
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


"Don't you want to know what's in the back?" the handler asked.

"Nope," I said as I took the keys to the car.

"I think you do," Luke said. "I know it's against your policy, but I think you will like this one."

"Fine," I said as I walked to the back of the car. "Holy shit is that, Anthony Deanalli?"

I looked at Anthony, all tied up in the back seat with tape over his mouth.

"The one and only," Luke replied, closing the trunk.

"How the fuck did you find him?" I asked.

"I thought you weren't interested?" Luke asked as he slammed the trunk closed.

"Everyone's been looking for that motherfucker, for two years now," I smiled as I looked at the trunk.

"Let's say, if you are really interested, make the drop and follow the instructions," Luke said, peering back at the chop shop owner. "There might be a full-time gig for you if you do."

I thought about it as I stared at the fat guy in the yellow jumpsuit.

Theon Luen wasn't the worst crime boss a person could work for, but I had my sites on someone more prominent.

"Okay," I nodded. "When does he need to be delivered and where?"

Like most transporters, I took the notes, memorized them, and burned them.

In our line of work, if we got caught, there was no snitching, no one to bail us out. We could be transporting money, drugs, and people and be hired as getaway drivers. We didn't ask for the details. We just did it.

"Got it," I nodded.

"Shelly fuck this up and there won't be a place you can hide," Luke said as he walked away.

"You say that every time Luke, I wasn't scared the first time, and I am less scared now," I shrugged.

Transporters held no loyalty to anyone unless we got hired full-time. We worked with all the crime bosses. If shit went down, we were Switzerland. Crime families have come and gone since I took over for my uncle.
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