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      Lawrence Cistos eased into the sturdy chair behind his desk. His ample backside hung over the sides, but no one dared comment on his girth or attitude. Both needed an adjustment, but in his line of work, these characteristics were beneficial. When his size didn't intimidate his opponent, his attitude took care of the job.

      He looked across the mahogany desk at the two men sitting in front of him. They were adequate for his purposes. Between the two of them, there were enough muscles to supply a small army.

      Lawrence cleared his throat. “This meeting will be short. You're aware of my expectations. You've been briefed. Kais Bisset has assured me the painting arrived on Sebastian Island, and the tracking device I had installed confirmed the same thing…until it went offline. The last verified location is a warehouse unit guarded by a company owned by some security expert named Xander Fitzgerald. Fitzgerald's good, but you guys are supposed to be better. Based on my last conversation with Kais, he's backing out of the deal because either he thinks he can get more for the painting or he found out why it’s so important to me. He obviously doesn't know me or my reputation. I want that corrected.” The anger in his gut filled his voice.

      “Give us the signal. We’ve got several men ready and waiting.”

      “This meeting is the damn signal. Did you think you were here for a fucking tea party?” He studied the men. He didn't know either of their names and had never met them before. If things went according to plan, he’d never see them again.

      “Find my painting. I want the print buried in the frame. Up to now, I’ve been a patient man, but I have my limits.” Lawrence pounded the desk. “Kais is stupid and greedy and well out of his league if he thinks he can negotiate against me. We had a deal. He's made an unfortunate error.” Spit landed on the wooden desk.

      Both men pushed to the edge of their chairs. Their unified movements and head nodding had to be something they practiced.

      Lawrence slid the fat, white envelope across the desk. “Here's the retainer. You'll get the balance when I get my painting and print. Make sure the print is in mint condition.”

      The thug seated closest to the desk reached for the envelope, extracted the cash, and threaded the bills through his fingers. Afterward, he shoved the package into the breast pocket of his suit jacket. “Are there any limitations on how far we can go?”

      Lawrence stood and pointed his finger at the one doing the talking. “I want my property. I don't care about Kais Bisset or anyone else. I've shelled out good money. If someone gets in the way, handle it.”
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      Olivia pulled the long sheath up her slender legs and wiggled the tight material over her hips. After slipping her arms through the spaghetti straps, she examined herself in the mirror. “Tell me again about the party,” she yelled to Xander. He stood in the large closet trying to determine which tie to wear with his dark blue suit.

      “Eliza and Kais are clients. They're into rare art. Not the kind found in the tourist shops here on the island, but the kind of pieces that make their way into MoMA in New York or the National Gallery in Washington. The sort of stuff regular folks like us can't afford.”

      “I wouldn’t call you regular folks and they certainly aren’t average either. They’re wealthy.”

      “They aren't just wealthy. They invented the word for the people on the island. The folks on Sebastian kinda look at them like royalty – not the Windsor Palace type, but a smaller, lesser-known kingdom somewhere.”

      “Why are they offering their place for our wedding? I know they’re good friends of yours, but still that’s over-the-top.” She pressed her back against the doorjamb and studied Xander. They hadn't set a date yet for their wedding and it wasn't because Xander hadn't tried. If he pinned her down and forced her to talk about why she was hesitant, she'd probably shrug her shoulders like a child who had forgotten to do her homework. She had no real reason. Marriage was permanent. Her parents had been married for over thirty years and the way her father still kissed her mother every morning was magic. But people their age didn’t have marriages like that anymore. And if she couldn't imagine a life like that, there was no way she was going to go running into marriage and promise forever when she wasn't sure it existed. Yes, she was afraid. She and Xander had a good thing, and they were happy. There was no use messing it up by getting married because someone else like her parents, his parents, and her friends, expected it.

      “Kais is a bit of a show-off. He's new money rich and loves to flaunt his wealth. Hosting our wedding would give him an opportunity to brag.” Xander adjusted the blue and white tie around his collar. “How do I look?” His lips curled into a glorious smile. The room seemed to swirl around them. Moments like this… this state of happiness that she wasn't ready to start poking at with the reality of her doubt, made her feel singled out and special.

      Her heart swelled. She would always feel this intense love for him, but would he be able to return her affection with the same consistency? “You look wonderful as always.” She closed the gap between them and wrapped her arms around his trim waist. “They’re Luc’s parents and you adore your godchild, but they’re odd. Their relationship seems fake. I’ve never seen them kiss or hold hands or even touch each other. I'm not sure I'd want someone to use one of the most important days of our lives as an opportunity to make a statement. Our love for each other is the statement.”

      “Tonight, is just a dinner party. We'll look around, pretend we're interested and tell them we'll get back with an answer. Besides, how can we commit to anyone, when you won't even confirm a date?” He towered over her and lifted her chin with his thumb. The way he locked eyes with her left her breathless.

      She pressed up on her toes and covered his mouth with hers. The kiss was too passionate for two people dressed and on their way out the door, but she couldn't pass up the opportunity.

      “You'll do almost anything to avoid picking a date, won't you?” His voice was light and casual, but his eyes weren't smiling.

      Picking a date wasn’t the hard part. It was everything that could happen afterwards. Would marriage mean giving up her independence, her choice? Would it mean living with Xander’s chaotic schedule, dangerous assignments, and fitting her life around his?  A year of stalking by Ajay, had changed her. Xander was nothing like Ajay, but that didn’t lessen her fear that marriage would have an adverse effect on them both.

      “I'm taking my time. We don't need to rush.” She rubbed his arm. “We're going to marry only once. I want to make sure we do it right. Besides, your business is so nonconventional, you might have a case that requires months. Are you going to stop taking cases long enough for us to pick a date?”

      “You’re stalling.” He held her gaze. “I’d stop tomorrow if I thought that was holding up the decision.”

      “You even promised to take me to the shooting range so I'd get better, and you haven't done that yet either. Suppose another kook decides to bust into our home and you're not here? I need to feel comfortable protecting myself.”

      “Bae, we had that conversation a long time ago. Stuff like that doesn’t happen on Sebastian Island. You’re not in New York. Besides, I like you as a girly-girl.”

      “Didn't I show you how tough I can be when it came to Ajay? I left that man in tears.”

      He pressed his hip into hers. “Baby, we'll get to it. I promise. There's no rush. Right now, nothing is going on in the business that will put anyone in jeopardy.” He paused. “You better be glad I'm in love with you, girl. I don't usually wait this long for anyone.” He pinched her butt.

      “And you better be glad I'm the levelheaded person. When that shaman tried to convince us that our ancestors wanted us to fork over five thousand dollars to protect our love, I swear you were reaching for your wallet.”

      “I was not.” He smirked. “Now, let's get outta here. The party starts in ten minutes, and Eliza hates when her guests arrive late.”

      “Well, she's going to be miffed tonight, because we won't be there at eight.” Olivia stood in front of the jewelry drawer and selected a pair of dangling earrings. Something about Eliza made her uncomfortable. Her familiarity with Xander was questionable. “How do you know so much about Eliza?”

      He slipped his arm around her waist and started her toward the door. “You look perfect. Let's go.”

      “Yeah, that's a question we'll come back to.”
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      In the car, Xander caught a glimpse of Olivia's profile as he made the turn onto the Bissets’ grand lane leading to their mansion. They hadn't talked during the few minutes it took to drive over. Olivia was probably chewing on the fact that he wouldn't discuss Eliza and Kais. It wasn't just because they were clients. There was no need to pull out his past and spread it out before Olivia for her approval or disapproval. She had nothing to worry about. Eliza was a long time ago, before she married Kais and long before he met Olivia. He and Eliza both knew it was only a sexual fling. Eliza hadn’t wanted anything other than a few dates and nights of hot sex. He had wanted someone to help him forget Hope, and Eliza filled that role.

      Olivia was stalling, and every day she waited before setting the date made him sweat a little bit more. Something had spooked her. A few months ago, dresses and colors and wedding cakes and menus were the only things she wanted to talk about. Now, every time he brought up the subject, she jumped to another topic. If she didn't come up with a date they both could agree on, he was going to go ballistic. Somewhere in history, it was decided that women picked the date, did all the planning, and were the only ones to have prenuptial excitement. Why was the woman he wanted to marry so different?

      She'd even dashed his biggest hope that she'd come down the aisle in a gown that made her look like a princess. He was willing to accept an African princess, but now she seemed to be leaning toward a two-piece number that exposed her belly and hugged her ass. As long as she came down the aisle, she could be naked.

      Xander slowed the car and pointed through the passenger side window. “That's the place. Imagine an evening reception with the house lit up like that.” He liked the idea and could only hope it didn't make her regurgitate.

      She followed the direction of his finger. The Bisset mansion glowed like a diamond sitting on the top of the hill. “It looks great.” Her tone was as noncommittal as everything else concerning their wedding.

      “You're faking enthusiasm. I know you well enough to know the difference,” he said.

      “I want to see the inside first.”

      “Okay. I won't ask you again until the end of the evening. I'm not trying to pressure you. I just want to marry you.”

      He drove up the steep driveway and into the line of cars waiting for the valet. He threw the keys to a guy that couldn't be old enough to have graduated from elementary school.

      The double-wide glass doors were opened for them as they approached. From the entry, the opulence of the house was evident. The crystal chandelier with teardrop crystals sparkled like rays of sunshine. A butler stood just right of the door to take Olivia's wrap and another one offered them drinks.

      “Does all this come with the wedding?”

      “If you want.” He bit back the excitement that she might be impressed.

      Guiding her by the elbow, Xander led Olivia through the adjoining room, walking slow enough for the elegance to stun her into getting the wedding process moving.

      Kais spotted him from across the room and headed toward them. “I've been waiting for you to arrive. Hello, Olivia, so good to see you again.” He smacked Xander on the back and air-kissed Olivia's cheek.

      “Will I get a chance to see my godson? He hasn't gone to bed yet has he?” Xander asked.

      “Luc is getting ready for bed. The nanny will bring him downstairs shortly.”

      “Maybe he can come to the house next week. We're due for an adventure.”

      “Do you have a moment? I need to speak to you in private.” Kais ' eyes shifted around the room.

      “We just got here, Kais. And I hadn't planned to talk business tonight. I'm out with my fiancé.” He tightened his hold on Olivia. Her hand slipped to his ass, and he couldn’t help but smile.

      “Leave him alone, Kais. You can talk later.” Eliza came to stand beside her husband. “It's so good you two could make it. I'd love to host your wedding here.” Eliza beamed, pointing out the elegance of the room.

      “I really need to talk with Xander for just a moment. I promise I won't hold him long. Olivia, you don't mind, do you?”

      “No, it's okay.” Olivia kissed Xander’s cheek. “Go ahead, honey. It will give me some time to talk with Eliza about our plans for the wedding.”

      “Do we have plans?” Xander lifted his eyebrow.

      “I have ideas,” Olivia said.

      Kais grabbed him by the arm and tugged him across the room. “I'll only be a few moments.” He called to Olivia before Kais pulled harder.

      “What the hell is wrong with you, Kais?” Xander tried to sound calm, but he couldn't hold back his irritation. “I am not on the clock twenty-four hours a day. If I'd known you wanted to discuss business, I wouldn't have come.”

      “I'm in trouble. A lot of trouble, Xander, and I need your help.”

      Xander squared his shoulders. “It can't wait until tomorrow?”

      “No. I haven't shared this with Eliza yet, but he's threatening to kill me. And I believe he's serious. I think this goon is capable of anything.”

      “Who the hell are we talking about?”

      “I don't know his name. He wanted all transactions between us to be anonymous.” Kais’ eyes darted around the room.

      “Kais, you're an established businessman. Why were you doing business with a faceless person?”

      “Look, Xander. I do business with all kinds of people. Some like to keep their identity secret for good reasons. It doesn't mean they're shady characters.” Kais' voice had a definite edge.

      “Okay, calm down.” Xander pointed to the chairs. “Let's sit and you tell me what's going on. So, you're being threatened. And you have no idea who these threats are coming from?”

      “No.” Kais stared down at his hands.

      “Let me come at this another way. What does your no-name client want?” Xander tugged at the collar of his shirt. Either the room was getting warmer or he was.

      “The Renoir is missing from the warehouse. That painting is worth five million. Jeffrey called me a few days ago and said it was missing.”

      “Who the fuck is Jeffrey?” Xander crossed his foot over his knee to observe Kais. He was sweating too much for a man telling the truth.

      “He's one of my men. I sent him to the warehouse to retrieve the painting. I had a buyer for it, and it's gone.” Kais jumped up from the chair and wiped his forehead on the sleeve of his silk jacket. “I'm not sure why the buyer has gotten so angry. It wasn't authenticated, and I offered to return his money. Now it's gone, and he says if I don't give him his painting, he's going to kill me.”

      “The painting was in the warehouse we've been guarding for you? That little storage unit?” Xander pushed out of the chair and walked up behind Kais. “Why don’t I believe you, Kais? My gut tells me you’re lying about something.”

      “Just find out who’s threatening me. That’s all I’m asking you to do.”

      “How could someone break in and we not know? We have someone there twenty-four hours a day. Why didn't you contact me when you heard about this?” Xander measured his words. Losing his temper with a client was never a good idea.

      “It happened yesterday. I didn't think it was anything to worry about until I got a call before my guests started arriving this evening.”

      Xander widened his stance. “Let me get this straight… You've got a client willing to pay five million for a painting that you know isn't authentic, and the painting has gone missing. Even though it’s under watch by two men.” He rubbed his chin. “You were going to sell the painting to someone else and you decided to tell me about all of this when your life was threatened. Does that sum up your story?”

      Kais spun on him. “I know it doesn't sound good, but can you help me? I’ll pay you.”

      “You’ll pay me?” Xander didn’t hide his disdain. “How about you just be honest with me.”

      “I’m telling you the truth.” Kais looked down at his shiny patent leather shoes.

      “Have you been to the warehouse to check for yourself?”

      “No. No one knows I own that space, and I want to keep it that way.”

      “Well, someone knew you owned it if your painting is gone.” Xander walked to the windows overlooking the garden. It was too dark outside to make out the lush flowers and the tropical plants. Hopefully, Olivia was enjoying the party enough to set a wedding date. “What does Jeffrey have to say? Have you talked to him?”

      “I can't reach Jeffrey. He's not picking up.”

      Xander fished his phone from his pocket and pointed it at Kais. “I wasn't supposed to be working tonight. I don't like breaking promises to my fiancé.” He scrolled through his contact list until he found his assistant's number.

      “Yeah. I thought you weren't working tonight. Why are you calling me?” Omar sounded sleepy.

      “Yeah, well. Look, who has the Bisset warehouse shift tonight?”

      “Do you expect me to know the answer off the top of my head?” Omar said.

      “Check it. Call him and get a full report. Then call me right back. I want to know if everything down there is okay.”

      “Got it. Anything else?”

      “No. Not until you report back.” He disconnected the call and turned to Kais. “I'm going to find my fiancé and try to enjoy the rest of my evening. Why don't you join me?”

      Kais’ face was strained. He looked like he'd aged ten years in the few minutes they were in his office. “I don't know if I can. I don't think you understand what we're dealing with here.”
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      Olivia glanced over her shoulder. Xander should have been back by now. He'd promised no work tonight. And unlike the average man, he wasn't just shuffling through some papers or staring at a computer screen. Work for him could mean something that would take him off the island or threatened his life.

      Eliza rubbed her hand across Olivia's back. “I'm sure they'll be out in a few minutes. You know how Xander is—working all the time.”

      “Well, not all the time.”

      “What do you think of the house so far?”

      “Your house is beautiful. I don't know why you offered it to Xander and me for our wedding. We have to pay you something for the inconvenience.” Olivia held her wine glass with both hands. Eliza was a beautiful woman. She was the kind of woman that Olivia imagined appealed to Xander. Her dark, straight hair matched her dark eyes. Her skin was the color of bleached sand. Everything about her was in stark contrast to Olivia. Eliza was the sun and Olivia was the moon with curly hair, wide hips and lips so full she could cover Xander's mouth with ease. Her skin tone was closer to mahogany than alabaster. When Xander wrapped his arms around her, she couldn't help but notice his tawny complexion against her dark skin.

      Eliza led her through a series of distinguished rooms, one more beautiful than the next. Each room was themed and color-coordinated to match the paintings on the walls. The smell of old money permeated the elaborate trappings purchased with new money.

      “I love to entertain,” Eliza said, before plucking a shrimp off a passing server's tray. “You'd be doing me a favor by letting me host such a special event. It's not often one of the island's most eligible bachelors gets married.”

      “How long have you known Xander?” She’d get the answers that Xander was reluctant to share.

      “We go way back. I knew him from Washington.” Eliza pointed to a painting on the wall. “Kais bought this for me when he asked me to marry him. It's a Monet.”

      “It's lovely. I love the muted colors.” Olivia searched for something more to say. Her taste ran more toward bold colors and art she could touch. She didn't need museum quality pieces in her home.

      A young woman entered the room with a young boy positioned on her hip. She walked up to Eliza who removed the sleepy boy from her arms.

      She lifted his chin. “Can you say hello, Luc? Say hi to Olivia.”

      “Hey, Luc,” Olivia rubbed his cheek. “Are you sleepy?”

      “I wanna stay for the party,” he pouted.

      “It’s just a bunch of old people. You’ll have more fun in your room with your toys.” She tried to make him smile. Olivia lost her breath again. She always did when she looked at Luc. His hair was dark like his mother's, but that was the only resemblance. His greenish-blue eyes, dark hair and ivory skin made him a miniature Xander. How was it that she was the only one who noticed the remarkable resemblance? The boy waved his pinky finger before dropping his head back on his mother's shoulder and inserting his thumb in his mouth.

      “I'll come upstairs later this evening and kiss you goodnight. Okay?” Eliza kissed his forehead and handed him back to the young girl who carried him back upstairs.

      “Xander will be disappointed he didn't get to see Luc.” Olivia pushed the words past the lump sitting at the back of her throat. Every time she saw Luc, her reaction was the same.

      “He's had a long day. At four, he'll get pretty cranky if he doesn't go to bed soon. I know I should break him from the thumb sucking, but I keep thinking there is plenty of time. I adore him.” She pointed across the room. “Oh look, here come our husbands. I told you they wouldn't be too long.” She guided Olivia back the way they'd come.

      “Sorry, I didn't mean to be gone that long.” Xander slipped his arm around her and kissed her forehead.

      “Let me get us some drinks.” Kais disappeared through another doorway without waiting for anyone to reply.

      “Is everything okay?” Eliza asked Xander. Her hand rested on his shoulder in a way that was too familiar.

      “Nothing I can't handle.” He maneuvered Olivia slightly right, just away from Eliza’s touch. “Let's get something to eat. We'll be back, Eliza.” With his hand still around her waist, they walked in the opposite direction of Kais.

      “Are you sure you're okay? You've got a funny look on your face,” Xander said.

      “The house is overwhelming. It's beautiful, but a lot to take in.” She tightened her hold on his arm.

      “Let's look at the garden.” Xander maneuvered her through the door leading to the back of the house. His familiarity with the layout was noticeable. “I know you can't see all the details in the dark but imagine a reception out here. With the right caterer, it could be grand.” He pointed to brick pavers. “The path there leads to a private beach.”

      “The wedding and reception we talked about was nothing like this. I thought we wanted something simpler. Simple elegance. Even if we raised our expectation a little, I wasn't thinking something this opulent.”

      “All I'm asking you to do is leave all options open. We can start to disregard some later.” He pulled her into his side and kissed her forehead.

      Olivia nodded, only half agreeing. Now wasn't the time to talk about the reception venue or the food choices, or the colors they'd wear, or the type of cake they'd eat. As a couple, there were more important things demanding their attention. Falling in love with Xander was easy, she needed to make sure they had the enchantment that would keep them together a lifetime.

      He pulled her into his arms and swayed to a rhythm that he hummed. “Isn’t this romantic?”

      “Yes,” she purred, pressing her body closer. “Just you and me and the moon.”

      “We'd better get back inside. This type of party is pretty rare on Sebastian, so let's enjoy it.” He guided her back toward the dazzling palace that stirred questions but provided no answers.
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      Xander opened the door for Olivia. More people had arrived in the few minutes he and Olivia had spent in the garden, but the line at the buffet table had diminished. “From the spread on the table, it looks like Kais and Eliza spared nothing.”

      “Yes, if they intended to impress someone tonight, they've succeeded.” Olivia placed avocado slices on her plate. “What’s the occasion for this party?”

      “I think it’s an anniversary or a birthday.” Xander held a melon ball to her mouth. She bit it and nodded.

      It was difficult to contain his excitement. Kais and Eliza were offering their house to them. It was the most elegant home on the island and Olivia deserved the best. If they got married in New York or D.C., a nice venue wouldn't be an issue. The offerings on Sebastian presented a challenge.

      “You were in there a long time and Kais came out looking paler than when he went in. Is he okay?”

      “That's a story we'll discuss later. It's business. Maybe dirty business, but I'll figure that out.”

      He fished his ringing phone out of his pants pocket and held up his index finger indicating he'd only be a minute. “It's Omar. I need to take this call.”

      “What's up? What have you found?” he spoke into his phone.

      “I think you need to get down here,” Omar said. It was their code. As few details as possible were discussed on the phone.

      “I'm on my way.” He ended the call and turned to Olivia. “I've got to go. If you'd like to stay here, I can come back for you.”

      She glanced over her shoulder. “No, I don't want to stay without you.”

      He took Olivia's plate and handed it to a server. “We've got to go,” he said, guiding her toward the door.

      “Aren't you going to tell Kais and Eliza we're leaving?” Olivia had to hurry to keep up with him.

      “I don't have time. I'll call tomorrow with my apologies.”

      Xander gnawed the inside of his cheek. There was a whole lot more going on that Kais hadn't shared. If he wasn't upfront with the details of his business, there was a reason. Kais was one of those customers that shared as little as possible. But everything had checked out during his client evaluation, so Xander didn't hesitate to take him on. He only required security for his warehouse. It was easy and the money was good.

      “What is going on, Xander? You're driving like a maniac,” Olivia held on to the car grab-bar above her head as he turned a corner.

      “It's business. I know I promised tonight was only about looking at the Bisset house, but something’s come up. I'll make it up to you.”

      “It's okay, but you had better slow down before you hit someone or something. You seem rattled.”

      “There must be trouble at the warehouse. Omar's message was cryptic, but I know him. There was enough tension in his voice to slice through steel.” He pulled to a stop beside Omar's car at the entrance to the storage complex. “I'm going to ask you to wait in the car and keep the doors locked.” He placed his hand on her thigh. “If you see trouble, drive out of here and go straight home.”

      “You're scaring me, Xander.” She latched on to his hand. “Just a few hours ago you said there was nothing dangerous going on and now I feel like we're speeding toward a catastrophe.”

      “Bae, I would have left you with Eliza if I thought you'd be in danger. You'll be fine here, just don't get out of the car. But just in case…do what I said.”

      “I'll stay here, Xander.” She peered through the windshield at Omar as he approached the car. “I get it, this is your work.”

      He pried her hand loose, kissed her cheek, and climbed out of the car, motioning for her to lock the doors before turning to his assistant. “What the hell is going on, Omar?”

      Before Omar could answer, a police car pulled up and Jimmie, the chief, stepped out.

      “Okay, you two, what's so important you called me away from my wife's fried plantains?” Jimmie wore his signature khaki shorts and infamous sandals that had to cost no more than ten dollars.

      “It's not good.” Omar walked several steps ahead of them. At the door to the unit, he inserted a key into the lock.

      “Talk to me, Omar. What's going on?” Xander demanded, his voice echoing in the night air.

      “Let me get the door unlocked. The two of you can see for yourselves.” He pushed the door open. The dim light inside couldn't mask the scene. At the entrance to the small storage unit were two bodies. Both were tied and bound. Each had a bullet through the front of their heads. On the concrete floor under each man was a darkened pool of blood littered with brain matter. A quick glance confirmed the unit was empty except for the bodies.

      “The killer wanted them to see what was happening. Sadistic bastard.” Xander pinched the bridge of his nose, studying the scene.

      “Who are these guys?” Jimmie placed his arm in front of the door to block their entrance, as if they didn't know they couldn't enter the crime scene. He pulled a pair of shoe covers out of his back pocket and slipped them over his sandals. Then he pulled on a pair of latex gloves. Xander held out his hand for a pair also and slipped them on.

      “They're cold. This must have happened some time ago,” Jimmie said.

      “I've never met Jeffrey, but this must be Kais' man. The other is one of mine—Calvin.” Xander felt like a weight had been placed on his shoulders. What remained of Calvin’s face was almost unrecognizable, except his curly hair. Even though blood matted the hair, Xander instantly recognized his man. Calvin hadn't worked for Fitzgerald Security Systems long, but everyone on the team knew his laid-back demeanor. “I assigned him this detail because it was easy and didn't require the expertise and precision of some of the higher profile cases. How the hell did this happen?” His voice strained. “He was only pulling security duty. How hard can it be to walk back and forth and keep everyone out? What the fuck happened here, Omar?”

      “I've been here ten minutes. We'll find out.” Omar pulled the door closed.

      Jimmie pulled his phone from his pocket and punched in a number. “Sara, I need a forensic team at the storage facility on Peacock and get Andy out of bed and tell him to get over here.” He ended the call, then pulled a notepad from his breast pocket. “Okay, Xander, give me the details.”

      Xander combed his fingers through his hair. Now wasn't the time to tell Jimmie everything Kais had shared with him. He needed to talk to him again tomorrow, then he'd be able to talk with the chief of police. “I don't know much.” He measured his words. “We are protecting this unit for a client.”

      “Name?” Jimmie positioned his pen over the pad.

      “How about I come down to the station tomorrow morning and talk with you? Olivia is in the car. I need to get her home.” Xander backed away.

      Jimmie eyed him. “Xander,” he started. “I've got two murders here. This isn't one of your cases, it's one of mine. Don't try to yank a knot in my ass. I want you at the station in the morning and be ready to talk.” Jimmie looked at Omar. “Where were you two tonight anyway?”

      Omar shoved his hands in his pocket.

      “Come on, Jimmie. You know we didn't do this. If we did, we would have cleaned up our mess and you wouldn't have known anything,” said Xander. “Look at me, do I look like I was out committing murder dressed in a tux?”

      “And I’m in running pants, but I’m just as shocked as you,” Omar added.

      Jimmie gave them half a smile. “You both answered too fast. You haven't done that before have you?”

      Xander headed toward the car with Omar at his side. “You wonder, don't you?” he yelled over his shoulder at Jimmie.

      “Hey, are you both leaving? I had to leave my dinner and you two get to go home?” Jimmie called to them.

      Xander and Omar continued walking away. Xander waved without slowing his pace. “See you in the morning, Jimmie.”

      Once they were standing in front of Xander’s car out of earshot, Omar stopped. Xander glanced through the windshield and saw the panic in Olivia’s eyes. She started to reach for the door handle, but he held up his hand halting her.

      “Let me contact Calvin's family,” Omar kicked a pebble across the lot. “I know his family. I need to be the
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