
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The men came on a Thursday.

I'd just gotten home from a double shift at Rosario's, my feet screaming, my uniform reeking of garlic and marinara. All I wanted was a shower and six hours of sleep before my 8 AM economics lecture.

Instead, I found two strangers standing in my hallway.

They wore suits that cost more than my rent. One blocked the stairwell. The other leaned against my apartment door like he owned the building.

"Wren Castellano?" The leaner one smiled. It didn't reach his eyes.

My keys bit into my palm. "Who's asking?"

"Someone who'd like a word."

Every instinct screamed run. But the stairwell guy had sixty pounds on me, easy. And my fire escape was rusted shut, had been since I moved in.

"I don't have any money," I said flatly. "If my father sent you, "

"Mr. Thorne doesn't want your money, Miss Castellano."
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