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            Chapter 1

         
         
            Rook

            The city lights blurred as I gunned the throttle, the roar of my bike drowning out the chaos in my mind.

            
            I’m going to kill them, all of them, for dumping these damn jobs on me tonight. The entire day at the shop had gone to hell,
               and now I wasn’t sure if I had broken my hand when I punched the guy.
            

            
            I had hit him over, and over, working off every ounce of rage I had in me. It had worked for a few minutes until I got on
               my bike and reality came crashing down.
            

            
            There weren’t enough hours to get everything done. More jobs seemed to fall onto me, and I could barely think straight. I
               had everything I wanted: Two successful businesses, a decent place to live for me and Evie, no shortage of money. Yet, it
               wasn’t enough for me.
            

            
            I craved power. I wanted to rule every single one of these guys we still had to work for and ruin their lives. Their sick,
               twisted lives they led, which seemed to have no repercussions for the things they did. CEOs, government officials, and everything
               in between. The men you would pass on the street and wave were the ones who turned out to do disgusting and illegal things
               at night.
            

            
            I wanted all of them to start at the bottom, to burn their lives down, and see what they could make from the rubble.

            
            I pulled into our shop, the garage door already open so I could drive right in. I revved the bike once, heads snapping up
               to watch me, as the entire place filled with the loud echo of the engine.
            

            
            “Damn, you sound pissed,” Aiden said, messing with his ear.

            
            “What the fuck are you all doing?” I yelled, ripping off my helmet. “You mean to tell me I’m out running all over the place
               while you all sit around on your asses having a good time? Do you know how much work we have to do?”
            

            
            My leg and the side of my stomach ached as I got off. The burn injury always seemed to hurt the longer I rode and fought.
               I tried to stretch out my leg already knowing it wouldn’t help. The pain would get worse before it got better. Hopefully,
               I would last the rest of the night until I could finally lie down. Then it would hurt like hell and keep me up half the night.
            

            
            An endless cycle of work, more work, pain, and pretending to sleep, only to do it all over again. But I would do it again and again. We had money, and we were building power all over the city. Evie seemed happy enough, and she was
               safe, which I worried about the most.
            

            
            I glanced over as Aiden rolled his eyes at me. Evie did, too.

            
            “Problem?” I asked. My sister had a tendency to always have a smart-ass answer, and I didn’t think now would be any different.

            
            “You’re always complaining you have to do all these jobs, but then you’re the first one to volunteer. Make up your mind. Either
               let control go or deal with it,” Evie said, smiling at me.
            

            
            “Hero’s and Mason’s bikes are down,” Aiden added, not letting me snap back at Evie. “They are fixing them. Zack is out with
               the other new guy, doing a few things for us, but they aren’t ready to do what you are doing,” Aiden explained. “Zack isn’t
               exactly a master interrogator and Kane threw up last time he had to stab a guy.”
            

            
            “And you?” I snapped.

            
            “I’m babysitting. Want to trade?” he said, nodding toward Evie, who curled up in a chair, frowning at her phone now.

            
            “Yes, please trade,” she said. “I’m sick of him.”

            
            “Then stop fucking texting me when I am right next to you.” He shook his head, turning further in his seat not to look at
               her.
            

            
            She gave him a sweet smile. “But then I’d have to look over at your disgusting face when I talk.”

            
            “What do you have left?” he asked me. “Whatever it is, I’ll take it.”

            
            “I have to go find Elliot and hit him a few times until he’s ready to pay.”

            
            “Done. I’ll do it. Sit with your psycho sister instead.”

            
            “Aww, poor Aiden is mad. He had to come save me from a bad date, and didn’t get laid for it.”

            
            “Bad date?” I asked. Evie turned twenty-one a few months ago, and while I didn’t care if she dated, I wished she would be
               more careful about who she went out with. Plenty of people knew us and would use any excuse to get closer to us.
            

            
            “The guy’s an asshole and left her at the restaurant,” he said, looking over at her. “But it’s possibly because you pulled
               a gun out of your bag instead of your lipstick, psycho. And no, I didn’t think I would be getting laid. Don’t even make jokes or Rook will kill me.”
            

            
            She pouted out her bottom lip. “Rook, Aiden said he wouldn’t save me from my date unless I slept with him.”

            
            I ignored them and headed to my toolbox for my other gun. Their bickering pounded into my skull, and I clenched my jaw to
               keep the headache at bay. They always seemed to be at each others throat lately.
            

            
            “No, seriously,” Aiden said. “I’ll do it.”

            
            “Not a chance. You can stay here and make sure she doesn’t go hunt the guy down. I have to go hunt down a different one, and
               if we both go, we would be out all night looking for her and hiding a body.”
            

            
            She grinned. “If you don’t want me to do it, I can send you his address. You can swing by.”

            
            “Did he do anything to you besides run out of the restaurant because you scared the man to death?”

            
            “No,” she growled with a curl of her lip. “You two are the worst.”

            
            The motorcycle shop we ran in front of the building had closed hours ago, and now we would spend the night dealing with the
               other side of our business. The less than legal side, which made us the majority of our money.
            

            
            I shoved my helmet on and started up my bike. The beautiful murdered out R1 which, currently, was the love of my life. A perfect
               midnight black that blended me into the night whenever I needed, which would be helpful tonight. I shot off a text to the
               guy I paid to keep tabs on Elliot, and he quickly let me know Elliot would be attending an art exhibit for a date.
            

            
            My lip curled. Elliot’s family was as rich as they came, but he thought he could skip out on the fifteen thousand dollar gambling
               debt he had with us. Yet he’s spending his Saturday night at some uptight, highbrow art exhibit trying to get laid.
            

            
            What an asshole.

            
            I headed towards downtown, but I turned off when I recognized the road, taking a quick detour.

            
            Cameron Fletcher’s mansion rose in the night, the lights on it a beacon of wealth and regality. He thought of himself as a
               king, and he had enough money he could buy the title somewhere. Being so narcissistic, he probably already had.
            

            
            The vivid image of my childhood home in flames hit me, the smell of burning wires and wood making my stomach churn. I hated
               to think burning flesh had been mixed in, too. Then the harsh chemical scent as we made it out of the garage, Evie’s cries
               and screams as she tried to cough the smoke from her lungs.
            

            
            And maybe the worst image of all of them. The one burned in my brain and always seemed to appear at the worst times, my parents
               trapped in the flames as I stood outside.
            

            
            Now here he was. The man who did it had locked himself up safely inside his own home.

            
            Karma never came for the man man who took everything from me. The horrible things he had done never came to bite him in the
               ass. They say people in glass houses shouldn’t throw stones, so Cameron Fletcher took that advice and built a stone house.
               He kept everything sealed and impenetrable so karma couldn’t get to him, and it had worked.
            

            
            Until now.

            
            Until I grew up and decided I wouldn’t wait for fate to intervene. I would be his karma.
            

            
            And nothing made me happier than planning to burn his life to the ground, exactly like he had done to mine.

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         
            Regan

            I wanted to slouch back on the stiff couch, but it wasn’t designed for it. Every piece of furniture in my dad’s office felt
               like this—stiff, expensive, and antique. It demanded perfect posture, so I sat up straight, enduring the discomfort while
               my dad outlined my to-do list for the next two weeks.
            

            
            As he listed each event, I realized how little I would be needed at each one. They were all for him and his business. Sometimes,
               it felt like I was taking up space, contributing nothing, and the embarrassment of it made me want to hide. But for him, I
               would always do it.
            

            
            My dad ran the largest security company in the city. I had dreamed of taking over one day since the moment he told me how
               much a family legacy meant to him. It’s why I gave up any dream I had of going to art school and went to a top college to
               get my business degree, hoping he’d give me a chance. But now he seemed more focused on growing his business than preparing
               me to inherit it. And with his illness, I couldn’t demand more.
            

            
            He had told me last year, and we knew the illness would kill him. He had amyloidosis, a condition which would eventually shut
               down his organs. Treatment only prolonged his life. We had come to terms with it over the past year, but I wanted every minute
               with him to count. His success remained unmatched, and I wanted to learn everything, but he hadn’t let me start yet. I had
               taken all the right steps, but he still seemed to think I wasn’t ready. Maybe he wanted a perfect legacy left, or he didn’t
               want to face me taking over one day anyway, but I still needed to learn.
            

            
            The tasks he had given me were usually along the lines of going to parties and smiling for everyone in town he might know.
               A new way to keep him on their mind without him having to lift a finger, and I had agreed to keep doing it, but I hated going.
               The crowds, the small talk, the looks expecting me to say something smart and funny only made me freeze with anxiety. I rarely
               spoke to people because I didn’t know anyone, and besides those parties, he didn’t love me going out. The one he continued
               droning on about now was apparently another extremely important dinner party coming up soon that would be filled with clients
               and partners of his business that I needed to help keep happy.
            

            
            I tried not to roll my eyes. I felt worth more than sitting around here. I wanted challenges, I wanted adventure, and I wanted
               a life more than sitting around my house. If he would realize I’m capable of more. He kept running himself to the ground and
               I knew no doctor could be approving of it. I didn’t know if his health or the stress caused it, but he didn’t seem to want
               me to leave as much. Still, I listened, hoping to make him see I could help him.
            

            
            I could do . . . things. I wasn’t exactly sure what he would need me to do, but I still felt confident I could learn.

            
            He continued talking, going on about how he wouldn’t let us miss a single event since he had decided to run for mayor next
               year. It felt like he tried to pack an entire life into the next few years. I tried to understand and be there for it all,
               but sitting there and looking pretty for parties was burning me out.
            

            
            “Those are all fine with me,” I said, knowing agreeing would at least let me get out of the house tonight. “I have plans tonight
               with Elliot. There’s a new art exhibit we are going to.”
            

            
            “Fine. Fine,” he said, shuffling through a few more papers. “I’ll see you tomorrow at some point.”

            
            He barely glanced up as we talked. It had become common enough, talking to him while he stared at a phone, but it didn’t get
               easier. Each time, I felt a little more rejected and wondered if I truly was boring.
            

            
            I didn’t get out much anymore since he always wanted me to stay home to be safe. I didn’t have any hobbies besides painting
               and looking at art. I didn’t have a job, and as much as I wanted one from my dad, I wasn’t getting one, apparently. And there
               really was only so much I could do from the confines of this house. I stayed around to help with anything he needed, but he
               seemed to need less and less from me.
            

            
            Maybe I had become dull.

            
            “Alright.” I jumped up, giving him a quick hug before heading to the door. “I guess I’ll see you then.”

            
            I needed to get out and stop the spiral of doom I seemed to be headed down.

            
            This meant another weekend basically alone in this giant house, since he would stick to his side. Nothing seemed wrong with
               our house, except its enormous size, and when you spend days alone inside, you start to get a little paranoid.
            

            
            So on the list of getting to know me, I could add dull and paranoid. I rolled my eyes as I headed down the sidewalk. I really sounded like a great time.
            

            
            It’s my life, though, and I could have worse problems.

            
            At least for now, I would get out of the house, and hopefully not be alone all night.

            
            *  *  *

            I always loved going to a new art exhibit.

            
            What I quickly realized I didn’t love, though, was going with Elliot.

            
            I turned to the next painting, looking over the dark black splashed against the blue paint. It took me three steps back before
               I realized the artist had meant it to be an eye. The bright blue of it took my breath away.
            

            
            “How much longer are we looking at this one?” Elliot asked.

            
            “I just stepped in front of it,” I said, attempting a small laugh.

            
            He nearly stomped his feet, so I moved on to the next. Swirls of black, red, and yellow made up one bright night sky on fire.
               At least when my life didn’t give me much to feel about it, art did.
            

            
            “Come on,” he said, nuzzling into my neck. “We can go find so many other things to be doing. Very fun, very entertaining things.”

            
            As soon as he said it, I knew it wouldn’t stop. Anything I said would be met with some sort of sex-related joke until I gave
               in. It’s not like I didn’t like Elliot at all. He was fine, but something about the way he went about initiating sex always
               turned me off.
            

            
            We moved around the next aisle of paintings, and he pulled at my arm. “Regan,” he said, nodding towards the door.

            
            “You know what? I do have to get home,” I said, smiling. “We should go.”

            
            Of course, I didn’t have to get home. Nothing waited there for me, but there wasn’t a chance of me wanting to stay here any
               longer with him.
            

            
            Elliot eagerly nodded and heading for our coats as I pulled out my phone to text Harper. My best friend knew me well enough
               to know I would be texting her during my date at some point. I might as well start early.
            

            
            
               
                  
                     Regan: Busy later?
                     

                     Harper: Unfortunately. A by-product of divorce is being fought over. Which honestly should be flattering, but it’s getting old.
                     

                     Harper: Aren’t you with Elliot tonight?
                     

                     Regan: I am, and I’m ready to head home. I want a movie, my bed, and a chocolate chip cookie.
                     

                     Harper: You do understand you could get those things and sit in bed with Elliot?
                     

                     Regan: You know Elliot, so you know it’s not really a thing he will do.
                     

                     Harper: I know. What type of weirdo doesn’t want to hang around half naked with his girlfriend and eat cookies? Honestly, it’s grounds
                        to break up with him.
                     

                     Regan: Maybe he’ll change his mind tonight.
                     

                     Harper: For your sake, I hope.
                     

                     Harper: Text me when you’re home, so I know Elliot didn’t snap and lock you in his basement.
                     

                     Regan: Not funny.
                     

                  

               

            
            We had been watching endless Dateline, which put both of us on guard now. Harper was convinced Elliot would snap one day,
               and I was starting to agree with her. Lately, he seemed jumpy with every little thing making him spook, but I couldn’t figure
               out why.
            

            
            I slid my phone back in my bag and headed to the door, already seeing Elliot waiting with my coat.

            
            I truly wasn’t desperate enough to be flattered at how eager he seemed tonight.

            
            This date wouldn’t make it past the drive home, and I hoped he would understand enough not to push it.

            
            Elliot could be fun. He could be endless, careless fun, and while it felt perfect sometimes, it wasn’t what I wanted tonight.

            
            His hand slipped into mine as he pulled me out onto the sidewalk and immediately took a right turn.

            
            “What are you doing? The car is the opposite way.”

            
            “I know,” he said, smiling at me. “I have a place I want to show you.”

            
            “What kind of place?”

            
            “There’s a nice little overlook to the river down here, and I think you would like it.”

            
            “Is this a romantic overlook or a new place for you to attempt your public sex dreams? And down this way? Really?”

            
            The path leading down to whatever overlook he wanted to go to looked less like a cute romantic walk and more like a horror
               movie. The lights grew farther and farther apart, and the shops only more run down with each block.
            

            
            “Yeah, right down here.”

            
            It seemed strange, but I still I followed him. While sitting in bed eating cookies sounded great, I really wasn’t looking
               forward to another night alone in the giant house.
            

            
            “Elliot, this doesn’t seem like a great idea. Maybe we should turn back. There’s plenty of other places we could go.”

            
            He wrapped an arm around me. “It’s alright, babe. It’s not far. I’ve got you. I won’t let anything happen to you.”

            
            An engine rumbled behind us, its deep growl cutting through the quiet night. I turned my head, a shiver moving down my spine.

            
            A blacked-out motorcycle idled down the road. The headlights were off, but a thin line of pink-hued lights ran underneath
               it. The glow of them oddly cute for where we were.
            

            
            The clothes the rider wore were as black as the bike, making them nearly blend into the night. I kept my eye on him as we
               kept going. The rider slowly sat up, cocking his head in my direction, as if he realized I watched him.
            

            
            It felt like his eyes were boring into me, even from a distance, but the helmet obscured his face to know for sure.

            
            I grabbed Elliot’s hand, squeezing it hard as my heart rate spiked. My gut screamed something was wrong. “Is the motorcycle
               following us?” I whispered.
            

            
            Elliot glanced back, his eyes widening before he whipped back around, picking up his pace. “I doubt it. Why would a motorcycle
               be following us?” he said, trying to sound calm, but the tremor in his voice betrayed him.
            

            
            We walked faster, but the engine’s roar persisted, growing louder and closer. My grip on Elliot’s hand tightened, sweat forming
               on my palm.
            

            
            Each step felt heavier, the darkness around us thickening, pulling us into its suffocating embrace. The eerie shadows between
               broken streetlights making my skin crawl.
            

            
            I glanced back. The motorcycle came closer now, its engine rumbling like a predator stalking its prey.

            
            “Elliot,” I whispered. “He’s definitely following us.”

            
            Elliot didn’t respond, but he picked up his pace again. His hand shook in mine, and I realized he felt as scared as I did.

            
            So much for his assurances about nothing bad happening to me. We barely made it two blocks before it was clear we were being
               hunted.
            

            
            Every hair on my body stood on end, screaming danger. The road split, and Elliot pulled me to the left. The city sounds faded,
               drowned out by the motorcycle’s roar.
            

            
            “We need to get out of here,” I said, trembling. “Now.”

            
            Elliot nodded, finally matching my urgency. We started jogging, but the motorcycle’s engine revved, the sound sending another
               jolt of fear through me.
            

            
            It was too close.

            
            Without warning, the motorcycle roared past us, cutting us off near an alley. He skidded to a halt, the tires screeching,
               blocking our path as my breath hitched.
            

            
            The rider stayed silent, cocking his head as if amused by our fear. We could try to run, but the motorcycle would easily catch
               up.
            

            
            We were trapped, with no clear way out.

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         
            Regan

            I stayed glued to the pavement, weighing the pros and cons of running.

            
            The bike kept idling, the little lights underneath clicking off as the rider stood up. Black boots, black jeans, a black jacket,
               and black helmet. There wasn’t one thing on him which stood out, and without the sound of the bike idling, I didn’t know if
               I would notice him standing within five feet of me.
            

            
            He rolled up his sleeves, revealing tattooed hands and forearms that flexed as he moved.

            
            The glint of metal caught my eye as he raised a gun, my stomach plummeting. “Give me your wallet,” he demanded, nodding toward
               Elliot.
            

            
            I froze, clutching my bag, debating if I would give it up or fight him for it. My life was in this bag, but I wasn’t sure
               how to fight off a man with a gun.
            

            
            As I hesitated, torn between surrendering or fighting back. Elliot made his choice. He dropped my hand and spun on his heel,
               running back the way we had come.
            

            
            He ran.

            
            He fucking ran. Fast, too.
            

            
            He made it down the block before I could even process what happened.

            
            He had run off and left me there alone on an empty street with a violent man and a gun.

            
            So much for not letting anything happen to me.

            
            The rider turned back, his face still obscured by the helmet, but I felt the weight of his gaze on me. His head tilted slightly,
               scrutinizing me with an almost predatory curiosity. Slowly, the gun lowered, as he lifted his shirt, revealing the edge of
               a dark tattoo snaking across his skin. The gun disappeared into his waistband, and when he reached up, I instinctively flinched,
               expecting the worst. Instead, he only pulled off his helmet.
            

            
            “Okay, what the fuck?” he asked. “Weren’t you two on a date?”

            
            “Um, yeah, we were. We’ve been dating for six months now,” I said, my words spilling out in a daze.

            
            Had Elliot really ran off without so much as a yell for me to follow or glance back to see if I stayed behind him? Did he
               leave me here so he would have more time to get away?
            

            
            “Well, that’s sure as fuck long enough not to leave you alone with the man trying to rob him. I have a gun pointed at you
               guys, and he ran? If your choices are to get shot or spend a night walking around an art gallery, I would think it would be
               an easy choice of getting shot at, but still, he should have at least tried to help you.”
            

            
            I stood there, stunned, as my would-be mugger talked to me like we were friends, like he was surprised at Elliot’s behavior.
            

            
            “I’m sorry. Do you feel sorry for me?” I asked, finally snapping out of it.
            

            
            “I mean, more outraged for you, but yeah, he’s a pretty pathetic boyfriend. He should be here with his fucking fists raised.”

            
            I stepped back towards the building, leaning against the cool brick, using the feel of it under my fingers to bring me back
               to reality. “Wow. Oh, wow. I’m so pathetic, the man who needs to rob me at gunpoint feels sorry for me?”
            

            
            “Hold on. Let’s get this straight. I was robbing him. I wasn’t coming for you.”

            
            “No? You had a gun pointed at me!”

            
            “Mainly, I had a gun pointed at him. I only turned it to you for a second. For the shock factor. Your boyfriend owes me money, and I had been the one volunteered
               to come get it.” He shook his head. “Or at least scare him enough to try and get it.”
            

            
            I glanced back at the place Elliot had been next to me. “Well, you managed to scare him, so you accomplished half.”

            
            “Yeah, but he doesn’t know who I am, so it failed a little. I honestly wasn’t expecting him to run away that fast. I didn’t even get to do my speech. I couldn’t even compare him to running away like a girl. I think one of them would
               have even stayed longer. Shit, one of them did stay longer.”
            

            
            I laughed, regretting it immediately. I couldn’t find my would-be robber funny. I stared up at him. The mask covered the bottom
               half of his face, and his dark hair was wild from the helmet, and his eyes locked onto me. Unfortunately, my next thought
               after finding him funny went to how hot he looked.
            

            
            “Alright, come on,” he said, reaching out with his helmet in hand as though I should take it.

            
            “Come on, what?”

            
            “Come on, I’m driving you home. Unlike your boyfriend, I’m not leaving you here on a deserted street, at night, all alone.
               And I have more stuff to do tonight, so come on, get your ass moving.”
            

            
            “Really? You plan more than one mugging a night? Surprising. And maybe he knows I am a grown, capable woman,” I said, straightening
               my shoulders. Maybe Elliot had only thought I would know how to handle myself and expect me to run with him.
            

            
            “Considering you didn’t even flinch when I pulled up with a gun, I don’t doubt it. I thought you were the one who would fight
               me.”
            

            
            “So, then, what makes you think I can’t get home myself?”

            
            He stepped closer, and I could see the blue in his eyes now. The black of his clothes mixed with blue made me think of the
               painting. The deep, black hues with bright icy blue. It was as beautiful of a picture as the one I had been looking at. He
               laughed, the deep sound catching my attention again.
            

            
            “Do you know where you are at? Because if you think you are going to walk home alone from here and not be bothered, you are
               wrong. And I don’t think any Uber is going to be coming down here for you. Either get on my bike or risk coming across someone
               else.”
            

            
            “What if they are nicer than you?”

            
            “I’m not currently robbing you, touching you, or planning to do either, so what if they are not?”

            
            The deserted street and creepy path were enough to make my skin crawl, but this man had just pointed a gun at me.

            
            “I think you should know I do know how to defend myself, so if you do try to touch me or rob me, I can fight back.”

            
            “You have me shaking in fear. Now get on the bike,” he said, the bored tone making me chew on my bottom lip. Technically,
               if I got on, he could take me anywhere.
            

            
            But if I didn’t, I would be left here.

            
            “I don’t really get into cars with strangers, or get on the back of motorcycles . . . well, ever.”

            
            “Then congratulations, you’re about to be a rebel for what I can only imagine is the first time in your life.”

            
            A man yelled something from down the block, and when I glanced back, I could see him coming our way.

            
            “Get on the fucking bike before I have to either force you on it, leave you with the guy walking towards us, or kill him and
               make you cry. Which, I would then leave you here anyway, but you would be with a dead body and I can’t imagine you’re good
               with that.”
            

            
            I grabbed the helmet, pushing my hair back and pulling it on. I could see his smile crack again as he swung his leg over and
               sat back.
            

            
            “Good choice, Rebel. You seem to have a brain. What the fuck have you been doing with Elliot?”

            
            “You actually know him?” I asked, pulling open the visor of the helmet. It felt a little loose, but I was happy he at least
               offered it.
            

            
            “Oh, yeah. He’s well known in our group, and not for the good reasons. Not even the fun, bad reasons,” he said with a smirk.
               “If tonight wasn’t enough of an indication, I suggest dropping him. He’s also deep in debt, so good for you for keeping an
               eye on your purse. But I’m not the one who wants it.”
            

            
            He sat back on the bike, and I stood there staring.

            
            “Is this supposed to be my seat?” I asked. The tiny little spot of padding wasn’t even going to hold half my ass.

            
            “Yeah, it is. If I have to tell you to get on the fucking bike one more time, we are going to knock down those options I gave
               you to only one.”
            

            
            “Which one?” I asked, already shaking my head. “No, don’t even answer that. You’re kind of an asshole, aren’t you?”

            
            He cocked his head, his eyes narrowing. “We met when I held a gun to you. You think I’m a sweet, innocent boy?”

            
            “No. Unfortunately, I don’t.”

            
            Which meant he firmly didn’t fit the type of person I usually hung out with, or so I thought. Apparently, Elliot was far from
               a sweet, innocent boy, too.
            

            
            I glanced back at the guy coming down the street. Would it be better to go with an insane man on the motorcycle, who kind
               of looked like he could kill me, but was offering a ride out of this place? Or risk it with the weird one coming down the
               deserted street?
            

            
            I had wanted to do more interesting things in my life. Wouldn’t getting on the back of a stranger’s motorcycle be one of those
               things?
            

            
            “How do I get on?” He pointed to the pegs, watching over his shoulder as I put one foot on it and tried to get up. I fell
               back immediately, landing on my feet, at least.
            

            
            “You hold on to my shoulders to balance when you get on, not fall backwards like a fucking baby deer,” he yelled.

            
            “Well, I didn’t know if I could touch you!” I yelled back. I glanced down the road. The guy down the block came closer now.

            
            “Fucking hell. Get on, now. You’re about to touch me a hell of a lot more, so yeah, I assumed there would be some hands on me.”
            

            
            I planted my hands on his shoulders, lifting myself up onto the peg and swinging my leg over. “Oh. It’s like getting on a
               horse,” I said, trying to sit on the small seat.
            

            
            His head dropped forward, and I could feel him shaking now.

            
            “Are you laughing at me?” I asked.

            
            “I’ve just never had a girl say that as she got on top of me before.”

            
            “I’m not on top of you,” I said, straightening up on my small seat. He turned the bike on, the loud rumble vibrating through
               me. He hit something, making the bike jump forward a few inches, and forced a scream from me as I fell forward, grabbing onto
               him.
            

            
            “Yes,” he said over the bike. “You are on top of me. An arm around my waist or on the tank. You can hold on to me unless we
               stop or shift, then use the tank to hold yourself up. Don’t squeeze the fucking life out of me or I might leave you to walk.
               If you have a problem, tap me and I’ll stop. Don’t make me stop because you’re scared. Keep it to yourself. If you grab anything
               lower than my belt, that’s your own damn problem because I haven’t had a girl on the back of my bike in months and I guarantee
               you will be feeling something.”
            

            
            “Wow, there are a lot of rules, and I was kind of right about the being an asshole thing.”

            
            He turned until he could see me. “You absolutely were. Safety first, Rebel,” he said, slamming my visor down. “Now hold on.”
            

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4

         
         
            Rook

            I didn’t actually know where I was taking her, but I assumed she would tell me soon enough. I headed back towards town, making
               a right towards the rich side rather than a left to go towards our place.
            

            
            There wasn’t a chance in hell she came from my side of town. Not only did she not look or act like it, there wasn’t a chance
               Elliot would be dating anyone who wasn’t rich as hell. I’m sure he already had to be digging through her purse and she wouldn’t
               even know it.
            

            
            It wasn’t long before she tapped my shoulder, and I didn’t hide my groan. It wasn’t like she would hear it. I pulled off one
               of the most deserted side streets I could find before shutting off the bike.
            

            
            “Is this where you want dropped off?”

            
            She pulled off the helmet, dark hair cascading down over her shoulders. Her lips were dark red, the lipstick smeared the smallest
               amount, and I wondered if Elliot had already been making a move for the night. It still didn’t explain why he would bring
               her down the dangerous street, though. There was nothing down there to see, and no reason to bring a beautiful woman down
               there to risk her life.
            

            
            “No, but I figured since we were already passing it, you wouldn’t mind if we stopped off at this small bakery right around
               the corner. They are open late and I want cookies.”
            

            
            “You told me to . . . stop and get you a cookie?”

            
            “No, I want you to stop so I can get myself a cookie.”
            

            
            “Do you think I’m a chauffeur for you? An errand boy? Do you always ask the guys who hold a gun at you to take you out for
               a snack?”
            

            
            “The guys I usually ask to take me out for snacks are happy to take me without question.”

            
            “I’m sure the guys you ask are willing to do a lot of things to you without question. There’s a long list of things I would do to you without question, but stopping for a fucking cookie isn’t one of them.”
            

            
            Her eyebrows furrowed, and she got off the bike. “Well, guess what, Rook, we are already here, so I’m going to walk around the corner and get a cookie. You can either sit there and wait like a good
               little mugger, leave me here, or come with me, but I’ve had a really shitty night and I want a fucking cookie,” she said,
               nearly in tears.
            

            
            The outburst probably should have been expected, but she had been so scared before. I really wasn’t planning for it now. She
               already stomped around the corner of the brick building when I realized what she said.
            

            
            “Hey!” I yelled, catching up to her. She didn’t slow down, so I grabbed her arm, pulling her to a stop. “How the fuck do you
               know my name?”
            

            
            She shrugged, trying to look relaxed, but it wasn’t working. Half of my life had been spent learning body language. It made
               intimidating people and getting out of trouble easier when you knew what they were thinking.
            

            
            And I knew she was currently still terrified.

            
            “Your friend called, and I picked up with the helmet.”

            
            “Aiden?”

            
            “Yes.”

            
            “I’m going to kill him.”

            
            “Why? Don’t want the people you were trying to rob to know your name?”

            
            I smirked. “Not particularly, no. What else did he say?”

            
            “That you’re in a mood tonight and to keep you out as long as I can because he doesn’t want to deal with you.”

            
            “So you thought a cookie was a good idea?”

            
            “I wanted one before you robbed me, so it made the most sense.”

            
            She spun, pulling open the door to the bakery and heading inside. I hated I followed her in, but I needed to know what else
               Aiden said, so I knew how much I’d have to beat the shit out of him for telling a stranger anything about me.
            

            
            She made it to the counter to order, and I stepped up behind her. I still had my mask on, and the girl behind the counter
               quickly looked back at her to avoid me.
            

            
            “Double whatever she’s getting.”

            
            Rebel girl stepped to the side, looking up at me with her shoulders pulled back.

            
            “What? Now you think I’m paying, too?” I asked.

            
            “You tried to rob me at gunpoint! The least you could do is buy me a cookie.”

            
            Behind the counter, the girl’s eyes went wide and mouth fell open.

            
            “I didn’t actually try to rob her,” I said, pulling out more than enough cash to cover the cost and handing it all over. “I
               tried to rob her boyfriend. You can keep all the extra cash if you don’t call the police.”
            

            
            Between the story and the way I looked, the girl seemed scared enough and nodded in agreement.

            
            “No problem,” she squeaked. “Let me get your stuff.”

            
            “Thanks!” the rebel girl yelled, pushing me away. “Don’t be rude.”

            
            “I’m not the one running around screaming about the crimes I commit.”

            
            “Does this mean you’ve committed more than one crime?”

            
            My eyebrows furrowed. “Today? Yeah. That part wasn’t obvious? And if you start telling people my business, I won’t be nearly
               as kind.”
            

            
            “Is that a threat? And this is you being nice?”
            

            
            I grabbed the box of cookies, handing it to her as we headed back out.

            
            “Of course it’s a threat. And you’re not left on the side of the road, so yeah, this is me being nice.”

            
            “Threaten me again and I’ll go right to the cops to talk about you.”

            
            “And I’ll break into your house and kidnap you so you never see your family, or the cops, ever again,” I said, pulling down
               my mask enough to take a bite of the first cookie. She hadn’t been lying. These were amazing.
            

            
            I didn’t realize she had stopped walking until I turned the corner to the alley where I parked my bike. I stepped back, finding
               her frozen on the sidewalk.
            

            
            “Problem?”

            
            “Yes, problem. You threatened to kidnap me!”

            
            “Only if you try to turn me in. Otherwise, I never plan to see you again.”

            
            “But you would do it?”

            
            “Of course I would do it,” I said. “Are you going to eat your cookies or am I stealing them all?”

            
            She grabbed the box, ripping it out of my hands and pressing it to her chest. “I’m eating mine at home. Which, from here,
               I can get myself there on my own.”
            

            
            I leaned back on my bike, watching her as I ate the last of the one cookie she apparently planned on giving me.

            
            “Running away?”

            
            “From the guy who has now held me at gunpoint and threatened to kidnap me? Yes, I am.”

            
            Her phone rang for what felt like the twentieth time since we had got off the bike, and like the other times, she clicked
               to silence it.
            

            
            “Problems?”

            
            “Elliot keeps calling.”

            
            “Give me the phone.”

            
            “You think I’m going to hand you my phone now? Are you going to ride off with it?”

            
            “Yeah, I’m short on pink cell phones. Come on,” I said, reaching my hand out. I grabbed it, leaning back on the bike as I
               clicked the speakerphone on.
            

            
            It rang once before Elliot picked up.

            
            “Babe? Oh my god, babe, are you okay?”

            
            “You think the girl you left with someone you owe money to is okay?” I asked, dropping my voice low and threatening.

            
            Her eyes jumped up, her tongue darting out to lick her lips.

            
            “You took her?” he asked, the panic in his voice not nearly convincing enough. He was probably more concerned with a police
               investigation and less with her safety.
            

            
            “Of course I fucking took her. You left a hot woman on a dangerous road with a guy who hates your guts and has a gun.”

            
            I stayed quiet as Elliot yelled an endless string of empty threats.

            
            “Your fault, asshole. Don’t leave prized possessions with people you owe money. Bring the cash to the shop and I’ll get her
               home safe.”
            

            
            As if Elliot wanted me to push his buttons, he yelled something about touching her.

            
            “Worried she’ll be disappointed with your performance if I do?”

            
            “Rook!” she yelled, a weak attempt at scolding me.

            
            “Damn. I have to go. She’s already screaming my name. The money, Elliot. Don’t fucking forget it.” I clicked the call off
               and handed it back to her. “Don’t pick up for a while. He deserves to think you’re getting the best sex of your life with
               me after what he did to you.”
            

            
            She didn’t move, and it gave me time to really look at her. Full red lips, long dark hair, the arrogance of a rich girl who
               thought I was worthless, she was beautiful.
            

            
            There really wasn’t anything more satisfying than hooking up with a girl who thought I was the monster, getting her off and
               having her beg for more, only for her to wake up the next day disgusted with herself for how badly she wanted to do it again.
            

            
            The pure corruption of making someone like her want me, or anyone like me, felt unmatched.

            
            This month marked six months of not sleeping with anyone, which could be clouding my head with these ideas.

            
            “Come here,” I said, and unsurprisingly, she didn’t move.

            
            I pushed off the bike, stalking over until she stared up at me, mouth open and eyes wide.

            
            “What are you doing?” she asked, still clutching the box against her chest.

            
            I leaned down until my lips were a breath away from hers. “Seeing if you would kiss me or not if I closed the distance.”

            
            She didn’t move, didn’t breathe, but her eyes met mine.

            
            “I won’t.”

            
            My hand trailed down her side, over her hip, and to the hem of her skirt. “And why not?”

            
            “Because I think you might kill people, and I don’t kiss murderers.”

            
            “Of course you don’t,” I said, my fingers moving along her hip until I was brushing down her thigh. “Do you do anything else
               with killers?”
            

            
            “No. I don’t think so.” Her voice hiccuped at the word, and I continued back up her hip.

            
            “Would you like to keep playing rebel and start?” I leaned down, wrapping an arm around her waist to pull her back towards
               the bike.
            

            
            “Considering I have to get back on this thing again if I want a ride home, I think I’ve played rebel enough for one night.”

            
            “Are you sure? It’s so much fun to push limits. I could push you to a few of yours.”

            
            My hand gripped her thigh, and I dropped my head, my lips hovering over her neck but never touching her. Her breath hitched,
               and I could feel her heartbeat quicken under my lips.
            

            
            “Just say the word, Rebel, and I’ll give you something Elliot would never be able to.”

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 5

         
         
            Regan

            Stupid.

            
            That’s me wrapped up in one word. Stupid.

            
            But it wasn’t enough to make me not find the man threatening my ex while eating a cookie attractive.

            
            And it wasn’t enough to stop me from considering if I should push my new rebellious ways and ask for a few more things than
               only a ride on a motorcycle. He leaned down, his hand gripping my hip harder.
            

            
            It wasn’t like I would have a boyfriend anymore. Elliot would get one text, and then his number would be blocked.

            
            Rook’s lips brushed up my neck, and for one second, I thought about giving in. About being laid out on his bike and finding
               out exactly what he thought he would give me that Elliot couldn’t.
            

            
            “I thought you said you weren’t going to touch me?”

            
            “I lied.”

            
            “Well, then, so did I,” I said, grabbing a cookie. I brought it up, shoving it in his mouth. “I don’t want to be a rebel.”

            
            I held my breath as he took in what I had done. For one beat of my racing heart, I remembered we were alone in a dark alley
               and I was physically rejecting him. I stayed frozen, waiting for whatever type of retaliation would come.
            

            
            He stood up straight, pulling the cookie from his mouth, laughing. “I wondered if you were going to share more,” he said,
               taking another bite. “You were holding on to them like they were your prized possessions.”
            

            
            “You’re . . . not mad?”

            
            “For this?” he asked, holding up the cookie. “Not at all. It’s cute you think you don’t want to be a rebel, though. I think
               I could change your mind really fast.”
            

            
            “I think you should take me home.”

            
            He shook his head, swinging onto the bike and waiting for me.

            
            “You really aren’t mad? And still taking me home? Alive?”
            

            
            “Strangely enough, I don’t feel the need to kill people for not fucking me in alleys. Is this something Elliot does? I mean,
               I knew the man’s morals were low, but this one is surprising,” he said with a laugh.
            

            
            I rolled my eyes. “Forget I even asked,” I said, but still hesitated to get on.

            
            My mind raced with doubts and more questions. But the thrill of something new and exciting seemed too strong to resist. I
               took another deep breath before I grabbed the helmet, shoving it on as I got on behind him. Luckily, I didn’t stumble off
               this time, which was great since my legs were currently useless from him being so close. His fingers trailing up my sides
               had set me on fire, and as much as I knew I wouldn’t be doing anything with him, part of me wanted to.
            

            
            I was a good, non-rebellious girl. Rook definitely wasn’t my type, so why did I feel so excited to wrap my arms around him?

            
            He revved the bike, and I grabbed onto him, trying to keep my hands firmly on his stomach, but each jump of the bike had me
               going further down until I felt his belt, and then a little lower. He hadn’t been lying when he said I would feel something
               if I went lower than the belt. My hand grazed his jeans, feeling the hard length once before I pulled away. There were only
               so many places I could touch, though. I moved higher again, running over his hard stomach.
            

            
            Maybe I didn’t have to completely stop being a rebel. My fingers trailed back down again, and I grew more brave. I pulled
               up the hoodie and shirt underneath, splaying my fingers against bare skin. Heat pooled, my body suddenly aching as I leaned
               on him for more.
            

            
            When I realized we were close, I pulled my hands away and pointed down the next road. It wasn’t the road to my house, but
               it would be one annoyingly long walk through two backyards and I was home.
            

            
            And letting Rook know where I lived seemed like one more stupid decision I could make tonight.

            
            He jumped the bike again, making me fall onto his back and cling to him one more time before I started frantically hitting
               his shoulder to stop in front of a random house.
            

            
            I wasted no time getting off and handing him the helmet. “What is it when you do that?”

            
            “Do what?”

            
            “Make the bike jump.”

            
            “I pop the clutch a bit and it makes it jump.”

            
            “I don’t like it.”

            
            He smirked, and his eyebrows went up. “I do.”

            
            I shook my head, trying not to smile back. “Thanks, I think,” I said, adjusting my skirt and spinning on my heel to head down
               the driveway. I knew the older man who lived here, and he wouldn’t care if I cut through. “See you . . . never again, probably.”
            

            
            “Hey,” he yelled. “What if I do want to see you again?”

            
            I already shook my head. Not only did I feel too embarrassed, but I still really didn’t know anything about him, and the few
               things I did know didn’t lead me to good assumptions.
            

            
            “You don’t.”

            
            I made it into our neighbor’s backyard before I heard the bike take off, the sound of the screaming engine lasting forever
               until it finally faded away.
            

            
            I waited a few more seconds before continuing. It was a hike to get to our house from here, but at least I felt a bit smarter
               for not giving a stranger directions to my house.
            

            
            The mansion rose up in the night, the lights on it a beacon of home. Unlike the other homes around us, ours sat tucked away,
               with a long driveway and acres of land keeping everything private compared to the few neighbors we had.
            

            
            My heart hammered as I opened the door, part of me feeling like my forehead had a brand of what I had done, the other part
               remembering no one cared what I had done or where I had been.
            

            
            My part of the house stayed empty. Six bedrooms, one office, a giant kitchen, living room, and dining room. Endless rooms
               on this side and not a single person in them. Our house had been split up. One side belonged mainly to me now. The bedrooms,
               this living room, the kitchen. The other side had been built later by my father. It had his bedroom, an office, a formal living
               room, and a small kitchen, which was only used when he had someone come prepare meals for him.
            

            
            Okay, more like every day. Not a single person here to care what happened to me.

            
            I huffed as I headed up the ridiculously big staircase to my bedroom upstairs, already pulling a cookie out of the box and
               hitting Harper’s name on my phone.
            

            
            “Hey. Elliot didn’t lock you in a basement?” she asked.

            
            “Nope, but I think he might have done something a hell of a lot worse. I might have, too,” I said, locking my bedroom door
               behind me and getting into bed, telling Harper everything.
            

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 6

         
         
            Regan

            Another day went by with me lying around the house. There were no events, no parties, nothing going on except endless days
               of no one needing me to do anything.
            

            
            I had stayed around the house after college for my dad. He had made comments here and there about wanting help and not wanting
               me to be too far from him, and I quickly caught on. So instead of going out into the world after graduating, I came back here
               to take care of my dad and wait for the day he would let me step in and help him.
            

            
            But he seemed to be running as fast as he could with the help of all his doctors, and I still waited.

            
            So the most I contributed to this world was art, and even drawing didn’t interest me this week. I wanted a reason to get up.

            
            Instead of doing anything worthwhile, I kicked my feet up onto the back of the couch, watching the next episode of Dateline
               upside down as if it could make it more exciting.
            

            
            “What are you doing, Regan? Sit upright.” My father’s voice startled me, making me flip back fast.

            
            He rarely came into this living room. He seemed to spend most days locked in his office here or at his company’s building
               in the city. Even when he was here, I rarely knew it.
            

            
            Now he sat across from me, making me nervous as he cocked an eyebrow.

            
            “Where were you last night which had you not getting home until one AM and then sneaking through the back of the house?” he
               asked, his eyes hard and angry.
            

            
            “Out with Elliot. I told you I would be,” I said, trying to take short breaths to control my now racing heart.

            
            “Then why were you seen walking through our neighbor’s yard to ours? He called to make sure you were okay.”

            
            “Elliot took a wrong turn and annoyed me. I thought walking through the yard would be easier than staying in the car with
               him any longer.”
            

            
            His face softened the slightest amount, but he still wasn’t happy with the answer.

            
            “You set off a dozen security alarms and sent my guys into a frenzy. I tried calling you, and you continually ignored it.
               I nearly had a heart attack trying to get everything under control.”
            

            
            “I was on the phone with Harper,” I said, trying to sound as innocent as I could. I didn’t want him to have any reason to
               get more stressed.
            

            
            “This is ridiculous, Regan. I leave you home with anything you need, and yet I have to be woken up in the middle of the night
               with an alarm about someone walking onto my property.”
            

            
            “Do you have sensors around the yard or something?”

            
            “I have them at the wall you had to climb over. I run a security company. You think I don’t have this place locked up well
               enough?”
            

            
            “I mean, I assumed, but I didn’t know for sure.”

            
            “No, because you don’t think about anything past your paintings or this ridiculous show,” he snapped.

            
            The words cut hard and deep. Maybe this took up a lot of my time, but it wasn’t the only thing I liked to think about, and
               if it were up to me, I would be doing a lot more. But I didn’t dare argue back. Upsetting him further would be the last thing
               I wanted to do. His health already seemed fragile, and the stress couldn’t be good for him. Everything I had read about his
               disease said stress would only make his symptoms worse, and I couldn’t be the reason he got worse.
            

            
            I shook off the sting as my dad’s phone rang. He seemed so wrapped up in being angry that he answered while still in front
               of me.
            

            
            My dad hid so much from me, and I realized this was one of those things. He rarely, if ever, took phone calls in front of
               me. He would glance at the caller ID and then head to another room fast before answering. I wasn’t allowed to hear what he
               had to say or what they were calling about. The realization nagged at me, only upsetting me more.
            

            
            “What?” he asked, waiting as the other person spoke. “Like I give a damn. We told you two weeks, and I mean two weeks. To
               the fucking hour.”
            

            
            He stayed silent again, his lips pressing harder together. “If I don’t have the money, you are going to lose a lot more than
               just your business. Time is running out. You’ve lost yourself a day.”
            

            
            My mouth dropped open, the words sounding more like something I would expect from someone like Rook rather than from my suit
               and tie, CEO father. I could only stare as my dad got up and glared at me.
            

            
            “I have to go,” he snapped at me. “Stay at home this weekend. I don’t need you going out and causing even more problems. You’re
               not to leave the house at all.”
            

            
            “What if I need food?” I asked, dumbfounded.

            
            “Order it. I have too much to do, Regan. I have meetings, travel arrangements.” He paused, clearing his throat. “Doctor appointments.
               I have a lot on my list, and you are not helping.”
            

            
            “You’re right,” I said, giving in immediately as tears welled up. “I’m sorry.”

            
            He only shook his head and pulled out his phone as he headed towards the front of the house.

            
            I sat, staring as the door slammed behind him. I didn’t want to cry. I didn’t want to face how much of a burden I seemed to
               be to him when all I wanted to be was an asset, but I couldn’t help it.
            

            
            I was a failure, and I hadn’t even tried to be.

            
            *  *  *

            As much as I wanted to follow my dad’s rules and stay home, it was Hallows Night, Havenwoods annual Halloween festival, and
               we never missed it. I had slipped out of the house, leaving the TV on and hoping the noise would help not raise any suspicion.
               I didn’t actually know how many cameras were in our house, and at this point, I didn’t think I wanted to. I should be able
               to go out with Harper without an issue, though.
            

            
            Harper had picked me up down the street, and ten minutes later, we were walking downtown.

            
            “You think you can get away with being out?” Harper asked, surprised I had snuck out. I rarely went against my dad’s requests,
               preferring to stay in his good graces, but I couldn’t stand to stay in those four walls any longer today.
            

            
            “I don’t know. I hope so. It’s like the place is mocking me. I walk around knowing I can’t leave or my dad will get mad but
               not being able to stay and do nothing anymore because I get mad. I don’t get it. I’ve done everything he wanted me to. Why
               not let me help with the business? Who else would he give it to one day?”
            

            
            Harper rolled her eyes with a groan. “A man, probably.”

            
            My stomach rolled. “You think he would hand it over to a random person because he has a dick instead of giving it to me?”

            
            “I think your dad likes powerful people and seems to think men are more powerful.”

            
            I ground my teeth together, knowing she could be right. “I can be as powerful as any man.”

            
            “I get it, but does anyone else? You hide away in the house and do what he tells you to. Maybe he truly doesn’t know you can
               do it.”
            

            
            “But then the moment I try to show him, he’s upset I’m not doing what I’m told. How am I supposed to win?”

            
            She shrugged. “I think you need to decide what you want and go for it.”

            
            “Easier said than done.”

            
            As soon as we turned on the main street, I smiled. Everyone seemed ready for Halloween. The holiday had taken over—the entire
               street strung with orange and purple lights that draped between buildings and cobwebs that hung in each shop’s windows. The
               cheesy, scary pop-up figures lined the street, and the screams and laughter from passersby made me smile. The main street
               had been closed off to cars, and we wove our way through the games, food, and vendors they had filled it with.
            

            
            Harper yelled, grabbing my hand to drag me over to our group of friends.

            
            Elliot stood with them, eyeing me as I walked up.

            
            “Hey,” I said to no one in particular.

            
            “Where have you been?” Elliot asked, the cold tone making me sneer.

            
            “Safe at home, no thanks to you.”

            
            “What is that supposed to mean?” he asked.

            
            “I think it means you left your girl on the street with a robber to fend for herself. Care to talk about it more?” Harper
               asked.
            

            
            His mouth snapped shut. Whatever he had been about to say dying on his lips. I tried to focus on the rest of the group, everyone
               making plans for the night and the week, but my mind kept wandering.
            

            
            I heard the bikes before I saw them. My eyes jumped to Elliot, who seemed to hear them, too. He smacked his friend’s chest,
               nodding to the road behind us. I wasn’t surprised at all when he took off, his friends following him in a line as he weaved
               through the crowd and disappeared.
            

            
            The bikes revved again, and I froze.

            
            There was no way it could be Rook. He wouldn’t really come here to find Elliot, would he? Could he even know Elliot would
               be here?
            

            
            Then again, he knew Elliot would be with me at the art exhibit, so he seemed to be keeping tabs on him.

            
            The rev of an engine and flash of lights caught my eye. The road had been closed, but it didn’t deter the six bikes coming
               down it. They split off, three on one side of the street and three on the other as they drove up onto the sidewalk, none of
               them seeming to care as people jumped out of the way for them.
            

            
            It was hard to tell the
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