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The city blurred behind her, a smear of lights and noise fading into silence. Her car slipped out of the tunnel like a whisper, its sleek black frame swallowed by shadow. It enters fully black and emerges on the other side, a contrast of blue and silver, very different, unremarkable, and forgettable.

No one could trace it. It was just another McLaren in the stream of late-night traffic, not the one inside the tunnel that had pulled up to eliminate threats to Raven.

She didn’t look back. She never did. The job was done, the tail erased, and the woman behind the wheel had already become someone else.

Zander Sayers didn’t vanish. She recalibrated.

And by the time anyone thought to ask where she’d gone,

She was already parked in her secret garage, the engine

cooling in the mask of concrete and shadows. No cameras.

No questions. Just the quiet veil of a life lived in layers.

She slipped through the secret tunnel with ease, her boots echoing softly against the stone. It was a passage carved for moments like this, when time was tight and discretion tighter. Within minutes, she was back behind the wheel of her Range Rover, the dashboard glowing faintly as she pulled onto the 

road.

The city slipped past in streaks of amber and steel. She 

didn’t rush, but every turn was deliberate. The route lived in her muscles now – back roads, blind corners, and long stretches of countryside where the headlights vanished into the dark. The Surrey Hills waited ahead, quiet and familiar, the kind of place that knew how to keep secrets.

She checked the time. Raven would be home soon, and she needed to be there first to greet him as the innocent girlfriend.

Because after a week in Spain, testing something that didn’t belong on any official record and what happened in the tunnel, he’d come back with more than just data. He’d come back with fury. And Zander knew how to handle fury better than anyone.

The Range Rover climbed the final hill; the house was just ahead, lights off, garden still. She exhaled; he’d made it.

The house was quiet when she returned, the kind of quiet

That felt earned. Zander slipped off her boots by the door, the scent of spring still clinging to her cardigan, and padded softly through the hallway. The Range Rover was parked, the tunnel sealed, the mission complete.

She’d done what needed to be done. No trace was left, at least not of her true identity. The threat was gone for now, erased before it ever reached Raven’s doorstep. Now, she was just Zander again, the girlfriend, the woman who missed him terribly.

She was also the one who had watched his back from a distance while he moved through Spain, unaware of how close the shadows had crept.

He was not aware of the man who followed them from the airport, who was intercepted and eliminated, nor about the deal that nearly turned deadly because Goodman had grown, and his men were now everywhere.

Goodman’s pride had taken a hit. The diamonds were fake but flawless to the eye and worthless to the core, and someone had played him like a rookie.

He loved money, and he craved power with a hunger that never seemed to fade. He would push every limit to get what he wanted – but being played like this cut deeper than he expected. Now, anger simmered beneath his skin, sharp and cold, and he was determined to make things right.

It’s the insult and the quiet smirk he keeps imagining on whoever has played him that is eating him up. He had trusted the exchange and trusted what his tester told him. He trusted Avani, the Diamond Lord. And now he felt cheated.

He swore Raven had something to do with it. The timing was too perfect. The trail is too clean. The kind of setup only someone like Raven could orchestrate – very subtle, surgical, and designed to leave him looking like a fool. Now he was on a warpath, not for justice, but for the kind of revenge that came from being betrayed by someone he trusted.

Raven hadn’t touched the diamonds; he didn’t know anything about them, not directly. He hadn’t orchestrated the deal, nor did he swap the stones. He was carving his own path, doing it quietly and deliberately.

Spain was about research, about building something new, something clean. He wasn’t chasing power. He wasn’t provoking enemies. He was trying, for once, to stay out of the crosshairs.

But the threats kept coming, because Raven’s name carried weight. And Goodman needed someone to blame.

So, while Raven moved through his days with focus and 

restraint, the shadows kept shifting. Old grudges resurfaced.

Old enemies are plotting. And even when he wasn’t looking for trouble, it found him.

Zander knew this rhythm; she’d seen it before. The world never let Raven walk away clean, no matter how hard he tried. Trouble clung to him like a shadow, always waiting for the moment he let his guard down. And that was why she stayed close. To steady him. To protect him. Because Raven Strand didn’t need to be guilty to be hunted – he just needed 

to exist.

He’d walk through the door with tired eyes and a crooked smile, maybe a story about the lab, maybe a joke about the food. And she’d listen, nod, and laugh softly but never let on that she’d saved his life again, because that was the rhythm of them: he lived, and she protected. And somewhere in the middle, they loved.

Minutes ago, Zander had been a ghost in the tunnel, precise, lethal, and unseen. Two cars were neutralised, the threat contained, and no trace left to follow – just the quiet certainty that the situation had been handled. The operation was clean, quiet, and already fading into the shadows where it belonged.

Now, she was home.

The cardigan hung loosely around her shoulders, her hair 

still damp from the bath, her expression soft. She moved through the house like any woman waiting for her partner, checking the time, adjusting the cushions, and lighting a candle in the hallway; nothing about her said ‘assassin,’ and nothing about her said ‘saviour.’

Raven would walk through the door with no idea how close he’d come. No idea that the route he took had been cleared for him. No idea that Zander had watched from a distance, calculated every move and made sure he’d arrive 

untouched. And she wouldn’t tell him.

Tonight, she’d be the girlfriend who missed him. Who asked about Spain, who would laugh at his stories and pour him a drink? Who would curl up beside him and let the silence speak of comfort, not danger? Because that was the cost of loving someone like Raven Strand. You saved him. And then you smiled like nothing ever happened.

Minutes later, Zander stood at the living room window, the candlelight behind her casting a soft glow across the glass. Outside, Mario’s car rolled into the driveway, the headlights briefly sweeping across the garden before cutting out.

Raven stepped out, casual and composed, lifting his bags from the boot with the ease of someone returning from a routine trip. He waved Mario off with a flick of his hand, a silent thank-you exchanged between men who’d seen too much to need words. The car pulled away, tyres crunching over gravel, disappearing into the night.

Zander didn’t move just yet. She watched him for a moment longer, her expression unreadable. He looked unmoved, unaware, exactly as she wanted. She stepped back from the window, smoothing her cardigan, letting her face soften into something familiar. Tonight, she was just the

girlfriend.

The front door opened with the soft click of a key turning, followed by the familiar rhythm of Raven’s footsteps –steady, unhurried, like he belonged to the space even after a week away.

Zander met him in the foyer; her cardigan wrapped around her snugly. She didn’t rush to greet him. She waited, letting the moment stretch, letting him come to her.

He stepped into the foyer, his bag slung over one shoulder, with sharp eyes, a tired smile, and that quiet energy that always seemed to fill the space around him.

“There she is,” he said softly, dropping the bag on the floor.

Zander walked up to him, her expression warm but unreadable. “Welcome home.”

He crossed the room in two strides and pulled her into his 

arms, holding her like he’d been counting the days. She let herself melt into him, her cheek resting against his shoulder, the scent of jet fuel and cologne threading through her senses.

“I missed you,” he murmured.

“I know,” she said, her fingers brushing the back of his neck. “I missed you too.”

He pulled back slightly, searching her face. “You, okay?”

She nodded. “Just glad you’re home.”

He didn’t ask about the week. Didn’t mention the tunnel.

Didn’t know that minutes before his arrival, she’d erased a threat meant for him. And she wouldn’t tell him, not tonight.

Tonight, she was just Zander, the woman who waited, the woman who loved him, the woman who saved him, quietly, completely, without asking for anything in return.

He kissed her softly, the kind of kiss that lingered – not rushed, not performative, just quiet and full of knowing.  Zander felt it settle into her chest like warmth, like memory.

Then she took his hand, her fingers threading through his with ease, she led him into the living room.

The space was dimly lit, the candle on the side table flickering gently, casting golden shadows across the walls.  The garden beyond the window was dark now, the cherry blossom tree barely visible, its petals trembling in the breeze.

Raven followed without resistance, his grip steady, his gaze fixed on her. There was no tension in his shoulders now, no trace of the week he’d just returned from – just the quiet pull between them, the rhythm they always found after distance.

Zander sat first, tugging him down beside her, their hands still linked. He leaned into her, head resting lightly against hers, and for a moment, neither of them spoke. They didn’t need to.

Raven leaned back into the cushions, his arm resting 

behind her, gaze drifting toward the window.

“So how was Spain?” Zander asked, breaking the silence.

“Hot,” he said first, a faint smile tugging at his mouth.    “Southern coast mostly. Seville, a bit of Málaga. The kind of heat that makes you forget what cold feels like.”

Zander watched him quietly, her fingers tracing the lines on his forehead.

She tilted her head. “And Mario and James?”

Raven’s smile faded slightly. “They’re okay.” He didn’t mention the incident in the tunnel. She leaned into his side, her voice barely above a whisper, and kissed his lips, soft and deliberate.

Raven exhaled, the tension in his chest loosening as he pulled her closer. “I missed this,” he whispered. “I think about my sweet pussy all five days.”

“Just the pussy then,” Zander bit his lips.

“Not just the pussy.” He slipped his hand under her cardigan and looked at her with a smile when he found out that she wasn’t wearing any underwear. “You know just how to greet your man after being away,” he chuckled. “I missed every bit of you, but right now I can’t wait. Five days, and I think I am sex starved.”

“Because you’re used to having it whenever and wherever you want it.”

“I think it is mine to have anytime.” He inserted his finger into her and groaned. “Soft, juicy and wet as usual,” he whispered and pulled the cardigan off her. Zander was prepared for him.

“You were craving it too,” he groaned as he pulled down his pants in a hurry and inserted his dick into her from behind; he made a loud roar and sank deeper into her.

“This is exactly what I needed after a long five days,” he thrust into her like he was indeed sex starved.

Zander opened up to him; she too was yearning for him and welcomed every thrust as ecstasy rippled through her. She couldn’t control herself as she cum with full force, but Raven wasn’t done; he was just getting started. He pulled out his dick, stiff, hard and wet from her cum.

“How about you come upstairs and take a shower with 

me? So much has happened today; I needed that to cool down.”

Zander met his gaze, steady and unreadable, though a flicker of something passed behind her eyes – a bit of amusement, maybe. Or understanding far deeper than he realised.

Raven’s voice had been casual, almost teasing, but the weight beneath it wasn’t lost on her. He needed to wash off more than just the day. He needed to feel clean again. His body, mind, and conscience. He thought she didn’t know. But she did. She always does.

She rose from the sofa without a word, her hand brushing his as she passed. No questions. No hesitation. Just quiet agreement.

Upstairs, the bathroom was warm with steam, the candle from last night still faintly scented with bergamot. Zander turned on the tap, adjusted the temperature, and stepped into the space beside him like it was second nature.

The water ran over them in silence. No confessions. No explanations. Just the soft rhythm of breath and water, the quiet intimacy of two people who had survived too much to speak easily of it.

Raven leaned his forehead against hers, eyes closed.    “Thanks for being here,” he murmured.

Zander didn’t answer. She didn’t need to. She was already doing what she always did – holding him up without ever asking to be seen.

The silence between them was full – of survival, of secrets, of love that didn’t ask for proof.

And in that quiet, Zander let herself be just the woman who missed him. Not the protector. Not the strategist. Just his.

The house had settled into its quiet rhythm, the lamplight 

low, the garden cloaked in darkness, the buzz of Raven’s arrival lingering in the air.

Zander moved through the bedroom with quiet grace, folding back the duvet and lighting the small candle on the nightstand. She didn’t speak as Raven entered, just met his gaze with a softness that said everything.

They had finished showering, steam still curling in the air, their skin damp and flushed from the heat. Zander wrapped herself in a towel, the cotton clinging to her as she moved through the bedroom with quiet ease. Raven followed, shirtless, water dripping in lazy rivulets down his back, his gaze never straying far from her.

The moonlight peering through the curtains had shifted now – brighter, almost dazzling – casting long shadows across the soft carpet. The scent of lavender lingered from the candle, mingling with the clean sharpness of soap and skin.

Zander pulled off the towel and climbed into bed, then turned to find Raven watching her from the edge of the bed. There was no urgency in his posture, no tension in his jaw –just that quiet reverence he reserved only for her. The kind that made her feel seen, even when she didn’t want to be.

He pulled his towel off and climbed in beside her, embracing her, the silence between them warm and full.

“It’s been a long five days,” he said finally, his voice low.

Zander shook her head. “I can see it on your face.”

He nodded and kissed her lips. Outside, the world was quiet. Inside, they cuddled – two people wrapped in quiet, in steam, in the kind of intimacy that didn’t need words. She touched his face, her fingers tracing the faint stubble along his jaw. “You look tired,” she murmured.

“I am,” he said, his voice low. “But not too tired for this.”

He leaned in, their foreheads touching, breath mingling in the quiet space between them. The kiss was slow, familiar, and threaded with everything they hadn’t said over the past week. Her hands slid down to his dick; his hand cupped around her breast, stroking it, and for a moment, the world narrowed to just this – skin and intimacy.

They didn’t rush. Not tonight, the intimacy between them 

wasn’t loud. It was layered – built on trust, on survival, on the knowledge that they’d both walked through fire and still chose each other.

Zander bent down and took his dick in her mouth. Raven shook and held on to the back of her head as Zander licked and prodded his dick with her tongue.

“Babe, Raven moaned. “You’re just too amazing.” He lifted her and placed her on his rock-hard dick that hadn’t quite gone down since earlier. “Fuck me,” he commanded 

her.

Zander rode in like a rodeo; she fucked him as he howled. The intensity was too much as he spun her around and entered her once more from behind; he didn’t fuck her hard, just soft and cool, hitting all the right spots. Zander wailed as she cum over and over again. This is the kind of sex she really enjoyed: the one that found your G-spot, the one that sent shuddering electricity through you.

Raven gripped her breast tightly as he too cum with a force, releasing all the drama he’s been through for the last few days.

Later, they lay tangled in sheets. her head on his chest, his fingers tracing idle patterns along her spine.

“You’re quiet,” he said.

“You’re home,” she whispered.

And that was enough. The night unfolded gently, wrapped in the kind of quiet that only comes after a storm no one knew had passed.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Sunlight filtered through the curtains in soft ribbons, casting warm streaks across the soft plush carpet. Zander stirred first, her eyes blinking open to the hush of the Surrey Hills beyond the window. The garden was still; morning dew clung to the petals, and the cherry blossom tree was now fully in bloom – its branches heavy with pink blooms, trembling slightly in the breeze.

She slipped out of bed without waking Raven, moving through the house with ease downstairs to the kitchen. She switched on the kettle. It hissed to life, the scent of fresh coffee rising and filling the air. She padded barefoot across the kitchen tiles, her cardigan wrapped around her shoulders, 

and her hair tousled from sleep and steam.

By the time Raven wandered in, his shirt half-buttoned, his eyes still heavy with sleep, she was already plating breakfast – scrambled eggs, toast, and a few slices of avocado dressed with lemon and salt. Nothing extravagant. Just comfort.

“Morning,” he said, his voice low and rough. She turned and offered him a quiet smile. “Coffee’s ready.”

He kissed her cheek as he passed, the gesture easy, 

familiar, and grounding. They ate in silence, the kind that didn’t need filling – just the clink of cutlery, the occasional sip, and the soft murmur of the TV playing something old and slow.

The world outside was waking up, but inside, Zander was the woman who had already made breakfast. The one who loved Raven, the one who’d saved him. And the one who would never ask for thanks.

“Babe, I think it’s best if I drop you off at the car showroom; there are things I need to get to the bottom of today, and I do not want to put you in any danger,” Raven told Zander.

She sipped her coffee slowly and watched the steam curl upward like a secret. Raven’s suggestion hung in the air, casual on the surface, but she knew better than to answer it 

plainly.

“You don’t mind, babe; there’s so much going on right 

now.”

She smiled, just enough to be mysterious. “It’s okay,” she said lightly, folding one leg beneath her on the chair.

Raven raised an eyebrow, chewing thoughtfully. “I will tie things up soon.”

She shrugged, her eyes drifting toward the garden. “I’m 

okay, babe; it’s no worries.”

She knows that as soon as he drops her off, she will be in her cab tailing him.

Because how do you explain that minutes before he walked through the door, she’d already neutralised the threat meant for him? That she’d been in a tunnel two cars down, ending two lives with the same calm precision she now used to butter toast. That she’d done it so he could sit here barefoot and relaxed, eating scrambled eggs like the world wasn’t out there sharpening its knives for him.

Raven leaned back in his chair, studying her. “You look tired.”

“I’m not,” Zander giggled. “I’m just... thinking.”

He nodded slowly, accepting the answer. Not pressing. Not yet.

And Zander let the silence settle again, knowing that some

truths were better left folded into morning light and the quiet clink of cutlery.

Raven’s voice was casual, but Zander caught the flicker of

tension beneath it. He was trying to sound relaxed – like the world hadn’t shifted under his feet in the past twenty-four hours.

“So, do you want to go to the car showroom today?” he 

asked. Spearing a piece of avocado with his fork, “Or staying 

in?”

Zander leaned against the table, watching him. Her robe was still damp at the collar; her hair was pulled back in a loose knot. She didn’t answer right away.

“Where will you be?” she asked softly.

Raven looked up, surprised by the question. “I’ve got a meeting in the city. Just a quick one. Shouldn’t take long.”

She nodded, but her gaze didn’t waver. “Then I’ll be with you.”

He paused, fork halfway to his mouth. “You don’t have 

to –”

“I know,” she said. “But I want to.” She didn’t say it was because of the threats. Didn’t mention Goodman’s name or the tunnel or the way her pulse still hadn’t settled. But Raven’s presence had become more than comfort – it was a variable she needed to control. Not because she didn’t trust

him. But because the world around him couldn’t be trusted.

He finished his breakfast in silence, and Zander turned 

toward the hallway, already planning the route, the car, and the contingencies. She wasn’t going to the car showroom today; she was going wherever Raven was going today.

Because love, for her, meant being close enough to intercept the bullet – before he ever saw it coming.

They finished breakfast in a quiet rhythm, the kind that 

comes from knowing each other’s silences. The plates were cleared, the coffee cooling in their mugs, and the morning light had shifted – brighter now, casting soft gold across the kitchen tiles.

Without a word, Zander stood and stretched, her robe slipping slightly at the shoulder. Raven watched her for a moment, then rose too, following her up the stairs.

The hallway was still warm from the shower steam, the scent of lavender lingering in the air. Zander moved with no hesitation; she opened the wardrobe and pulled out a fitted black turtleneck and dark jeans. Raven peeled off his shirt from breakfast and reached for a crisp button-down, something neutral, something that wouldn’t draw attention.

They dressed in silence, side by side, the intimacy of routine wrapped around them like a second skin: no rush, no words, just the quiet understanding that today required precision.

Zander checked her watch. Raven adjusted his cuff. And 

somewhere beneath the calm, they both knew that the fight had just begun.

She gave a quiet smile, already slipping on her boots. “I

was looking forward to spending the day with you,” she

said, her tone light but knowing. Just enough to convince him.

Raven paused at the door, keys in hand. “I know you do, 

babe: tomorrow we’ll stay home and chill,” he said.

Zander had always been three steps ahead of everything, even when she played it casual. But today she wanted to keep him close, just in case.

It was part of their unspoken rhythm: he moved through the world with quiet precision, and she made sure the world didn’t move against him.

“Let’s go,” she said, brushing past him with a flick of her hair. “I will go to the car showroom today. It’s okay.”

Raven chuckled, locking the door behind them.    “Tomorrow we’ll stay in, babe. I think right now you coming with me is too dangerous.”

Zander didn’t answer. She didn’t need to. Because Raven

had no idea who she really was. And he only knew the part

of her that chose to let him know.

She didn’t want to give too much away, so she conceded; the quiet pulse of the morning lingered as they stepped outside. The car was waiting, sunlight glinting off the windscreen. Zander slid into the passenger seat; her movements calm and composed.

Raven was about to start the engine when his phone rang.

It was Mario.

Raven answered, voice casual. “Yeah?”

Zander glanced over, catching the shift in his posture as 

Mario spoke. His brow furrowed.

“What do you mean a different McLaren came out of the tunnel?” Raven asked, his tone sharpening.

Zander stayed silent, her gaze steady. He hasn’t told her about the tunnel. He hadn’t said a word about the switch or the surveillance, just the fact that someone is helping him. He honestly thinks she is his innocent girlfriend. To him, she was just the woman beside him. Smart. Loyal. Mysterious, yes – but not dangerous.

Not the kind of person who could dismantle a threat before breakfast.

He ended the call with a clipped “Send me the footage.” Then he turned to her, his face rigid. “Something’s off.”

Zander nodded, her voice calm. “Babe, is everything okay?”

He looked at her, not wanting to drag her into whatever 

was happening. “Just something troubling me at the moment. 

I will talk to you about it soon?”

She smiled faintly. “Just that you seemed a bit off.”

“It is okay, babe, I promise you.” Raven chuckled.

She knows it was okay and will be okay because her

orders were strict to protect him; he didn’t know what she’d done yesterday.

He didn’t know who she’d intercepted; didn’t know the 

car that changed colours in the tunnel wasn’t some strange coincidence but her slipping into the dark to keep him alive. He had no idea she’d already handled the threat meant for him. And she wasn’t about to let him walk straight into another ambush blind.

Raven’s eyes were fixed on the phone screen like it had just shown him something he wasn’t ready to believe.

Zander leaned slightly toward him, her voice softer now.  “Are you sure everything is okay, babe?”

He glanced at her, hesitating. “It’s just... something strange happened in the tunnel on the way home yesterday. We saw a black McLaren inside, but when we pulled the footage of it coming out, the car was a different colour.

Zander kept her expression neutral, though her pulse

ticked up. Just a little trick I added when I was giving it its

makeover, she thought.

She nodded slowly. “That is strange.”

Raven studied her for a moment, as if trying to decide how much to say. But then he shook his head and started the

engine. “Probably nothing. Just a glitch.”

Zander didn’t correct him. Because if he thought it was nothing, he’d stay calm. And if he stayed calm, she could keep him alive.

She kept her gaze steady, her expression unreadable as 

Raven pulled onto the main road. The city blurred past in streaks of grey and gold, but her mind was somewhere else entirely.

She glanced at him – his face still rigid, his eyes scanning the traffic, still unsettled by Mario’s call. He was piecing things together, but the puzzle was missing its sharpest edge. Her. Raven thought he was chasing a ghost.

He didn’t realise the ghost was sitting beside him, calm and quiet, wrapped in denim and Louboutin. Zander had been the one who slipped into that tunnel, the one who made the switch herself – not to deceive him, but to shield him, to erase a threat before it ever reached his door.

But she couldn’t tell him. Not yet. Because once he knew what she was capable of, he’d never look at her the same way again. And for now, she needed him to believe she was just the woman who wanted to be wherever he was and not the one who’d already saved his life a number of times.

Raven tapped the steering wheel, the phone still warm from the call with Mario, his thoughts tangled in the details. The tunnel. The Maclaren. The switch. Someone had intervened – but not openly. Not clearly.

“There’s something I need to do before I head to the

meeting,” he said, his voice low, his eyes scanning the area 

like it might offer answers. “Someone’s helping us. I just don’t know if they’re a friend or a threat. I need to know who – and why.”

Zander watched him carefully, her expression calm, but her pulse quickened. He didn’t know she’d been in that tunnel. She nodded slowly, masking the flicker of tension behind her eyes. “Do you want backup? I’m good at fighting.” She muses.

Raven shook his head. “No, babe, these are some heavy hitters, and they want me dead for a reason I don’t know about.”

“Maybe it’s jealousy,” Zander leant forward to hug him.

She smiled, letting him go for now, knowing he was walking into a fog she’d already mapped.

He thought whoever was helping them, whoever had stepped in without a name, wasn’t doing it for free. But Raven will find out later what it cost.

He glanced at her, the corner of his mouth twitching, not 

quite a smile, not quite suspicion.

Zander’s voice had been soft, casual, and almost playful. “Are you sure you’re going to be okay?” she asked, tilting her head just slightly, her eyes wide with innocence.

He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he leaned back 

against the headrest, his thoughts still tangled in the tunnel 

footage and the car that shouldn’t have been there.

“I will be eventually,” he said finally, brushing it off. “Just a mix-up. Someone playing games.”

Zander nodded slowly, as if satisfied. But inside, she already knew the truth. She kept her expression neutral, her voice light. “Games can be dangerous.”

Raven looked at her again, longer this time. “Not if you know the rules.”

She smiled. “And what if you don’t?”

He didn’t answer, and she didn’t press because the truth was already in motion.

She watched his hands on the steering wheel, the

tension in his knuckles, and the way his voice had softened when he said, ‘Not if you know the rules.’ It wasn’t like him to admit concern – he didn’t want to seem soft.

She tilted her head slightly, studying him. “You think I’m

safer at the showroom?”

Raven glanced at her, then back at the road. “I think 

you’re safer away from whatever this is. Someone’s helping us, but I don’t know who. And I don’t know why.”

Zander nodded slowly, masking the flicker of irony behind her eyes.

“Okay,” she said quietly. “Drop me off.”

Raven relaxed slightly, grateful for her agreement. He 

didn’t see the way her fingers curled around her phone, 

already pulling up surveillance feeds.

Zander had her plans. She wasn’t stepping away from danger. She was circling it. And Raven, for all his instincts, still doesn’t see it. He wasn’t the one protecting her. She was the one protecting him.

Zander tapped her phone screen twice, pulling up the alias she hadn’t used in weeks – Rihanna Mendez. The name was flashy, forgettable, and perfect. It had just enough glamour to explain why she’d be seen at a high-end lunch spot and just enough distance from her real identity to keep eyes off her trail. She typed quickly: “On the move. Pull up soon.”

The reservation was a decoy. She wouldn’t be sitting down. She’d be tailing Raven.

He thought he was dropping her off to keep her safe.

But Zander had already rerouted her cab, already mapped the exits near his meeting point, and already set up a silent ping on his phone’s location.

She wasn’t staying at the car showroom; she was going wherever he went.

Zander stepped out of the SUV with quiet sincerity, her coat drawn tight against the wind. Raven watched her from the driver’s seat, unaware that this drop-off wasn’t part of any shared plan – it was a divergence.

He leant out the window, his voice low. “Ring me if you 

need me.”

Zander nodded, smiling just enough to keep him steady. “I will, babe.”

He hesitated. “Are you sure you’ll be, okay?"

“I will be,” she said, and kissed him lightly on the cheek.  “Go take care of what you need to.”

He watched her walk toward the car showroom, her boots crunching against gravel. She didn’t look back. And Raven didn’t know that she would be right behind him, following him wherever he went.
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CHAPTER THREE
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Raven pulled away, unaware. Zander slipped her sunglasses on, and walking back outside, she slid into her cab. Rihanna Mendez was going to lunch.

But Zander Sayers was going hunting.

They had just settled into the car, the doors clicking shut in quiet unison. Her cab eased them down the long gravel driveway, tyres crunching over stone, the morning light slanting through the trees in fractured gold.

Zander’s phone buzzed softly in her lap. She glanced down, her thumb brushing the screen – and froze.

Victor’s men have joined with Goodman. They’re making moves. Quiet ones. Her breath didn’t halt. Her expression didn’t change visibly. But inside, everything shifted.

The cab moved like a shadow behind Raven’s SUV, two cars 

back, the windows tinted. Zander sat low in the back seat, her coat drawn tight around her and eyes fixed on the familiar silhouette ahead.

He didn’t know that she was following him. He thought she was at the car showroom; she’d even mentioned lunch with Rihanna. But Zander didn’t trust the quiet in her gut – and Raven had been too careful lately. Too distant.

As the SUV turned off the main road and slipped down a narrow lane, Zander leaned forward. “Slow down,” she told the driver. “Let him get ahead, but don’t lose him.”

The driver nodded, unfazed. She watched as Raven pulled into a gated property – one of his safe houses. She recognised it from an old intel: reinforced windows, underground access, no digital footprint. It was where he went when things got messy.

Zander’s jaw tightened; she didn’t know if he was meeting someone or preparing for a move. But she knew one thing: she was ready for whatever came.

They were in Clapham, a residential backstreet near Raven’s safe house. The cab rolled slowly past the row of terraced houses, the engine throttle low, the windows tinted. Zander leaned forward, her eyes narrowing as she spotted them – Mario and James, parked up across the street in a

nondescript sedan. 

They weren’t talking. Just watching. She knew they

would be here. They were planning something; something was happening.

Zander tapped the driver’s shoulder. “Pull over. Three houses up.”

The driver nodded, easing the cab to a stop just shy of a lamppost. Zander handed him a folded note and whispered, “Get out. Walk toward the off-licence at the corner. Look casual. Don’t come back to the car until I ring.”
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