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  Dedication 
TO MY SISTER WHO HAS PROVEN THAT NO MATTER WHAT LIFE THROWS AT YOU, YOU CAN OVERCOME, AND SHOW IT WHO’S BOSS.
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“Your Worst Enemy Could Be Your Best Friend & Your Best Friend Your Worst Enemy”
-BOB MARLEY








  
  Chapter 1

Nico
ICOULDN’T BELIEVE WHAT I was hearing. 
She’s never done this before. “Did she say why?” 
“The police were looking for her, and she supposedly had a limited window.” Max put his cup down with a little more force than necessary. 
“Where is she now?” I asked as I packed up my papers into my briefcase. 
A very powerful client of mine, Senator Adams, was charged with a DUI and attempted solicitation of a minor. A serious charge that would ruin his career if I didn’t get it dropped. 
The girl lied about her age when he picked her up. It happened all the time with people of his stature—the rich and famous that is. Men and women say and do whatever necessary for the bragging opportunity. 
“Luca has her locked up downstairs.” 
“Cazzo. For how long?” 
“Only a few days, but long enough. He’s furious.” 
He threw a couple bucks on the bar and spun off his stool. 
Why would she do that? An unsanctioned hit was a serious transgression—one Luca didn’t take lightly, no matter the individual. 
I followed him down the stairs of La Famiglia to the room Luca had her held. Charity’s angry voice boomed through the door, followed by Luca’s retort. 
We walked inside to find them toe-to-toe in each other’s faces. Only she could get away with that. We’d have black eyes and a few missing teeth if we ever did such a thing. Luca didn’t have a tolerance for disobedience or disrespect. 
“Max, tell him it was necessary,” she said, throwing her hands up into the air. 
“I’m not getting in the middle of it, bella. Luca is the Don.” He crossed his arms over his chest. I knew Max wanted to protect her just as much as I did, but she dug herself a hole we weren’t allowed to help her climb out of. She knew there would be consequences; it was why she’d asked Luca for forgiveness. 
“Nico?” Tears welled in her eyes. My chest panged at the sight. 
I looked away, unable to contain the misery I was experiencing. Luca may be my little brother, but Pop’s left him in charge for a reason. We all had our roles to play in this messed up world. 
“I see.” She stomped away then sat on the cot she’d been occupying a few days.
“Don’t be like that, Charity. This is serious,” I said. 
“So was my reasoning. I did it for the family, for you, for me. The cops would have been all over us if I hadn’t.” 
Luca fisted his hands in his hair. You could tell her attitude was getting on his nerves. “Oh, don’t give me that bullshit.” He pointed his finger at her. 
“Believe what you want.” She tapped her finger against her thigh. 
Her words said one thing while her body said another. She knew she fucked up, but she didn’t want to admit her mistake. 
“Let me show you something.” I pulled up the latest news broadcast on my phone and tossed it to her. “Watch it.” 
The newscaster’s modulated voice traveled across the room. It was my hopes everyone would understand the seriousness of the situation.  
“We ask that if anyone has any information to the whereabouts of Allie Gill that they contact the police department and request Detective Gibbons.” 
She put the phone down and shook her head. “Okay? My dad told me about a missing girl. What about her?” 
“Do you know who’s the prime suspect in her disappearance?” 
Max and Luca glanced at me, wondering where I’m going with this. 
She shrugged. “They had a suspicion, but he didn’t say. Am I supposed to know?” 
“Probably not, but if you had patience, and did things correctly, you would understand.” 
“Like I told Luca—” 
I held up my hand. “—I know… you had a limited amount of time.” 
She crossed her arms over her chest, perking up her breasts. Her defiance would only get her into more trouble with Luca. 
“The number one suspect in Allie’s disappearance was her sister—Morgan. It’s believed she sold her sister to the Sabinas Cartel—the one Jose was working for.” 
She snapped her head up and gaped at me with disbelief. “How? How was I supposed to know that?” 
“The morning you dumped her body to frame her for Tom’s murder, there was a press conference. She stood at the podium with her parents while her parents begged for Allie’s safe return.” 
She glanced at each of us. Gone was the attitude she once held. She understood now. “Fuck. I didn’t know. I’m sorry.” She brought her knees to her chest and swayed. Her eyes shot back and forth while she contemplated this additional information.
 “Christ,” Luca growled. 
“I’ll find her,” she whispered. She shot up from her cot and stood tall, not letting this recent information defeat her. “Let me fix it. I’ll find her.” 
Max scoffed. “How are you going to find her while finding Josh?” 
She chewed her bottom lip. “I’ll figure it out.” She gulped. “Please.” 
On the outside, Charity was a powerful woman. She’d kick your ass just to show you she could, but she was soft inside—way deep down. She cared about the little girl the moment she heard about Allie. I had my suspicion that she would want to go after her. 
“I should put you in the ground. I would do it to anyone else.” Luca clenched his fists as his voice rose. 
“Do it then!” she yelled. “My brother is missing and not even you can find him, so he is safe from you or already dead. I’ve done nothing but protect this family since you brought me in, protecting you three. If doing my job is what puts a bullet in my head, then by all means.” She held her hands out in a welcoming Jesus fashion. 
“Where does she get this shit?” Luca muttered. 
“And leave little Allie to her fate?” Max asked. 
“Morgan was unstable and cruel, so if the cartel hasn’t killed her, then Morgan did.” 
Luca pulled his gun and pointed it at her. “How’s your theory working for you now, Charity?” 
The air thickened to the point of suffocation, and my stomach lurched. If someone didn’t stop this, blood would flow and regrets would be made. 
She walked up to his gun and pressed her forehead into it, wrinkling her skin as it dug hard into her skull. Pushing the issue and raising the stakes. She was at her wit’s end and you could see her breaking. It was written all over her face. One wrong move and she’d snap, leaving us all wondering what the hell just happened. 
“It’s a work in progress,” she taunted. 
“Stop it, both of you.” Max’s face went red with irritation as he shoved between them, causing Luca to holster his weapon. “Stop feeling sorry for yourself and fucking admit you were wrong.” 
She clenched her fist. Before I could say a word, she wound up and swung. Her small but mighty fist connected with Max’s jaw, causing him to wobble back while holding his battered face.
“Fuck you! I don’t feel sorry for myself. I’m fucking pissed.” Charity thrust her hands into her hair, then clenched her fists, pulling it slightly away from her skull. “I said I was sorry. I did it for us, yet here I am being treated as if I’m thinking only of myself. Then as if your doubt wasn’t enough, I get locked up for days on end like a goddamn enemy. I want to make it right, but it doesn’t look like I’ll get the opportunity, now will I?” 
Her brows furrowed as she pursed her lips.
Had this really come to blows? We all knew Luca wouldn’t. He couldn’t even if he wanted to, which we knew he didn’t. 
“Charity, what are you doing? Calm down.” I said, wanting to shake her back to her senses. 
Luca drove his fist into the wall and yelled. “Deal with her before I do.” An empty threat that didn’t have Max, or me worried. He slammed the door, leaving us to resolve this. 
“How many times have I told you not to provoke him? Hmm, Charity?” Max cradled his swelling jaw. “You took it too far this time.” 
“Ahh. He is the one that keeps reminding me I’m expendable,” she screamed. “One can only handle it so many times from someone you…” She flung her hands in the air. “Forget it.” 
“He doesn’t think you’re disposable,” I said, trying to calm her. 
Luca had an anger issue that was well known. In fact, it was a Moreno family trait that I am thankful to not inherit. However, it was one thing to take his anger out on his men, but not to her. That was too much. 
Max should have known better. Calling her out like that in front of others was just asking for a beating. 
“Could have fooled me. That’s the second time he’s threatened to blow my brains all over the wall in front of someone.” 
“Well, we are telling you here and now, you aren’t replaceable,” Max said. “So, how are we going to fix this?” 
“We?” 
“Yes, we. We are by your side to help you,” I said. 
She huffed then looked away from me. “Like you helped me when you walked in, right?” 
“We will not overrule him, Charity.” He stepped forward as she backed away. “Don’t pit us against each other again. We’re on the same team. We just go about things differently sometimes.”
“Can we stop this bickering and move on now? We need to focus on finding the girl and your brother. Understand?” 
She nodded. “Can I leave now?” 
I nodded, then pulled her through the door, and out the back door of the restaurant to my car while Max went to take care of the bruise forming on his face.  
It should have never gone this far. Just when I felt we were making progress with her, now we were two steps back, starting all over again. Luca needed to stop making her feel like a pawn in the game of Mafia Life. It wasn’t helping matters to win her over or otherwise. 
The aching silence was chilling as I dropped her off in her driveway. I couldn’t afford another blow out between us. I had enough on my plate the way it is. I didn’t have time for damage control. 
She screwed up and put all of us in a tight bind. If Pops ever got wind of her insolence who knows what he’d do. He regarded her as the daughter he never had. He placed her on this pedestal where he could adore her from afar. 
 The best thing about being a lawyer for high-class clients… I had connections. To add to it all, I had the Moreno Family connections that dug in deeper than my clients ever could. 
I needed to reach out to my detective friend in the department and find out exactly what the police suspected Morgan of doing. Then when I finished, I’d need to contact the head of the Sabinas Cartel—Elias Hernandez. He was merciless. Worse than my brother, and that was saying something. 
We would move on from this. It couldn’t end this way between us. I wouldn’t allow it.






  
  Chapter 2

Charity
WHOEVER CAME UP WITH the saying, it’s better to ask for forgiveness than permission, was a liar, or never had a Luca in their life. Cannoli was lucky pre-planning and preparation was a key proponent in my life. When I opened the door, he wrapped his fat body around my ankles, then stretched up my thigh and dug his fucking claws in, showing me just how much he didn’t care for my absence. Tiny puncture marks from his claws marred my flesh with crimson dots. Little shit. 
“It’s not like it was my choice to not be here!” 
Great, now I had another male mad at me. 
He put his tail in the air and swayed away, satisfied with his level of assholery. I dropped his wet food in his bowl, then headed for the shower to wash the grime from my body. 
The scalding water burned my skin a cherry red while I scoured my limbs with the lilac-scented scrub. Flowery aroma filled the room making me sigh with familiarity. I couldn’t get my mind to come away from the events of the last few days. Normally, I would frolic in a meadow full of lilacs and sunshine during my showers, but this time Hell pinned me in this realm. 
This little girl consumed my thoughts. What terror she must be experiencing, all because her older sister concocted some rationale in her head to make her actions acceptable. Of all the regrets to have in the world, this one was a doozy. If I could go back and fix it, I would, but I can’t, so I need to figure out how to resolve it. 
Water streamed down my face while I wracked my brain tirelessly thinking of a solution. I don’t regret killing Morgan, just the timing of it all. Now I have Luca breathing down my neck and not in the way I wished he would. 
When I told him I dumped Morgan in a dark warehouse with fresh track marks all over her arms, Tom Macaney’s number in her pocket and phone. He blew through the roof. 
The man he had strapped to the chair lost his head in Luca’s rage—I thought heads would roll was a metaphor? When he turned around, you couldn’t see his olive skin underneath the brilliant crimson blood smeared over his hands. It was as if I was looking at someone else. He had let go of his control and obliterated the man before him. It terrified me to think of what could have happened had that man not been there for him to take his anger out on. 
Would he have hurt me? I shudder to think. 
Then there was Nico and Max… for some pitiful reason, I thought they would back me. When they showed up, I imagined them helping me and telling Luca off like I had for the past two days, but no, instead they sided with him. No loyalty from them was like a knife to the gut… again.
 They didn’t believe me. Since when had I ever lied to them? Everything I did was to protect them or someone within the family. I didn’t kill people all willy-nilly. There was rhyme and reason for my madness. 
When Luca threw me in my prison, I swam with unmistakable fear for the first time in a while. Of course, I always had the probability of losing my life and in turn, my brother’s, but this was different. I had a serious possibility of destroying everything I had worked to protect. If I’d known that Luca would have reacted so severely, I never would have gone through with it, or at least I would have made a quick phone call. 
Everything had just lined up so perfectly. She was there, displaced from the fire, and as erratic as ever. When I saw her in the crack house, ready to slice a woman’s throat clean open for no apparent reason, I realized she was a ticking time-bomb. 
She had drifted out of an underground bar, high on something, and belligerent as hell. When she struck a bouncer in the nuts, I followed her to the warehouse she had run off too. It seemed like the right thing to do. I guess I couldn’t have been more wrong, but I couldn’t have the police out there looking for a girl with my description. Dad said it before—she looked just like me. She being me in the video of my stupid-ass walking out of the motel room after I killed Tom. 
I ran my fingers over the sunken muscle that held my fresh scar. So maybe being locked in the room with Luca wasn’t the first time I experienced outright fear of losing it all. I had more to lose laying on the table bleeding to death with all three guys looking over me wondering if I’d ever see them again. 
As far as my theory with Luca, the results were inconclusive yet, but the results were coming out in my favor. Luca had feelings, like Giovanni said, and I got closer to believing it every day. If he didn’t, it wouldn’t have mattered who I was, he would have killed me without hesitation. 
My phone shrilled from the counter, interrupting heavy thoughts I could do without. “Hi,” Water dripped down my frame as I held the phone to my ear. 
“Where in the world have you been? You’ve had me worried sick.” 
“Sorry, Mom. I was tied up.” 
He didn’t have me literally tied, but he sure wanted to. He threatened to ‘tie me up and turn my ass pink.’ I’d be lying if that didn’t make me want to go out and misbehave again. The tension between us was so thick you could suffocate on it. 
“Well, you could have called or sent a text.” 
“What’s up, Mom?” I’ll be damned if I’m going to stand here naked, soaking my floor from my interrupted shower, and listen to her reprimand me. 
“Your father told me you lost your job.” 
I scowled and white knuckled my phone. “And?” 
“I have a friend—”
 I mocked. “—Let me stop you right there. I have no desire to have you set something up again. Besides, I have a thing lined up.” 
To be honest, I’m surprised it didn’t happen sooner. Josh brought it to light on purpose for reasons I still have yet to find out, but rest assured when I did, I’d make him regret it. There was this thought that took root and wouldn’t let up. Did he do it to throw a wrench between Dad and me? We had a great relationship and Josh was always jealous of it. That would be right up his alley. 
Josh used to pull this crap when we were young kids. There would be times I would watch Dad work on a car or sitting and working on a puzzle together, only for Josh to run to Mom and tell her about a chore I didn’t finish, the homework I put off, or the times I’d snuck out of the house to watch the stars. It was only into the backyard, but even that was forbidden.  
“What is it? Please tell me it’s not another call center job.” 
I ground my teeth. “There is nothing wrong with a call center. How degrading.” 
“Oh, please. We all know you can do better than that.” 
Do I take that as a compliment from her? It would mean that she saw me as having more potential than I presented. What they didn’t know was I was well off. If they ever found out the extent of my success and how I got it, she’d have a coronary, and Dad, well, he’d throw my ass in prison and let me wither. 
“Yeah. I was pondering a laundromat,” I teased as I drew a heart with an arrow through it through the fog on my mirror. 
I heard her muffled shriek come from the other end, and I struggled to repress my laugh. My title should be Queen of Torture. There are so many methods of torture, and it didn’t have to be violent or bloody. Psychological torture was a skill set I learned early on, and it was a particular favorite of mine to use on my mother. 
“Real mature, Charity.” The phone clicked before I retorted. 
Shrugging, “I thought so,” I said even though she couldn’t hear me. 
One mission down for the day. Avoiding Mom was a great first step to success. At least she didn’t ask me about Christopher. I shuddered just thinking of how that discussion would twist. 
I toweled off my hair and picked out an outfit, no longer having the desire to finish my shower. There were a few people I needed to skulk off too, to round up some information. I put another can of cat food down for the blubbering baby, closed up, and hurried off.






  
  Chapter 3

Luca
MY DEMONS TRIED RIPPING their way to the surface, screaming in my head to let them out, even for just a moment. She had me coming close to a breaking point throughout the last two days. Plus had me questioning my judgment, and I don’t have self-doubt. Was it my turn to ask for forgiveness? 
How could I pull my gun on her? I only did it to startle her and get her to pause and think for a minute, but it had the opposite effect. There was no fear on her face, just pure rage, and then for her to hit Max of all people when he was trying to help her… had me thinking I handled this wrong in many ways. 
At first when she walked in on me beating the shit out of Noel I thought it would be our moment together, but shit hit the fan quickly and there was no way I could prepare for it. I not only had to deal with people in my organization stealing, which was becoming quite the common occurrence, but now her new vigilante heart was going to have me spending all of my resources on cleaning up her mess. I could have used this time to find her pathetic brother or chopping hands off from thieves. 
No one looked at the mafia with reverence anymore like they did during the prohibition era, which meant that Charity couldn’t run around slaughtering people and exposing us to a world of trouble—more than we already were. The mafia isn’t a fairy tale that people conjured up in their pretty little heads or read about. It was a brutal game of tit-for-tat and cat and mouse; I get you or you get me. A battle of territory and ever-changing adaptability. 
Pops was the ideal example of old-school complacency. He didn’t adapt to the changing times. Now, he’s rotting in the penitentiary, with no chance of parole, being guarded by people that aren’t family. That’s no way to live. Now that I ran the family, I did it with caution, like I had a head on my shoulders and knew how to use it. Just like I knew that if I was to pull the trigger on Charity, I’d lose not only Max, my best Capo and cousin, but also Nico my brother. 
Having her locked up in that room wasn’t just torment for her, but for me as well. I didn’t want her to be there, but I couldn’t let her insubordination go unpunished. That was how an organization fell apart. If I became too lenient, then people in my crew would think they could get away with anything and that was a recipe for disaster I didn’t want brewing. 
“Vito, get a hold of this woman and bring her here. I need her to work on something for me.” I wrote Adelaide’s information down and handed him the slip of paper. “Be quick about it. It’s imperative we put an end to this.” 
 Adelaide was a small time hacker and someone I had used in the past with time sensitive matters. 
We weren’t exactly on good terms right now, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t call on her. He nodded and took off out of my office. 
After Giovanni turned to ash in my incinerator, I found a vital void in my staff. Vito, my new head of security, was working extra hard until I found a replacement for his old position. 
“Come in,” I said, addressing the tap at the door. 
Max straggled in and took a seat across from me. He clamped his hands in front of him then leaned back in his seat, looking calm considering the altercation with Charity. Hell, I was still buzzing with a whole host of emotions. “You shouldn’t have kept her in there for so long.” 
“What was I supposed to do? I couldn’t let her walk around and let people get a whiff of that.” 
“If you were doing it for show, then beat her. You know she likes that shit,” he chuckled. 
“I didn’t have the self-control for that. She’s lucky all I did was lock her in a room.” I talked a big game, but fuck, I’d do anything for that girl. Including but not limited too locking her up for her own good, even though the thought of bending her over my knee and turning her skin cherry-red with my palm while she screamed my name had crossed my mind. But this was a punishment, and I knew she’d enjoy my hand on her ass too much for her to learn a lesson. 
He scoffed. “Yeah, yeah. We all know how you feel. Your pulling a gun on her was too much though, even for you.” 
I ground my teeth, not in the frame of mind to discuss my affections and rationale. “Is there another reason you’re here?” 
He cleared his throat, then sat straight in his chair. “Nico and I are going to help her find the girl.” 
“I figured as much.” 
It wasn’t as if I didn’t know how they felt about her too. I wasn’t blind. We all have had feelings for her for a long while now, but a certain someone thought he knew better than us. Things were different now, and it was finally time for us to claim her as ours. 
“Just letting you know. I’m going to be delegating some of my duties.” 
“Keep an eye on her for me. She has me a little worried, like maybe she can’t handle this stress. Doesn’t she seem a little reckless to you?” 
“Honestly?” 
I nodded. “Always.” 
“I think it was more calculated than you wanted to believe it to be. She thought it through more than we’ll ever comprehend. She’s wild and dangerous, but she isn’t stupid and wouldn’t put us at risk.” 
Was he right? Did she have her pieces in all the right places and knew her every move as if it was the most dangerous chess game? Was she that calculated? I never doubted her brilliance, but this didn’t seem like her. It had me sitting on the edge of my seat to see where this chaotic ride would take me. 
“Okay, I hope you’re right. Let me know where I can help.” 
Max took the hint. I was finished discussing this festering situation. He rose to his feet then strode out, leaving me in quiet, but never in peace. 
I snagged a hand full of darts and threw them at the dartboard all at once. They dispersed, going in all directions much like my train of thought. One though, that one was dead on—a bullseye, much like the understanding of my feelings for her.






  
  Chapter 4

Charity
The police department was booming and hectic. Men in uniforms and others in civilian clothes bustled like busy little bees, all on a personal mission. Perpetrators sat on a bench with their hands cuffed behind them while leaning against the wall. As I zagged through desks making small notations of paperwork being left out for me to see, I spotted a certain blonde I wished would just vanish already, strolling out of a back room. God… she is just everywhere. 
Officially uniformed men and some detectives held a meeting in a windowed conference room. A man with neatly trimmed brown hair, a tired face that made him look mean and gruff, and a five o’clock shadow, stood at the front of the room by a white board, leading the discussion. 
My dad sat by his desk, his hands full of manila folders, looking worse for wear. “Dad.” 
His head shot up at the sound of my voice and his weary eyes widened with surprise. 
He dropped his folders, stood from his chair, and grabbed my arm, leading me to a room off to the side, while looking around and treating me like a dirty secret. 
“What are you doing here?” he asked as he clicked the door shut to an interrogation room. How fitting. 
“I came to see how you were doing. Maybe talk a little.” 
“I’d like to talk, but we are really busy. The FBI is here assisting our case and they are causing confusion every which way we turn.” I bit my lip and nodded. Knowing that the FBI was here made me stand a little taller on the tips of my toes. “Where have you been? Your mother has been out of her mind with worry.” 
“I talked to her this morning and smoothed things over,” I said, avoiding the subject of my whereabouts. “What case is the FBI helping on?” 
“The missing girl. Remember, I told you about her?” 
“The one where you were looking into her sister?” I recalled him mentioning the jealous sister I now knew was Morgan, while I was washing my motorcycle. 
“Yes, that’s the one. Well, we believe the little girl was trafficked by her sister, but now she’s gone missing too,” he said keeping his voice low so as not to be overheard, even though we were in a soundproof room. 
“That’s terrible. Sounds like she’s guilty if she ran off. Is there anything I can do to help? At least until I get back on my feet with a job.”
 He rubbed my arm in a comforting gesture. “That’s what we were thinking as well, unless we had it all wrong and whoever took Allie has now taken Morgan as well. As far as your helping, it’s a nice thought, Cupcake, but I can’t have you here while they’re running things.” 
I shrugged. “Well, can’t say I didn’t try.” 
“I’ve got to get back to it. I should have been in that meeting.” 
We trudged out of the interrogation room together, then split off, going our separate ways. My gaze locked with the tired agent leading the meeting as I raced out of the precinct. He had bitter eyes. Much like a lot of the men I come into contact with. It takes a special person to see beyond the veil of ordinary and never let it bother you with nightmares. Some cops didn’t have it in them and ate their gun by the time they retired. 
As far as Morgan was concerned, I had left her body in a well-trafficked warehouse, so I was quite surprised when he told me she was still missing. They should have discovered her decaying body already. 
I drove my motorcycle towards the warehouse, then parked by a side entrance that was well hidden. Cracking the heavy steel door open, I peeked inside the dusty building. It was silent, aside from the sound of pigeon wings as they took off to the rafters. 
My footsteps echoed in the wide-open space as I flipped my hoodie up to block out my face because who knows who or what is prowling in the shadows. 
Morgan’s body was right where I left her. Her skin turned a dusky violet where the blood pooled from gravity and her belly bloated to a large round ball from the gasses being released from her gut. Bloody foam leaked from her mouth and the stench of decomposing meat hung heavy in the air. I covered my mouth with my sleeve and inhaled the slightly filtered air with a hint of fresh laundry detergent. I turned on my heel, satisfied that no one had disturbed her or the evidence I’d planted, and left for an old diner down the way to plan my next course of action. 
Taking a seat on the sticky, fifties-style bench, I read the menu, trying to pick from an array of classics. My growling belly wanted to order everything on the menu, but I decided on something very specific. 
“What can I get ya, hun?” said a heavy-set woman in a pastel pink uniform. 
I smiled sweet and innocent like, then said, “Can I get a BLT with extra bacon and tomato? That’s it. Thanks.” I handed her my menu, and she tottered away, looking miserable in her black non-slip restaurant shoes. 
I pulled out my phone and sent a series of messages. 
She hasn’t been found yet. 


FBI is here. 


A large Hispanic man plopped into the bench attached to my table, interrupting my game of making burgers and fries. His skin held distinct cartel related tattoos and one of the virgin Mary. From what I could see, most of his skin held these religious symbols, including one on his face. 
I slunk back into my seat and hunched down. 
This was how an innocent girl would react to a menacing man randomly taking a seat at her table. 
“C-can I help you?” I said, deliberately making my voice shake with nervousness. 
If he thought he was scaring me, he’d be sorely mistaken the moment he made a move on me. I already had my knife drawn and was just waiting for him to strike first. 
He grinned as if I was his entertainment and stuck his elbows on the table while folding his fingers together in front of his face as if in prayer. Something he’d be doing a lot of once I sliced and diced his arteries to his spine. 
I scanned around looking for anyone else he was with and noticed another tall Hispanic man with jet-black hair and a two-day beard striding this way. His suit fit snug like the hulk mid-change, giving off the appearance of some serious muscle beneath it all. I’m tempted to ask him to flex and watch his suit tear down his massive body. 
Mystery man packed in beside Giganto and he placed his hands on the table in a non threatening manner. 
“Um… hi?” I said. 
This didn’t feel like a conversation I wanted to have in the middle of a packed diner full of innocent people. 
I rose from my seat. 
“Sit down,” Mystery Man said firmly. 
I took a cautious seat on the edge of the booth, ready to act at a moment’s notice. “I don’t want any trouble, boys.” 
“But I think you do.” 
“You know nothing of what I want. Right now, I’m more interested in eating my sandwich… alone.” I stood again, ready to forfeit the sandwich and find a new joint. 
“Sit down. I won’t be nice next time.” He had a slight Spanish accent that I’m sure sent all the women buckling at the knees. The large man sitting next to him had an amused sneer on his face—one I wanted to wipe off painfully. 
The diner bustled about as if no one noticed the two large Hispanic men that walked in that didn’t appear to belong. Although nothing had occurred just yet, I knew it would if he didn’t get what he wanted. He didn’t seem to be a man that played around and wasted his time. The server stepped up to the table with my sandwich and put it down. 
“Can I get you gentleman anything?” 
Before they could answer I said, “Do you mind putting this in a to-go box? I won’t be staying.” 
She tipped her head with confusion, but took my plate away to box it up without any more questions. I wasn’t sure where I would put it on my bike, but I’ll be damned if I’m going to leave a double-bacon BLT untouched. 
I wrapped my jacket over my arm to hide the knife in my hand and took a sip of my water with the other. 
“You can put the knife away, Charity.” 
I
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