerly walk.”

He shot me a look before turning and moving down the hallway.

His footsteps were quiet despite his size.

I listened as he crossed the living room, then his voice boomed through the house. “Who’s there?”

“Tempi!”

Relief spread through my chest and a grin tugged at my lips.

Of course it was Tempi.

I raised my voice toward the hallway. “I’ll be right out!”

“I’ll get the coffee going!” Tempi called back.

Bless that woman.

I carefully made my way toward the bathroom down the hall, moving slowly.

Each step tugged slightly at my shoulder, but it was manageable.

I flicked on the bathroom light and stared at my reflection in the mirror.

Same messy blonde hair. Same freckles across my nose. Same face.

If someone looked at me right now, they’d have no idea that a week ago I’d been shot. From the outside, I looked exactly the same.

But under the oversized T-shirt I was wearing? There was a neat row of stitches in my shoulder. A small hole where a bullet had gone in. A matching one where it had come out.

Six more days and the stitches would come out.

Then each day after that I was supposed to start feeling better.

Stronger. More normal.

I turned on the faucet and washed my hands slowly. For a second, I considered changing my clothes, but the idea of wrestling with a shirt right now felt like a bad decision.

I dried my hands and looked at myself one more time.

Same Britta, just with a bullet hole.
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Swift

Coffee didn’t fix much.

It didn’t stop the ache in my jaw from clenching it all night. It didn’t erase the images that came like a flicker behind my eyes every time the house went quiet: Britta on the floor, blood blooming fast, Tempi screaming, the smell of smoke and liquor, and panic.

Coffee didn’t make Madison feel like home, either.

But it gave my hands something to do.

I leaned against the kitchen counter with a mug cupped in both palms, letting the heat sink into my skin. The kitchen was small in that lived-in way. Real wood cabinets, a worn table that had probably hosted a thousand dinners and a million arguments, a little rooster-shaped salt shaker on the windowsill that made me want to laugh for no reason at all.

Britta’s mom’s house didn’t feel like a place for violence. It felt like cinnamon and laundry detergent and old TV shows you put on for background noise.

Which was exactly why I’d been on her porch for eight days, because someone had dragged violence to Britta anyway.

Twister stood next to me, also holding coffee, also leaning like the weight on his shoulders was something he’d learned to carry with his spine instead of his hands. He looked calmer than he’d been the night of the shooting.

That didn’t mean he was.

Twister was the kind of man who could smile while planning your funeral.

Britta and Tempi sat at the kitchen table, close together like they were trying to stitch normal back into place with conversation. Tempi had her hair up in a messy bun, wearing a hoodie that looked like it had lived through a hundred late-night closes at the Badger’s Den. Britta was in an oversized tee, one shoulder sitting slightly different because of the bandages underneath, her hair still sleep-tousled.

They were talking quietly, their voices low and familiar.

Tempi was trying to make Britta laugh.

Britta was trying not to show how tired she still was.

I watched without making it obvious. I’d learned a long time ago that women noticed more than men gave them credit for. Britta especially. She had a sharpness to her that didn’t dull just because she was healing.

Twister shifted slightly, angling his body toward me so the girls wouldn’t hear. “You seen anything?” he asked quietly.

I kept my eyes on the table as if I wasn’t listening to him at all. “No.” My voice came out low, controlled. “Nothing out of the ordinary. No cars lingering. No foot traffic that doesn’t make sense. Just neighbors walking dogs and old men jogging like they’re training for the apocalypse.”

Twister’s mouth twitched, but his eyes stayed hard. “You sure?”

I took a sip of coffee. It was strong. Bitter. Good. “I’m sure.”

I’d been up before the sun every day since Britta came home. I’d watched the street until my eyes burned. I’d watched the corner. I’d watched the neighbors’ routines. I’d watched the mailman. I’d watched the squirrel that kept trying to climb the same tree and failing, like it was personally offended by gravity.

If someone got within a block of this place, I would know about it.

Twister’s gaze drifted to Britta. “How’s she doing?”

“She’s doing fine,” I said, and I realized I meant it. Mostly. “A lot of sleeping. She stays in her bedroom most of the time. When she’s up, she’s stubborn as hell. Which is... good.”

Twister’s eyes flicked to mine. “That’s good?”

“It means she’s still her,” I said simply. It meant she hadn’t gone quiet in the way some people did after they’d been hurt. It meant she still had fight. Even if she was exhausted.

I watched Britta reach for her mug with her good arm, fingers wrapping around it carefully. “She should be getting her stitches out in a few days,” I added.

Twister nodded once. “And after that?”

I exhaled slowly through my nose. “I don’t know,” I admitted. “Who knows what she’s planning?”

Twister’s voice stayed quiet, but there was something sharp under it. “Do you think she’s gonna stay here?”

I glanced at him. Just a look. “It’s up to her.”

Twister watched me for a beat, then asked the question I knew was coming. “You planning to stay here?”

I didn’t flinch. “Wherever she is,” I said, “I’ll protect her.”

Twister went still. Not much, but enough for me to notice. The smallest pause, the tiniest shift in his posture. Then he huffed a quiet breath like he was biting back a grin. “Since when?”

I lifted one shoulder in a shrug, keeping my voice level. “Since someone shot her.”

Twister angled closer, dropping his voice even more. “What the hell is going on with that, Swift?”

I stared into my coffee like it held answers.

“I didn’t know you had an interest in Britta.”

I didn’t either. Not like this.

I’d noticed her before. I wasn’t blind. Britta was pretty in that effortless way. The kind of woman who could roll her eyes at you and still make you want to hear what she had to say. Curvy in the right places, sharp mouth, sharper brain. She had this vibe like she could hold her own in any room.

But interested?

That implied time.

Fun. Flirting. A slow burn.

And I hadn’t had room in my life for slow anything in a long time.

Then she got shot, and something in me snapped into place like it had been waiting.

I shrugged again, but my throat tightened. “I wasn’t blind before,” I said. “But having someone shot... it changes the math.”

Twister’s brow furrowed. “The math?”

“Yeah,” I said, and my voice came out rougher than I meant it to. “It makes you realize you don’t get to assume there’ll be time later.”

Twister stared at me for a long moment. Then he gave a slow nod. “Yeah,” he said quietly. “I get that.”

We fell silent for a beat, both of us watching the women at the table without letting them see the heaviness behind our eyes.

Britta laughed softly at something Tempi said. It wasn’t her full laugh, more like a test run. Like she was seeing if it still worked.

It did.

Twister’s voice cut in again, dragging me back to what mattered. “You got any opinions on where she should be?” he asked.

I frowned. “What do you mean?”

“If she’s staying here,” Twister said, “or going back to her place. You got thoughts?”

I did. Plenty. But thoughts didn’t matter as much as Britta’s choice. “I’ll keep her safe either way,” I said.

Twister’s mouth pulled to the side. “That’s not what I asked.”

I looked at him. I didn’t have to say much for him to read it. “This house is harder,” I admitted. “More angles. More windows. More ways someone could watch without being seen.”

Twister nodded. “And her apartment?”

“Contained,” I said. “One entrance. One hallway. People notice strangers.”

Twister’s gaze sharpened. “You’re saying she’d be safer there.”

“I’m saying it’d be easier to control.”
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