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"Don't you want to know what's in the back?" the handler asked.

"Nope," I said as I took the keys to the car.

"I think you do," Luke said. "I know it's against your policy, but I think you will like this one."

"Fine," I said as I walked to the back of the car. "Holy shit is that, Anthony Deanalli?"

I looked at Anthony, all tied up in the back seat with tape over his mouth.

"The one and only," Luke replied, closing the trunk.

"How the fuck did you find him?" I asked.

"I thought you weren't interested?" Luke asked as he slammed the trunk closed.

"Everyone's been looking for that motherfucker, for two years now," I smiled as I looked at the trunk.

"Let's say, if you are really interested, make the drop and follow the instructions," Luke said, peering back at the chop shop owner. "There might be a full-time gig for you if you do."

I thought about it as I stared at the fat guy in the yellow jumpsuit.

Theon Luen wasn't the worst crime boss a person could work for, but I had my sites on someone more prominent.

"Okay," I nodded. "When does he need to be delivered and where?"

Like most transporters, I took the notes, memorized them, and burned them.

In our line of work, if we got caught, there was no snitching, no one to bail us out. We could be transporting money, drugs, and people and be hired as getaway drivers. We didn't ask for the details. We just did it.

"Got it," I nodded.

"Shelly fuck this up and there won't be a place you can hide," Luke said as he walked away.

"You say that every time Luke, I wasn't scared the first time, and I am less scared now," I shrugged.

Transporters held no loyalty to anyone unless we got hired full-time. We worked with all the crime bosses. If shit went down, we were Switzerland. Crime families have come and gone since I took over for my uncle.

And by take over, I mean take over. At fifteen, I saw my uncle take two shots to the head because he asked too many questions about a tied-up woman in the back of his vehicle. 

I was born into a crime family. My mother was a bookie, and my father was a transport driver. Crime was in my veins.

I learned how to drive any vehicle before my feet could touch the peddles.

Dad was locked up, and Mum, well, Mom was a bookie, so she had loyalties, and loyalties got you killed, and that was all I could say about that; she knew the business.

Since I didn't have to deliver Anthony till early the following day, I parked in my favorite spot, a junkyard by the railroad tracks. The trains coming and going will dull the screaming and yelling.

I poked a hole in the duct tape and gave him some water for the night, and then I waited for my contact.

"Why are you calling me this late at night?" Sebastian asked.

"Got something your boss might like," I said as I popped the trunk.

I was going against all the rules of Transporting, and if Sebastian thought for a second that this wasn't worth his time, he would kill me right on this spot, dump my body, and take my car; no one would say a word of it.

"Holy fucking shit," Sebastian smiled. "Anthony fucking Deanalli! Boy I have been looking for you."

"So, you going to shoot me?" I asked, looking at Sebastian's men standing a few feet away.

"No, the boss is going to be thrilled about this," Sebastian said as he took out his phone, snapped a picture, and started talking with his boss.

"She's happy," Sebastian returned to me. "So, what's the details?"

I told him everything, and he nodded.

"How much does he weigh?" Sebastian asked as he looked under the car at the pressure plate.

The car was rigged with everything. I had a scrambler, so the recording device would only hear the trains.

"Two-ten," I said.

"The GPS and mileage?" Sebastian asked.

"One way there, one way back anything over and that's my ass, and mileage was set to zero the moment I left," I replied.

"So, no taking the car then," Sebastian thought as he walked around the car. "I will think of something."

They had Anthony loaded into the back of another car two hours later.

"Get some sleep," Sebastian said. "You will make your run."

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I went home in another car and got one of my boy toys to come over to pass the time.

No one knew my real name except my parents. I didn't go to school or anything else; this had always been my life. And I liked it.

I paid him as soon as we were finished, and he left.

That's all I wanted from the opposite sex: a roll in the hay when I wanted, how I wanted it, and nothing more.

Sex led to feelings, and feelings got you or that person killed. There was no one that any of the families could take or hold over me. I had no siblings, never married, never had a relationship; it was just me, and I had taken care of any torture situation long ago.

I went to the dentist, and they fitted me with one of those fake teeth. A simple crush and I would be gone in less than a minute, no pain, no cure, no injection to bring me back. So, Luke's threat was empty.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Holy shit," I said as I saw her. It was really her.

"What are you looking at?" Sebastian asked.

"Nothing," I said as I looked at him.

"She isn't here, right?" Sebastian asked.

"Right," I nodded.

Inside me, I was fangirling hard. Not only was she a hard-nosed lawyer, but she rocked the Chicago crime world a few days ago. All of them were in a frenzy to get their lawyers to get them out of serving time. She was my idol.

"New details," Sebastian said as he handed me the paper.

I read them, and my eyes widened. 

"Everything okay?" Sebastian asked.

"Absolutely," I replied.

'Ask no questions,' I thought as I took my lighter and burned the paper.

"You better hurry; we're getting close to delivery time," Sebastian said as he returned to the limo. I saw a glance of her, and then the limo drove away.

I got in the car and turned off my scrambler.

"You going to make it?" Luke asked as I got stuck in traffic. 

They had installed a two-way radio in the car, and I was sure the inside had a camera so they could see me.

I was good at disguising myself. Today, I was a blonde in a business suit. If a cop came up to the window, they would see my laptop, which had a few folders thrown across the back. I had a coffee cup in the cup holder. Everything looked normal except for the banging in the trunk. 

I wish they had insulated it better. But that's why I was taking the long way through morning traffic. The honking, beeping, and other racket drowned it all out.

I didn't fear the cops. They usually didn't look twice, especially if you looked the part you were playing. I listened to music in my earbuds and
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