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	Sienna

	“I hate your car. The AC is literally always busted.”

	“Be nice to Petunia. She’s the one taking you to your new fancy apartment,” I shake my head and roll down the two front windows. My AC is busted—it has been since last summer. I can’t afford to fix it right now. Things are pretty tight monetarily until I get back and start the job I got at the local grocery store.

	“Yeah, yeah, sorry Petunia,” Olivia rolls her eyes. She props up her elbow on the window and lays her head over it. Her grey tank top and denim shorts apparently aren’t cool enough for her. She pulls her long mouse-brown hair back into a high ponytail.

	“So tell me about your new job Miss Olivia Saunders, literary agent for Bookhouse Publishing,” I poke her in the rib before grabbing the steering wheel again. It even sounds fancy.

	“I mean, I’m a literary agent. For Bookhouse Publishing. I get to meet fancy authors and find promising new ones.”

	“So you’re reading a lot?”

	“Basically.”

	“That sounds like your dream job,” I laugh and stare straight ahead. I look at my reflection in the rearview mirror. Light blue eyes with yellow speckles. Short brown, curly hair. Freckled sun-kissed skin. A bit of a plain Jane. That’s me alright.

	I move my leg a bit, and it sticks to the seat. Great. The white lacy shorts I’m wearing aren’t doing me any favors. They’re my favorite pair though. They make it look like I have some semblance of an ass. And they pair beautifully with my black tank top that reads “Pretty in Ink” in bold white lettering. Both of which show off the tattoos I’ve gotten thus far. I have a wildflower theme on my left leg going all the way up to my thigh, and a bee theme on my right arm from wrist to shoulder.

	The sun has almost set and we have another two hours to go before we get to her new place. New York City really is bigger than I expected it to be.

	“Can we stop somewhere to eat? I’m starving. My treat,” Liv says from the passenger seat.

	“Yeah, okay. I’m a little hungry too. The road trip snacks didn’t last as long as I thought they would.”

	“To be fair, we do still have those lemon moon pies your mom sent.”

	“Yuck.” Just the thought of that makes my stomach roll.

	“Don’t knock it ’til you try it, Sienna.” She raises an eyebrow and gives me a half-smile.

	“I’m not a fan of regular moon pies. There’s not enough lemon in the world to make that mess good. Oh! Is that a diner?” I point to a little hole-in-the-wall building tucked between two massive glass buildings.

	The neon sign on the front says open in shining red letters.

	“Let’s stop there. It doesn’t look too busy.”

	“Well, I mean, it is like eight at night.”

	“Okay, smartass, let’s eat here.”

	I pull into a parking space in the front and turn to Liv.

	“Ready for your first meal as a city slicker?” I laugh. She rolls her eyes and gets out of Petunia. I get out after her and lock the doors. Not that it’ll do much good, considering the windows are down, but we can see the car from the windows. So it’ll be okay, right?

	Liv holds the front door open for me. It’s a cute little diner. There’s a hostess stand a few feet from the door with a sign that says seat yourself. It looks like a baby Cracker Barrel. Wood paneling, country-themed decor, and heavily decorated walls. To the left is a bar area with the bathrooms. To the right are a bunch of booth tables and a jukebox. There’s a decent amount of space between the jukebox and the tables. A dance floor?

	“Let’s grab a booth. As much as I love you, I need my elbow space and room to stretch out,” Liv laughs gesturing to the booths.

	Nodding, I walk over to the booth closest to the jukebox. The music variety is about what I’d expect of an older jukebox. I will dance to one of these before we leave. It’s not like anyone here knows me other than Liv anyway.

	The waitress pops up from behind the counter and saunters over to us with menus and rolled silverware in hand.

	“Good evening ladies, what can I get you started with tonight?” She smiles at us sweetly. Her blonde hair is pulled back into a ponytail and her makeup is flawless. I’m a little jealous, honestly.

	“Do you have sweet tea?”

	“Sweet tea? No, sorry,” she raises an eyebrow. “But we have iced tea.”

	“I’ll just take a Sprite, thanks,” I smile at her. She nods and looks over at Liv.

	“I’ll have a Sprite as well.”

	“Okay,” she hands us each a menu. “I’ll be back with those drinks.”

	The menu was breakfast items, burgers, and sandwiches. Nothing on here really looks great though. Belgian waffles with strawberry syrup it is.

	“This menu is a little, well, not what I was expecting.”

	“And what were you expecting, Sie?” Liv looks up from her menu. I shrug and the waitress returns with our drinks.

	She puts the Sprites on the table, and we order. I sit back in the booth and look around. There are a couple of other people eating and talking, some even working on laptops. Some in three-piece suits, others in tie-dye shirts and basketball shorts.

	Okay, just the one guy is in tie-dye. His hair is amber-colored, shaggy, and side-swept. His eyes are chocolate brown. He smiles at me and waves. Oh shit, I was staring. A blush rises to my cheeks and I quickly look back over at Liv.

	“You and your awkward people watching,” she laughs.

	“Oh, shut up!”

	We wait less than five minutes before our waitress appears from the back with our food. We eat in silence, barely even coming up for air. I lay my fork on my empty plate and relax on the booth seat.

	“Okay, so I’m going to be honest with you. I’ve had to poop for the last two hours. So I may be a hot minute. When the waitress comes back around, here’s my card.” Liv slams her Discover card down on the table and all but runs to the bathroom.

	The waitress walks over to the table and clears away the empty plates.

	“Would you like a refill?” She gestures to my half-empty cup.

	“Oh, yes, please.” She takes the cup with her to the back. A minute later she returns with a full glass.

	“Are you ready for the check?”

	“Oh, yeah, here,” I hand her Liv’s card. She brings it back in seconds with a little black book to sign and tip.  I pull a ten-dollar bill out of my pocket and write cash on the tip line before signing the bottom. I slide Liv’s card into my back pocket and take a sip of my sprite.

	She wasn’t kidding. She’s been in the bathroom every bit of five minutes now. I glance around the room again. Most everyone else has left. Just me, the tie-dye dude, and the jukebox.

	I slide out of my booth seat and walk to the jukebox. Hmm. “I Love Rock ‘n Roll” by Joan Jett and the Blackhearts it is. I pull two quarters out of my pocket and slide them in. I press C2 on the jukebox and it lights up, but no music plays. I raise an eyebrow and hit C2 again. Nothing.

	Did this machine just eat my quarters? I frown and sigh.

	Thwack!

	A man’s fist smacks into the top of the jukebox. An upbeat country tune starts to play. This isn’t “I Love Rock n Roll,” but I’ll make it work.

	I look over at the man. It’s Mr. Tie-Dye. He’s a good bit taller than I am when he stands up. He’s dressed in a blue tie-dye shirt that says “Be Cool” in bubble letters, black basketball shorts, and Nike flip-flops. He looks … comfortable.

	“Ye have to hit this thing from time to time,” he says. He has a slight Irish accent. Not gonna lie, it’s kinda hot.

	“Thanks!” I sway my hips to the beat. “Do you want to dance with me?” I smile up at him.

	“Te ‘Don’t Rock the Jukebox’?” He raises an eyebrow.

	“Why not! We’re the only two here right now. I promise I won’t step on your toes,” I giggle nodding down to his flip-flops. It would hurt a bit if I stepped on his toes with my Converses.

	“Why not,” he holds his hand out. I take it and he spins me around, causing my hair to whip around and brush against my face. I grin in surprise and look up at him.

	He puts his hand on my lower back like a proper gentleman. He pulls me close to him and we dance to the music, our bodies moving against each other until the song ends. I don’t want it to end. He steps back and kisses the back of my hand.

	“That was the most fun I’ve had in a while. What’s yer name?” He smiles at me.

	“Sienna. What’s yours?”

	“Cal.” Well, that’s easy enough to remember.

	“Well, Cal, thank you for the dance. I really enjoyed it.”

	“So, uh, on the jukebox, this song is number C3. Could I get yer number?” He smiles at me, looking directly into my eyes.

	Holy shit is this happening? To me? Cheesy Hallmark movie style? That was probably the worst line someone has ever used on me, but it was really cute.

	“Uh, yeah!” I pick the pen up off our table and grab his hand. I write my number on his palm and smile up at him. “Thanks for the dance, again, Cal.” He smiles at me before looking behind me.

	“I think yer friend is waitin’ on ye.”

	Friend? Oh, Liv. I turn around and sure enough, Liv is propped up by the hostess stand looking at me, amused. I turn back to Cal.

	“It was really nice meeting you, Cal. I’ll talk to you later,” I wink at him before walking to Liv. Don’t look back. Don’t look back. Play it cool. Play it cool. My heart feels like it’s going to hammer out of my chest.

	Liv doesn’t say a word until we get back to Petunia. When I get in and sit down, she turns to face me with a huge shit-eating grin on her face.

	“What was that?”

	“What was what?” I fish her card out of my pocket. Holding it out to her, I try to avoid eye contact. A red-hot blush rises to my cheeks.

	“He was cute. And that dance looked … intense.” She wags her eyebrows. Jeez, here we go. “Tell. Me. Everything!”

	“There’s not much to tell. I tried to get the jukebox to play, but it wouldn’t, Cal fixed it, and we danced. I gave him my number, and now here we are. Driving away.” Don’t get embarrassed.

	“That’s uncharacteristically bold of you, Sie,” Liv laughs.

	“Oh, shut up. I’ll probably never see him again, so why not. I doubt he’ll text me.” I laugh. Though I kinda hope he does.

	“Talk about a meet-cute. I should take notes for my next book,” she pulls out her phone.

	“Oh, my life is finally interesting enough to take inspiration from?”

	“Something like that.” She winks at me. I roll my eyes and keep driving.

	“So, are you going to pull up GPS or? Because I have no idea where I’m going.”

	“Yeah, yeah.”

	We make it to her new apartment by ten. There isn’t anyone else in the assigned parking lot. I pull into her space and park.

	“The movers said they were done. I just have to carry this stuff in,” she points to the suitcases and garbage bags full of stuff she crammed into the back seat and trunk of my car.

	“Well, let’s get to it!”
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	Sienna

	After unloading all of liv’s crap, we both promptly passed out on her living room floor.

	Bzzt.

	I groggily sit up and grab my phone. A text from an unknown number? I unlock my phone.

	Hello, Sienna. This is Cal from the diner last night.

	Holy shit! He actually texted me! How do I respond? Just a “Hey, how are ya doing”? No that’s lame. It’s too early to be stressing this hard.

	Hey Cal! I was wondering if you were actually going to text 😂

	And send. Was the emoji too much? I sit with my legs crisscrossed. My phone screen lights up.

	Did you think I wouldn’t have after the dance we shared? 🤨

	I chuckle.

	Idk. It was a really nice dance though, wasn’t it?

	Send. I save his number under Cal - hot Irish dance guy.

	It was. Are you having a good morning?

	I am now. But it may be a little too soon to just say that to this dude I met last night.

	I am. I just woke up, actually. How’s your morning going?

	I swear his response is instantaneous.

	Boring. Nothing but work as usual. Would you like to grab a coffee?

	Like now? My heart hammers in my chest just like it did last night.

	I would love to. When?

	I stand up and walk to Liv’s bathroom. My hair is a freaking mess. Tangled and knotted from sleeping restlessly on the floor. I grab a hairbrush off the counter and brush that mess out.

	Bzzt.

	Cal.

	I open my phone.

	If you send me your address I’ll pick you up in an hour.

	Whoa, slow your roll there. I met you last night. I’m not giving this dude my address. Or Liv’s, technically. Ax murderers are a thing. Though, I’m not sure how common they are in NYC. Still, I’m not trying to be the first death in a horror movie. No thanks.

	Do you know the coffee shop on 129th? Lenox’s? That’s the closest one to me. I believe we passed it coming here last night. Meet there in an hour?

	Well, I’m taking it as he knows where that is.

	It’s a date 😉

	I didn’t get a response after that. I have one hour to look presentable and get there. Okay. Where are my clothes? I run to the living room and shake Liv’s shoulders gently.

	“This had better be an emergency,” she glares at me, half-asleep.

	“I have a date with Cal in an hour and I can’t find the clothes bag.”

	Liv perks up and wipes the sleep from her eyes. “A date? When did that happen?”

	“When he texted me this morning,” I bite my lip to keep from grinning like an idiot.

	“Well don’t just stand there! Dig in that mountain of trash bags to find the clothes bag!” She stands up from her nest of fuzzy holiday blankets.

	We both start going through bags until we finally find the clothes bag in the middle. “You have to let me dress you.”

	“Why?”

	“Because you have zero sense of fashion. Zero.”

	“Okay, rude.” I laugh. She’s right. I hate that she’s right.

	Liv lays out a pea-green romper, black slip-ons, and a pair of black cat-eye sunglasses. “Put it on. You’re leaving in ten minutes!”

	I put on the romper and adjust my boots to look good. I slide on the slip-ons and pick up the sunglasses.

	“You look cute! Do you want make-up or not?”

	“What can you do with this?” I raise an eyebrow.

	“Maybe a quick cat eye with eyeliner and some mascara?”

	“Uh, okay. You can.”

	Liv drags me to the sofa and gives me what she calls cat eyes. I don’t know. I’ve never really been huge into makeup. The most I can do is mascara and tinted lip balm.

	“Done! And you need to go! Now!” She pushes me to the door.

	I grab my purse, keys, and phone before walking outside. The coffee shop should be fairly close. I check the time on my phone. I have thirty minutes to get there. Might as well walk. Unlike home, there are sidewalks here. I pull up GPS on my phone and start my trek.

	I make it to Lenox Coffee Roaster with exactly one minute to spare. The building has a cute little awning and you can see the barstools through the windows.

	A man in nice jeans, a heather blue shirt, and chucks walks up to me. His hair is pulled back into a ponytail and he’s wearing dark sunglasses. Do I know this man?

	“Hello Sienna,” his voice comes out deeper than I remember it being. Sweet Jesus, I wasn’t ready.

	“Hey, Cal.” I smile at him.

	“Shall we?” He holds out his arm. What a gentleman!

	“We shall,” I say taking his arm. He leads me to the door. He opens the door for me and I walk in first.

	“Anywhere you want to sit, Sienna,” he says from behind me. I choose a table for two in the back corner. Cal pulls my chair out for me.

	Do people still do that? He sits in front of me and smiles.

	“You look beautiful,” he smiles at me as he takes off his sunglasses. His chocolate eyes are gorgeous. Wait. What’s that? A slight blue discoloration? Does Cal have a black eye?

	“You don’t look too bad yourself,” I smile at him, taking off my sunglasses.

	“Well, thank ye, but I pale in comparison to the glow of your beautiful skin. Are ye Irish? I noticed the freckles.”

	Oh my God. Is he for real?

	“Distantly, I think? I’m from Tennessee though. The freckles are a byproduct of being in the sun so much. I’m assuming you’re Irish though.”

	“Oh? What gave you that impression?” Cal laughs.

	“I think it has a little to do with the accent myself.”

	Cal puts his hand on the table and leans back into his chair. His knuckles are kinda scraped and his index finger is a little swollen. Weird. He licks his lips and I just barely see a small scrape along the line of his bottom lip. Has he been in a fight?

	“I don’t mean to be nosey, but you look like you’ve been in a fight. Are you okay? That looks like it hurts,” I touch his knuckle with my fingers.

	“That’s kind of ye te notice, but that was just a scrap with my brothers is all.”

	“You should get that finger looked at,” I frown as I gently trace it with the tip of my finger. I feel Cal’s eyes on me.

	“No worries, like I said, it was just a scrap with my brothers last night. No skin off my back and shouldn’t be any off yours.” He smiles. Before I realize what he’s doing, his fingers are interlaced with mine. A blush rises to my cheeks. I look at anything but him. He rubs my thumb with his. I don’t want to pull away either.

	“So, uh, coffee. Do we go to the bar to order that?” God, I’m awkward.

	“Yes. What do ya want?”

	“I think a macchiato sounds good.” I stare over at the menu, trying to ignore the goosebumps crawling up my arm.

	“I’ll be right back.” Cal stands up and lets my hand go. Part of me wishes he wouldn’t have. He walks to the register at the bar and orders our coffees. We make eye contact for a brief moment before he winks at me and looks back at the barista again.

	I quickly stare back down at the table, my heart hammering in my chest. Cal comes back to the table with two hot cups in hand.

	“Thank you, Cal. I’ll buy it next time, okay?” I smile at him.

	“Lass, it’s against my code as a gentleman to ever let a lady pay for anything while in my presence.” He takes a sip of his drink. “My ma would bust my arse if she were to find out I ever let a woman pay.”

	What? His code as a gentleman? Is that a thing? “Are you sure? I’m more than happy to. It’s only fair,” I say before taking a sip of my coffee.

	“Positive. So this next time,” Cal grins at me.

	“If you want a next time.”

	Bzzt.

	Bzzt.

	Bzzt.

	Cal pulls his phone from his pocket and frowns. “‘‘Scuse me, lass, but I’ve to take this.”

	I nod and he put his phone to his ear.

	“What.”

	Well, that’s a way to answer the phone. I watch Cal’s face go from mildly irritated to full-blown pissed-off. Whoever is on the other side of that line really got his goat. He slides his phone back into his pocket and frowns.

	“Sienna, I apologize, but I’ve to go. There’s a work emergency an’ I have to go do damage control.”

	“Okay, that’s not a problem. We can take a rain check.” I stand up from my chair and smooth out my romper. Cal stands up with me. I stand on my tiptoes and kiss his cheek before turning to pick up my coffee.

	“Text me later when you can, okay? Be safe.” I smile at him.

	He grins at me and nods before walking out the door in a hurry. I wonder where he works that has to have an immediate response like that? I shrug my shoulders and finish my coffee before leaving myself.

	I take out my phone and open my conversation with Cal.

	I enjoyed our date, however short-lived 🙂

	Then I scroll down to my conversation with Liv.

	The date ended early. Omw.

	Sliding my phone back into my pocket, I begin my walk back to Liv’s apartment. I think I may miss this place when I have to go back home. Two weeks. I have two weeks left here. I wonder if I’ll keep in touch with Cal?

	When I get back to Liv’s apartment, she’s standing by the door impatiently waiting for me.

	“Uh, hi Liv.”

	“Nuh-uh. Don’t ‘Hi Liv’ me. What happened on your date? Why was it cut short? What happened?” She throws her hands in the air dramatically.

	“Nothing bad. He had a work emergency to attend to, so we took a raincheck. That’s all.”

	She purses her lips together and crosses her arms.

	“Work emergency doesn’t translate to secret wife and kids, right?”

	“I really hope not. Though that would be my luck.” I laugh. It’s not like I’m going to be here much longer either way. God, I don’t want to go home.

	Bzzt.

	I pull my phone out of my pocket. Cal.

	Can I take you out tomorrow for St. Paddy’s day? I know a place I think you’ll enjoy. I’m sorry I had to cut our date short. You looked beautiful.

	I feel my cheeks get hot.

	“Is that him?” Live asks pointing to my phone.

	“It is. He’s asking me out tomorrow for St, Paddy’s day.”

	“And?”

	“I haven’t responded yet.”

	“Answer him, dummy!” Liv shouts as she kicks the door shut behind us.

	It’s a date! Is there a dress code?

	I look up at Liv, “Okay, okay. I accepted the date.”

	My phone screen lights up. Just comfortable and causal. Nothing fancy.

	Nothing fancy? What does that even mean? Okay. That I can do. Oh! I forgot to ask earlier. Send me a selfie. I need a contact pic for you.

	My phone buzzes seconds later. Only if you send me one in return, lass.

	Ugh. No. I look terrible in pictures. I sigh and scroll through my camera roll. Do I have a decent one?

	One. I have one. From yesterday before we started driving. I’m in my Pretty in Ink shirt. The sun is shining. My backdrop is the Appalachian mountains. I look not gross, so I’m calling that a win. I click on the picture and send it to Cal. My phone buzzes and I click on my texts.

	Stunning. Open attachment.

	I click on the attachment and it’s a picture of Cal. It looks like from just now in the front seat of his car. He has a dimple on his chin when he smiles. How cute! I save the picture and set it as his contact photo before returning to his text.

	Handsome.
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	Cal

	Gods look at her. She looks like she’s carved from ivory. The way the sun is hitting her eyes makes them look like a storm on the sea. Pale blue with flecks of yellow. Her face is speckled with freckles. I smile at my phone before saving that as her contact photo.

	Alright, now down to business. Now our informants have brought new information to light and the Ivonov’s will pay for what they’ve done. Putting a hit on my brother? A life for a life.

	My brother isn’t dead, but that son of a bitch shot him.

	I pull into the hospital’s parking garage and find a space. I pull out my phone and see I have a text from Sienna.

	You have a really nice smile, ya know?

	I smile and shake my head. This lass.

	You flatter me.

	She really is something else. Beautiful lass.

	I walk into the hospital and to the information desk.

	“May I help you?” The elderly secretary says without looking up. She pushes her glasses up on her face and looks up at me.

	“Heavens! Mr. O’Clery! The other Mr. O’Clery is in the VIP suite,” she gestures to two metal doors. Neither have handles. “I will buzz you in. Please.” I nod and walk to the doors.

	They swing open seconds later. Two armed guards stand on either side. They nod their heads to me out of respect. I walk past them to the elevator. I press the star button and watch the doors close. Buying this hospital was a smart move. The numbers slowly tick by on the floor display. Four …  five …  six …

	When the doors open, I’m greeted by four more armed guards. They lower their guns and nod at me. I walk past them all to my brother’s door. Knocking twice, I enter his room.

	My brother, Declan, is sitting up on his hospital bed with his laptop on his lap. He looks up at me and smiles. I frown in return.

	“Who did this?”

	“Hello to you too, Calum.” Declan closes his laptop and offers me a weak smile. My heart drops and I clench my fists.

	“Answer me, brother.”

	“Do nothin’, Cal. I mean it. We dinnae ken who shot me.”

	“I will find out myself if ye won’t tell me yerself. They won’t get away with this.”

	“Do nothing, Calum. You’ll start a blood feud.”

	“They already have,” I glare and turn away. I thought seeing Declan would make this feeling in my gut go away, but I was wrong. If anything, it made it that much worse.

	I walk out of his room without another room and pull my phone out of my pocket. Sienna’s name and smiling face greet me.

	I’m excited for our date tomorrow. Should I wear green? 😜

	I give a half-smile as I step onto the elevator. Unless you want to be pinched. I press the ground floor button.

	Bzzt.

	I unlock my phone half-expecting to see Sienna’s face.

	I have a lead. Call me.

	-Stuart

	Finally, someone with something useful. I press the green call button and bring the phone to my ear. It rings twice before Stuart answers.

	“Hello.”

	“Talk to me,” I say as I step off the elevator. One of the men stationed by the two metal doors opens it ahead of me. I mouth a silent thanks and walk into the waiting room.

	“My sources say they have Enzo Ivanov leaving the scene of your brother’s drive-by. He went immediately to Ivanov Industries. No one has heard from him since.”

	“That son of a bitch is hidin’ out, eh? Find out if he’s still there. Now.” I hang up the phone and slide it into my pocket as I walk outside. It’s a sunny day. A little humid. What a perfect day to avenge my brother.

	I get to my car and pull my phone out again. If those Russian bastards want to play, I’ll play.

	I scroll through my contacts until I reach Valentin. My mole. The phone rings twice before he answers. “Ya?”

	“It’s me. I need to get to Ivanov without being seen.”

	“They have a parts delivery tonight if that’s soon enough. I can get you and your men’s uniforms from the parts company. I’ll make the dead drop at Lenox by the trash can outside in fifteen minutes.”

	Beep, beep, beep.

	Tonight it is.

	Bzzt.

	My phone illuminates to Sienna’s picture. In case I don’t get the chance to tell you later, good night! I can’t wait for tomorrow.

	I shake my head and smile. She has no idea who she’s involved with. She has no idea how dangerous it is. How dangerous I am. Do you want to meet at Central Park or do you want me to pick you up?

	Her response is instantaneous.

	How about I meet you at Lenox’s tomorrow and we go from there?

	Smart lass. You never know who is a wolf in sheep’s clothing these days. It takes me twenty minutes exactly to get to Lenox’s. Pulling into a parking space, I pull out my phone and open my conversation with Sienna. In your words, it’s a date 😉 Does 4 pm work for you?

	I wait for my phone to light up.

	You make it sound like a business meeting 🤣 BUT yeah, 4 works for me.

	I shake my head and lock my phone. I slide it back into my pocket as I get out of my vehicle. The dead drop is supposed to be by the bin. Sure enough, there’s a large brown paper bag sitting beside the bin and Valentin is nowhere in sight. For a mole, he’s good. Very good. I walk to the bin and pick up the bag. I turn the corner and walk down the alleyway. I end up walking a city block to circle back to my car. I open the door and put the bag in the passenger seat. I pull out my phone and call Dean. My right hand.

	“Dean.”

	“It’s me. Call Liam and be in my office in ten minutes.”

	My office is two minutes away. It’s one of the biggest buildings in New York. Kinda hard to miss. Especially when Declan decided plastering our faces on the side of it would be great to show we have strong family values.

	Strong enough to kill for them.

	When I pull into my parking space, I see Liam and Dean are already here. Either they beat me here, or they never left. I go straight to my office, not speaking to anyone, with the bag tucked securely under my arm. I slide in my key card and enter my office. Dean and Liam are standing there with their arms crossed.

	“We’re assassinating Enzo Ivanov tonight. We leave in ten to head off their delivery truck.”

	“Okay, what’s the plan, boss?” Liam cracks his knuckles. He’s the best sleight of hand in the business. He’s perfect for tonight.

	“Put on these uniforms and go out the back. We’re going to head off the Ivanov parts delivery. We’ll stash the crew somewhere else. Probably in an alley. We’ll step into their place. When we get there, Liam will get a key card with a higher
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