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BRONX
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Most days I hate my job.

Like today for instance, where I’m literally drenched in mud, pig shit, and what I’m hoping to God is rotten cabbage instead of something worse like pieces of a partially decomposed rat. 

Days where I have to make the choice whether to kill this sick, sonofabitch who for the past six months has been trimming off his ballhair and consistently mailing it to my client – as a “love token” – along with graphic letters detailing a murder, suicide situation so that they can be together forever or simply incapacitate him and risk the judicial system fucking up and giving this creep the opportunity to continue to terrorize this young pop star’s life.

Given that I don’t have much faith in the fucked-up structure that pretends to be the foundation we stand on as a society, the choice isn’t difficult.

I just don’t enjoy having to directly make the decision.

I prefer to get overly detailed orders rather than leave shit like this open for interpretation.

Rescue.

Recover.

Save.

Eliminate.

The things that are black and white.

Bold print. 

Cut and dry.

Things that don’t require deep contemplation or weigh heavily on the conscience.

Unfortunately – too often – it’s the fine print written in gray ink that comes with a better price tag attached. 

And that’s basically what I’m all about at this point in my life.

Keeping that number high enough to financially support my parents who while we were growing up broke their backs to provide for us, help out my youngest sister who seems to be allergic to long term employment, and have a little leftover to treat myself to some high-quality tacos de lengua or huaraches – the food, not the shoes.

Lucy Marks – whose stage name is Moonwater – keeps her face anxiously pressed to the glass of the SUV she was instructed to wait in while I dealt with the lurking threat. 

She honestly doesn’t listen any better than her fucking security team – if we’re really gonna call them that. For the last six weeks, it feels like I’ve been talking to a child who doesn’t comprehend a pinch of fucking English and that’s coming from someone that had a harder time than his siblings with the damn language. I tell her not to do something stupid or reckless such as going to Cory Gibson’s yacht party and where do I end up four hours later? Stuck outside a bedroom listening to her get DPed by the country asshole himself and one of his lackeys in the middle of the goddamn ocean where we have no direct escape route if her stalker were to somehow magically appear out of thin air. Exit strategies and keeping disclosed locations were literally the first things I discussed with her and the men who don’t take protecting her seriously.

And what do they get for their lack of professionalism?

Their lack of wanting to listen to me because I don’t have a background in law enforcement and occasionally have the tiniest accent when I speak?

One may never walk again due to the knife in his spine while the other – who took great pleasure in repeatedly reminding me that he used to work the nightshift for some hoity-toity beach resort in Camelot – will need a new career altogether since he’s hiding like a punk bitch in the upstairs bathroom of the farmhouse she’s renting for the week. 

This little R&R trip would’ve been a great opportunity to sit down and discuss the discoveries regarding the identity of the threat – something I managed to collect with minimal effort despite my “lack” of education – with her or more likely her manager – the man bright enough to hire me to save his irresponsible, Grammy-nominated, show pony – yet less than twenty-four hours after our arrival, she’s posting all over social media exactly where the fuck we are. 

I’ve had gut suspicions for the last eighteen hours that Allan was physically following us – again a subject I had planned to bring up – but this violent attack verifies it.

Knew I should’ve moved faster on my instincts.

Hesitation rarely ever ends well in these types of situations.

“Come out, come out, wherever you are...” Allan menacingly commands at the same time he rounds the corner of the old red barn I purposely drew him towards.

The further I can get him away from the client the better, especially considering the only thing that’s keeping Punky Boobster safe right now is a locked SUV door.

And that’s assuming she listened to me when I said to lock it.

Allan’s crooked tooth smile widens over the sight of finally spotting me again.

Not exactly hard to miss in this condition. 

I may not be glowing in neon body paint like I was for that job in Toronto, but I still stand out. 

For fucks sake, I haven’t felt this filthy since assisting in that rescue mission in Rio de Janeiro.

Don’t even get me started on how I was “randomly” recruited for the excessively dirty assignments one right after another.  

They both made me miss my custom dual shower system.

God, I can’t wait to get back to my condo in Highland and enjoy a nice, long, hot session with it.

Allan purposely flings more pig shit in my direction with the pitchfork he’s lazily dragging.

Three.

Three long, hot showers back-to-back to fucking back.

Without a word, I disappear through the cracked open space, giving the illusion I’m being hunted as opposed to doing the hunting. 

Maniacal laughter can be heard upon his approaching; however, it doesn’t rattle me, which I’m sure is what he’s hoping for. That’s quite a hard thing to do considering I’ve got seven years at this shit under my belt. Some yellow-toothed, pale-skinned hobgoblin toting around a rusty farm tool doesn’t even make the list of top fifty things that get my adrenaline going. Honestly, the sicknesses I could catch from the pig feces I’m drenched in are more frightening than he could ever be. 

He crosses the threshold, eyes initially looking left like most people tend to, providing me with the open opportunity I need for an attack. The first punch is propelled into his face the instant his head moves my direction. He stumbles backward from the hard hit yet manages to remain on his feet. Another strike is delivered lower, closer to his ribcage, forcing his frame to crinkle and his hold on the tool to loosen. Groans of discomfort reverberate throughout the dreary space, and I simply use the echoes of agony to fuel the momentum of my movements. Not wanting the innocent – albeit negligent – woman he’s been suggesting romantic, watery deaths to and swearing that he’ll show his undying love in the form of self-mutilations to suffer the same sounds or worse, I keep my execution quick. Precise. I deliver a blow to his forearm to unleash his grasp on the makeshift weapon followed by a right hook that sends him flying. Professionally trained reflexes have me catching the handle before it can hit the ground and swiftly jamming the pointy end of the object through the chest of my attacker. Allan’s initial gasp of shock is overpowered by the racket of the metal anchoring itself into the wooden door behind him. It loudly creaks with every continued push as I don’t stop stomping onward until it's damn near falling off its hinges. Blood gushes out of the holes made, along with the four prongs, and down to the ground where it joins the other excretions that have left him. The choking on his own vital fluid is scrutinized closely, grip on the gardening equipment unwavering until all actions of the enemy completely cease. 

Allan’s lifeless slumping becomes the indicator that the mission is complete.

That Lucy is safe.

That I make the company I work for look good while saving taxpayers’ dollars by not having this psychopath drain resources from the already unstable system he might’ve been sentenced into.

I relinquish my hold on the pitchfork and back up slowly, stare pasted on the corpse just in case I called his death too prematurely. Once it’s safe to declare the threat has been eliminated, I begin my trek back in the direction of the SUV, silently crawling around in my own skin out of desperation to get clean or at the very least into a suit that doesn’t smell like I was an extra in Babe.

Lucy’s expression transposes from one of fear to one of excitement when she sees I’m the only one coming in her direction. Against what I would label to be good judgment, she darts from the vehicle and throws herself into my arms.

“Ohmygod, thank you! Thank you!” She squeaks in equal amounts of gratitude and relief. “Thank you so much, Bradford!” Her arms tangle around my frame in continued hysteria. “You are amazing!” 

I use one hand to give her a small pat in the middle of her crop-top-covered back. “Just doing my job, Miss Marks.”

More squeals of elation escape her, although these are incoherent. It takes an understandable amount of time for her to finally pull back so that our stares can meet. She keeps her limbs latched onto to where they are yet lowers her tone to that of a sultry one. “How about I show you my thanks, Bradford?” Her tongue seductively touches her hot pink-painted lips. “Right here. Right now.”

Even if I were to put aside the fact that I’m covered in another person’s blood, animal filth, and my own sweat, I still wouldn’t take her up on the offer. Not only because she’s barely on this side of being able to legally drink at my favorite resort in Cabo, but because I never sleep with clients.

That’s even worse shit than what’s plastered on me. 

And it’s not a gray area. 

It’s completely straightforward.

There’s no take it on a “case-by-case” basis.

No... “just this one-time” crap.

And damn sure none of that “if she pays extra” bullshit.

See, rule number one is to always save the target. Your priority is their safety. Whether this means you get a bullet to the brain or have a lobster getting its claws on your ass – still the worst Cinco De Mayo I’ve ever had – doesn’t really matter. You put your life on the line so that they live to sign that last check for the company. At the end of the day, the same thing I respect about the people I work for is the same shit that makes them the heartless corporation that people believe them to be. Jobs aren’t personal. Personal isn’t allowed to factor itself into decisions. Call that subsection A of rule number one. Every call that’s made is so that the company continues to have the hard hold they have on the private sector of many enterprises. They don’t shy away from huge payouts for their employees, nor do they reject convoluted, keep it off the grid, never happened cases. Haworth is one of the largest multifaceted operations globally, and they are willing to do anything to keep it that way. This mindset has led to the off-the-books company tagline that we all live by.

They don’t ask how.

They ask how alive.

In other words? 

Do whatever it takes to make sure the final payment can and will be received.

Ruler number two? 

Never add complications to a situation that would prevent rule number one from being followed.

Sleeping with a client falls into this category.

Technically less, now that her attacker is dead, but still enough considering I have hours – at a minimum – left to be point on her security detail.

And just so that it’s out there, I’m also not attracted to someone who is almost a decade younger than I am. 

No.

Prefer my women like I prefer my tequila. 

Envejecido.

Mas maduro.

A bit aged and more mature.

Damn sure not barely able to vote.

Lucy gives the corner of her mouth a hopeful nibble.

The action prompts me to create the currently absent distance at the same time I deny her offer. “No, thank you.” 

“You sure?”

“I’m sure.” Stepping even further back, I tip my head towards the farmhouse. “Let’s get you inside and your injured bodyguard checked on. Did you call for an ambulance, as I instructed?”

She immediately nods, arms wrapping her bare midsection to hold herself since I no longer am. “They should be here any minute. They said fifteen minutes when I placed the call.”

And there’s the drawback to most remote locations.

Also, why the company pays more for those with on-site med training.  

Which I have.

There’s just not a lot I can do for a spinal cord injury.

Not exactly a fucking surgeon.

That’d be my oldest brother.

He’s Dr. Bradford to those under his care while I’m just Bradford.

Soldier like treatment for a military like job. 

Spotting Lucy’s lingering need for comfort in spite of her best efforts to hide it, I step back into my client’s space and place a hand on the small of her back to physically assist in the escorting to the house. The tiny gesture persuades her to relax her trembling figure once more, so I add a polite smile to seal the deal. With dejection exchanged for relief, I guide us the direction we need to head while keeping a watchful eye on our surroundings.

Instinct says we’re in the clear, but you can never be too careful.

Just because one attacker is down doesn’t mean another can’t unexpectedly come into the picture.

And since the job isn’t done until that final payment is made, I can’t let my guard down or even fucking shower for a bit longer.

It’ll be worth it though.

Seeing that many zeroes in my bank account always is.  
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BLAKE
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Sometimes I really love my job.

Especially on days like today.

Days where I literally get to light cheating assholes on fire.

Physically. On. Fire. 

It may not have been me he cheated on – I don’t exactly date – and LaKeysha Jones isn’t exactly my best friend – although she is the person at the office that I probably like the most besides Sherman the janitor and my second in command Ali Lu – but she does deserve some form of justice.

Or at least possible justice. 

Assuming there’s a flaw in my design.

Then again, even if there’s not, environmental dangers will work just the same.

Dealing with people and the multitude of mind-aching complications they bring may not be a skill I’ve mastered; however, I do know that doing terrible things to good people should be punished.

I say punished, but it’s nothing too crazy. 

I mean it’s not like he’s about to experience the shit Mussolini’s corpse did. 

Although, a few of those things may have crossed my mind.

He would make a perfect candidate to test some of my food masked projectiles on.

Tyson Reynolds gives me an uncomfortable glance from where he’s waiting outside the glass training room. “And you’re sure that you can’t just keep using a dummy?”

I very much so still am.

“Company protocol requires in the field simulation after passing prior standard testing methods. That data has already been evaluated and analyzed indicating that it is safe to enter its next phase of testing, which is on a live subject.” 

I fucking refuse to call someone who slept with their girlfriend’s younger sister while she was visiting town for Christmas, human. 

Social rules are – again – not my strongest suit, but I do know that screwing your girlfriend’s sister without her permission or an agreed upon arrangement is unacceptable behavior.

It’s an action that should receive adequate disciplining, which is more than giving you the nickname “Captain Hook” because of the way your average size cock curves in verbal slander campaigns. 

Um...office gossip? 

I think that’s what most people call it.

“The test scenario will be short and quick,” I state in the professional tone I rarely fail to maintain.  “We need to get a basic read on how it handles while moving in combat and under the stress of a physical occupant.” The tablet in my possession gets cradled a little closer to my busty chest. “If it makes you feel any better,” not that I care, “it’s previously passed the NFPA 2112 standard, our medical team is on standby, the sprinkler system is intact, and your employment contract includes a compensation clause for hazardous training.”

Reynolds grumbles his unhappiness to himself as he changes into the new boots that need to be analyzed. Afterward, he enters the area and takes a defensive stance. Camden Tortorella – his adversary who I don’t have any opinions about one way or another, and who also didn’t express concerns about burns – uses the opposing door to join him. Once they’re both inside, Ali prepares to hit the necessary button on cue. 

Unlike at other private security and military companies – or so I’m told since this is the only one, I’ve ever worked for – our recruits are required to treat each training situation they are put in as real as possible. This can and sometimes does lead to broken limbs, the need for stitches or surgery, and on the rare occasion long-term hospitalization. Basically, you’re supposed to do whatever it takes to complete the task minus actually murdering a fellow coworker. Things can get pretty gruesome especially when we’re tactical testing, and if you don’t have the stomach for it, working down here in the pits with me isn’t for you. During one eyewear testing procedure, someone had their eye pop out of the socket and the dude who used to have Ali’s job a few years back threw up his tuna sandwich all over his device as well as my brand-new tennis shoes, which added a special suck factor for me personally because I already loathe having to get new footwear so having to do it again after just having done it made me extra irritated. Part of what sets Haworth Enterprises aside from other organizations is how far and how hard we’re willing to test human limits. The company has other divisions designed for genetic engineering – the legality of which is complicated – however when it comes to advances in gear that’s my department.

My specialty.

My passion.

Basically, the only one I have.

Reynolds makes the first move like the impulsive person he is. The mad dash across the room to attack before he can be attacked gives Tortorella a slight advantage to evade the head-on assault. He blocks and counters only to be met by a block and counter. Their back and forth fast-paced movements continuously build up proving this to be the well paired match Nikita Davis promised it would be. 

Her job is much harder than it looks.

Pairing operatives together for training encounters requires not only knowing a vast amount about the agents on paper but off it as well. 

Perhaps that’s why I typically prefer inanimate objects.

The majority of the data I need is always written down.

I don’t know secret codes or second guess the information regarding the non-human variables I’m dealing with.

People complicate everything.

Tortorella lands a solid punch in Reynolds’ face that successfully stumbles him backward. 

At the sight of him momentarily stunned, I command, “Now.”

Ali taps a button on her tablet causing flames to burst through the slits on the floor. 

Neither of them wastes time being distracted by the environmental challenge they knew would be added.

Instead, they continue the skirmish, both wanting bragging rights in the breakroom over the other.

Their slender yet toned bodies swiftly cover the length of the room back and forth in a determination to take down their opponent. Despite how much I would love to see Reynolds lose a tooth or perhaps a kneecap or even both, I oscillate my focus between both pairs of feet where my latest design is being put through a multitude of tests and the tablet recording the information using the sensors installed inside. 

Numbers seem to stay steady where they are expected to as well as in the avenues I am hoping.

Needing to push the prototype further before we’re out of time, I quietly instruct, “Increase temperature and intensity.”

“One or two?”

“Two.”

Ali doubles the volume of flames significantly shorting the amount of time the exercise has left. Between the smoke and their consistent strikes, breathing will be the biggest issue of concern. Their persistent nimble movements repeatedly have me studying the information being charted to the same degree I do their actual bodies. Everything below the waist of the two individuals is rapidly filtered and documented of importance in my mind. Little things that the program isn’t designed to track are embedded right alongside the data that is; however, I push the ticking clock further than most would in my position, waiting until the winces of discomfort on Reynolds’s face are undeniably too constant to continue to ignore.

“He’s getting burned, Dr. Rothwell,” my twin brother, Brandon, unexpectedly states over my lab coat-covered shoulder.

Only if I’m lucky.

Rather than say that out loud, I cut Ali a glance. “End.”

The flames extinguish as abruptly as they were born. Immediately afterward, both men cease their attacks and glance in our direction for confirmation to exit. I give a casual nod that’s followed by a finger point to medical to tend to any of the minor damage they may have received.

“Fuck, it hurts!” Reynolds shouts as soon as he’s outside of the secluded room. 

Maintaining an air of innocence is difficult but not impossible. “What does?”

“My fucking legs,” he grouses while flopping down on the nearest chair. 

“Ah, but I was concerned about your fucking feet,” I casually counter. “How are they?”

His gray stare lowers to an unmistakable glare. “Fine.”

“Thank fuck you’re not in charge of giving me a firsthand detailed experience about the shit.”

Brandon does his best to stifle his chuckle.

“Tortorella?” My attention swings to him. “Status report?”

“Feet and ankles felt thoroughly protected from the flames.” He drops down into the other chair. “There was no lack of gripping in the footbed or smashing of my toes into the tip.” 

A nod of approval is followed by additional questions. “The chart recorded inconsistent lags between certain maneuvers. Were these due to fighting techniques or something else?”

Tortorella looks hesitant to respond confirming the concern I already had.

“They’re still too heavy, aren’t they?”

He sheepishly nods while a member of medical rolls up his pant leg to access the possible burns. 

“How bad?”

“Noticeable.”

There’s no stopping my dark espresso-colored nose from scrunching in discontent. 

“But they’re functional?” Brandon professionally inquires.

Tortorella shifts his attention to one of the men he is currently employed under. “Yes, Sir.”

“Functional is good,” my brother warmly states like I need the encouragement. “Functional is what we want, Dr. Rothwell.” 

“No, functional is what we have, elite is what we want, Number Four,” I counter at the same time I send him a disapproving stare. “State-of-the-art isn’t accomplished by merely meeting the basic standards. We both know that.” My curvaceous frame angles itself in his direction on a heavy sigh. “What we both don’t know is why you’re in my building giving me ‘Sorry You Didn’t Win the Science Fair’ pep talks.”

The corner of his mouth kicks upwards. “Your building?”

“Until you learn to design what is essentially a taser watch or a tie that can hide your lock picking kit through security, yes. This is my building, Number Four.”

Brandon offers me a full-fledged smirk prior to motioning his head towards the exit. “A word?”

“Can it wait?”

“I can’t.”

Of course, he can’t. 

He rarely waits for anything or anyone.

Apparently, patience is like the one people skill I got that he didn’t.

I nod my understanding and momentarily drop my attention to where Ali is stationed in the observational area beside me. “Please, record any other helpful information the subjects may provide. Injuries outside of the designated target area are not necessary to include-” 

“Fuck, what is that shit? Icy Hot?!” Reynolds croaks in the distance.

“Nor necessary for you to listen to, if you don’t feel like it. Just tell subject A to stop being a toddler and give him a Pokémon Band-Aid. That’s popular with the youth, isn’t it?”

She lightly snickers and prepares to take over collecting their comments while I deal with whatever has brought my brother to his least favorite place in the organization.

His hatred stems from the knowledge that if he breaks anything in this building, it’s coming out of his paycheck. 

And it would be unacceptable to not see that many zeroes all the time.

On the first level above the underground one where we were running tests, the two of us make our way to my office located in the very back. The scanning of my badge, retina, and fingerprints grants us access inside, and the instant that we’re there, he makes a bee line for the corner bar on the opposite side of the room. 

“You’re the only one who drinks that shit,” I state during my stroll over to sit in my dark brown leather desk chair. 

“Not surprised.”

“You know simply having it around makes me uncomfortable.”

“I do.”

My ass hits the seat split seconds prior to inquiring, “Why would you want to willingly ingest anything that’s capable of having such a negative effect on your neurotransmitters?”

He pours himself about a shot’s worth of the amber-shaded liquor. “It tastes good.”

“So does salmon, and it benefits the body including brain function in some of the more recent studies.”

“It makes me feel good.”

“That sounds like you’re looking for something to trigger an endorphin release. There are better, more beneficial options besides alcohol – although wine is the one, they recommend for that, not whiskey – to induce such euphoria.”

My comeback receives a headshake that’s followed by a sip of the beverage. “God, how are we related?”

“Did you tear me away from my project for a basic biology lesson that I would be all too happy to deliver or something actually worth the time that could be used improving the safety of your employees?”

He lightly chortles and plops himself on the edge of the gray couch near one of my glass-cased bookshelves. “You mean like the one downstairs you let get burned on purpose?”

I casually cross my legs while maintaining an indifferent expression. “Accidents are a common byproduct of proper testing.”

“Or pissing you off.”

“I would classify that as an in-depth emotional investment in Reynold’s I have not made.”

Brandon’s expression transposes to a skeptical one.  

“I may have, however, fused a meaningful connection with an individual that he may have mistreated by sleeping with her college freshman sister on her couch while she went out to get his maggot ass eggnog and gingerbread cookies.”

There’s a small set of sniggers out of my only living immediate family. “Another reason not to date someone you work with.”

“You sleep with people you work with all the time.”

“Yes, but I don’t date them.”

My lips pull to one side in a silent counter-argument.

“Also, they work for me, not with me.” 

“Reynolds and LaKeysha don’t technically work together. Their paychecks just so happen to be signed by the same company.”

“You’re splitting hairs.”

“You’re testing my patience,” I swiftly announce in budding annoyance. “What is it that couldn’t wait, Brandon?”

Hearing the question causes him to noticeably shift in what can only be described as discomfort. 

The subtle yet powerful action forces me to do the same.

I may not be the best at reading body language outside of the testing zone, but I can read his.

I’ve always been able to read his.

It’s part of the inexplicable link we share.

The one that nags in the back of my mind now is not a good time to call because he’s probably getting laid in spite of the fact having no idea what his agenda looks like. Nine times out of ten, I learn – when I actually do call him a few hours later – that that’s exactly what he was doing during the window I originally wanted to communicate in. Our shared wordless bond that many believe is forged in the womb is also the only reason I can conclude for my stranger actions such as sending an impromptu text at four a.m. while I’m brushing my teeth to remind him to grab his lucky cufflinks, which were the ones Mom bought him the year she died. He never questions how I know what I know in moments like that. He merely takes the benefit, thanks me, and randomly returns the favor.

Like the day he had a new lab coat delivered to me not knowing the one I was wearing had ripped three hours before. 

The secret benefit of being a twin.

“Chatter has been reported,” Brandon slowly begins, grip on the glass tightening. “Involving you.”

“This happens on the occasion,” my polite reminder is attached to a soft smile. “Typically, when there are rumors in the tact world of a new advanced product in development.” Steepling my fingers together, I add, “And considering the things we’re unveiling at this year’s annual conference, I can’t say I’m completely surprised my name is coming out of so many mouths. I have had a tremendous amount of increased success in my experiments over the past ten months.”

While being on the edge of new and improved gear as well as weapons for their operatives is one of the things Haworth Enterprises prides itself in, so is selling the items to the highest bidders. I create. They use. And then they sell to others the outdated version once I’ve created something even better. Sure, having the best of the best is a very wise move, particularly for a security company, but selling all of the lesser versions of yourself what you have once you have something undeniably better makes you billions. 

And since Haworth’s bottom line is to be the best, being the best means making the most, and making the most is done by having incomparable control over the avenues in which your corporation is involved. 

It’s basically a giant circle jerk of sovereignty that my twin happens to hold a very high-ranking position in while I’m usually just left to my own tactical tinkering devices. 

No jealousy here.

I much prefer my shit to his shit.  

He has to win over boardrooms.

I have to not boil over chemicals.

He has to be charming over caviar and Opera and polo.

I get to enjoy triangle cut sandwiches and ponder about pop culture choices I don’t understand.

Speaking of, if we were the same gender, we’d never survive The Parent Trap storyline. 

We’d both die.

Him from some accidental explosion and me from choking to death on a snail.

It’s not a hard conclusion to come to even if all you have to make it are your basic observations, yet the plotline has crossed my mind more than once when I see them remaking older movies. 

Perhaps this is why I don’t do well talking to people.

That rather harmless comparison would inevitably spiral into an in-depth conversation regarding genetic modifications and cloning experiments.

I want to talk science.

Most individuals outside of this building don’t.  

“It is very possible that your increased success has sparked the chatter-”

“Significantly increased success.” 

“Your significantly increased success may be the reason for the chatter,” Brandon continues in a way that lets me know I’m in for a long-winded follow-up, “but typically when said chatter-”

“Could you call it something else? That just sounds like a shittier word for gossip.”

He narrows his dark brown eyes, which are the opposite of my light ones, down to a glare. “How about intel?”

“Definitely sounds more intense.”

“Good.” His grunt is followed by an annoyed tap to the side of his glass. “Because this situation is not to be taken lightly, Blake.”

“You say that every time something of this caliber happens.”

“Not every time.”

“Every. Single. One.”

“Ugh. Alright. Maybe I do-”

“You absolutely do.”

“However, this time it’s different.”

“Why?”

“Because they’re threatening to kidnap you.”

The word should probably make me wince or at the very least do more than fidget with my Monroe piercing, yet it doesn’t. 

Okay, so, no. That’s not something that gets thrown in my direction all the time or – if I’m going to be completely honest with myself – ever, but talk is often meaningless, especially
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