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Chapter One

	Harlem New York

	110th Street
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	I sat staring…

	at the bag. An actual twenty minutes had passed, and my body remained motionless. I hadn’t meant to take it, but somehow, it had gotten caught up with my luggage.

	So here I sat in stunned silence.

	I desperately wanted to call my cousin Abbey, but something in my gut told me maybe I shouldn’t.

	What if someone had seen me mistakenly take it?

	What if someone thought I took it on purpose?

	My eyes dropped back to the offending bag, my stomach tightening at the sight of the crisp hundred-dollar bills peeking over the rim from where I’d opened it earlier, thinking it was mine.

	Because what kind of fucking criminal keeps a pink Chanel duffel bag full of money?

	I dragged in another deep breath and rose from the sofa, unable to sit there another second. Nervous energy crawled beneath my skin as I began to pace my apartment.

	But this was bound to happen, right?

	It was the height of vacation time at JFK. And who is actually paying attention where luggage is concerned, really?

	I just knew the pink Chanel bag was mine.

	It was only after I got the damn thing home that I realized the red marker stain on the left side was missing.

	I’d allowed my sister Ariella to borrow mine, and that was how she’d returned it, with me promising her she would never borrow my shit again.

	Now, here I was.

	My gaze slid back to the bag, and my mouth went dry. What the fuck was I supposed to do with this damn thing?

	And more importantly, who did this bag belong to?

	Not to mention, where the hell was my bag?

	I could take it back, right?

	Just go to the airport, say I’d taken it by mistake and that somehow it had gotten tangled up with my actual luggage.

	Simple.

	Except my brain wouldn’t leave simple the fuck alone.

	What if the person I turned it in to decided to keep it for themselves, erasing any record of the fact that I’d actually turned it in?

	What then?

	My pacing slowed.

	Because the person the bag actually belonged to would still think I took it. As I stood there debating every possible option, my phone flashed.

	Incoming text.

	My eyes locked onto it.

	For several seconds, I didn’t move.

	Then my stomach dropped so violently that a wave of nausea rolled through me, although I couldn’t have said why.

	I cautiously walked toward the phone on my coffee table. By the time I reached for it, my fingers were trembling.

	Why the fuck were my fingers trembling?

	I swallowed, swiped the screen, and held my breath as I read the sentence.

	“I know what you took, and it doesn’t belong to you,” it read.

	The feeling of my stomach dropping intensified, a cold knot twisting deep in my gut.

	“It was an accident. It somehow got caught up with my bag. I swear I didn’t take it on purpose!”

	My fingers flew over the keypad. Whoever this bag belonged to needed to know that first off.

	“Then you can return it. And now.”

	My mouth dropped.

	“But how do I know you won’t hurt me?” I typed back.

	I waited several seconds, my pulse thudding harder as the three dots appeared, indicating that whoever this was, was typing their response.

	“You don’t.”

	A chill swept over me. Fear crawled up my throat, followed by the sudden prickle of tears behind my eyes.

	“Then why would I return it if you’re going to hurt me anyway?” I disputed bravely, although I didn't feel brave worth a damn.

	The three dots appeared again.

	“Because if you don’t, it’s a given.”

	That wasn't an answer.

	That was a fucking promise.

	My legs gave out, and I landed hard on the edge of the sofa.

	What should I do?

	They could kill me either way.

	My hands had gone clammy around the phone.

	“Where?”

	I waited.

	“I’ll come to you.”

	A panic unlike anything I’d ever known surged up my spine, every muscle in my body going rigid.

	“NO! I’ll bring it to you,” I countered.

	Either way was dumb as fuck, but I would not have my baby sister finding my body in my apartment weeks after my death, stopping by to bring me whatever delicious concoction my mom had decided to make for the Sunday dinner I missed.

	“Good choice. Terracotta Tea House on 5th and 40th Street at 7 p.m.”

	My eyes flew to the clock.

	I swallowed hard, then looked back at the phone, my thumb hovering over the screen as I paused before sending my answer. Would my death certificate read: She died at 7 p.m. from gunshots? Or would they go with blunt-force trauma to the head?

	Jesus fucking Christ.

	I dragged in a breath and nodded to myself.

	At least this way, if they were bad news, my family wouldn’t be touched.

	“Fine. 7 p.m.”

	The response came back.

	“Good, and don’t be late, Ms. Santiago. Tardiness only pisses me off.”

	Everything inside me went still.

	Then my heart fucking took off.

	How the fuck did they know my name?

	I shot to my feet and started pacing, looking around my apartment for at least some kind of small weapon. Should I call my family? At least tell them what happened?

	No.

	I shook my head.

	I didn’t want them anywhere near this.

	But then another thought hit me.

	If they already knew my name, they probably already knew about my family.

	My stomach clenched.

	Staring at the phone in my hand, I thought about calling the police. I dialed 91, my thumb hovering over the final 1.

	Then I shook my head and erased it.

	I paced toward the other side of the room, my thoughts tripping over each other.

	I needed at least one person who didn’t give a shit.

	Then it hit me.

	Kaleb.

	This crazy Irish dude I’d been dating a couple of months back. He was tatted up, outlandish, and I swear, had the sexiest Irish accent. But he’d proved too much for me, and I had to let that shit go.

	I dialed his number.

	It rang once.

	I hung up, shaking my head.

	Almost immediately, my phone started ringing.

	Kaleb.

	I swiped to ignore the call and drew in another deep breath.

	That was probably a bad idea too.

	I checked the time.

	It was already 6:20 p.m.

	If I wanted to be there by seven, I needed to leave now. I snatched up the rolling duffel bag, immediately thought better of trying to carry that heavy-ass shit, grabbed my purse, and headed for the front door. All I could do was pray I’d return home in one piece. 

	 


Hell’s Kitchen
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	“What did you find out?”

	Kim Min-jun leaned back in his chair as Ji-ho placed the manila folder on his desk.

	“Teacher. Completely harmless. I think she’s telling the truth about mistaking the bag. Why the fuck Ha-jun thought it was a good idea to put three mil in a pink Chanel bag, your guess is as good as mine,” Ji-ho countered, rolling his eyes.

	“You think she told anyone?” Kim Min-jun asked.

	Ji-ho took a deep breath, then shrugged.

	“Now, that might be the actual problem. She dialed 911 but never completed the call, so at least she’s not stupid. The call that has me wondering, though, is to Kaleb McKenna of the Irish Kings. She ended the call after one ring. He called her back, but she didn’t answer.”

	Ji-ho paused.

	“I’m thinking maybe she realized it was stupid. We went through both calls and texts, and those were the only two calls she made. The last call before that was to her sister, but that was before she got on the plane in Cali.”

	Kim Min-jun nodded, but the unease in his gut refused to settle.

	“But we don’t know for sure if she spoke with anyone once she took the bag?”

	“Well, she spoke with the Uber driver, an elderly woman, and some college-looking bro once she reached her apartment. But since she called Kaleb, I can’t say for sure now. I imagine she wouldn’t have known the bag wasn’t hers until after she opened it in her apartment. But then, besides yours, there is that call she didn’t complete to the Irish Kings’ leader,” Ji-ho said, looking down at the papers in his hand.

	Kim Min-jun nodded, biting his bottom lip as his mind worked through every possibility.

	They couldn’t be sure.

	And with this deal sitting at two hundred and two million with the Bratva, he couldn’t chance it. The duffel bag was merely a down payment, and now someone outside their organization had it.

	His jaw tightened.

	It would look like his men were not only incompetent, but that he was an idiot for allowing three million dollars to be sent in a fucking duffel bag unattended.

	“Fine. We leave now,” Kim Min-jun said.

	Ji-ho nodded, placed the papers on Kim Min-jun’s desk, then turned toward the door.

	Kim Min-jun’s voice stopped him.

	“You, me, and Do-yun should be enough for a second-grade teacher.”

	Ji-ho turned toward him.

	“Unless it’s a setup,” he countered, one brow raised.

	A muscle tightened in Kim Min-jun’s jaw.

	He exhaled deeply, then nodded.

	“Fine. But only the three of us in the actual tea house.” Ji-ho nodded, then walked from the room.

	Kim Min-jun rose and shrugged into his sport coat, followed by his trench. He secured the Glock in its holster, then snatched up his phone.

	For a moment, he stood completely still.

	He rolled his shoulders, trying to
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