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      Kye watched Eliana out of the corner of his eye. She was staring open-mouthed at the buildings as they passed through downtown Pine Hill.

      “A lot has changed,” Kye said, echoing her thoughts. It was dark now, but the town was lit up. Whereas when she’d left there was a single stoplight town, they now boasted nearly twenty and the former mom-and-pop shops were either sporting an upgraded vintage look or had been overtaken by local franchises.

      While Pine Hill would never be a booming metropolis, they had certainly seen more advancement than Eliana was anticipating. The streets were freshly paved, they now had localized apartment buildings with quaint balconies. Considering it was nearly ten at night, the streets were busy with people walking, riding bicycles, or motorcycles. A movie theater was just letting out, and when Kye stopped at a red light, Eliana saw there was an outdoor patio in front of a new bowling alley.

      “I don’t even recognize the place,” she said with a sense of nostalgia. Kye drove directly through downtown, and Eliana noted the only two places that were still untouched by time were the diner and the bar her dad spent most of his time at.

      The town fell behind them as they moved through the city and to the outskirts where Kye took a sharp left. Less than a mile down the road, a large metal beam crossed overhead, and the sign read ‘Hell Hollow Road’ with the Screaming Demon logo. Eliana felt a wave of fear overtake her. All around her was blackness, and pine trees loomed like sentries in the night.

      Every so many feet, another metal sign would read something like ‘Keep Out’, ‘Enter at your own risk,’ ‘Private Property’, ‘Turn back or die’ with a skull and bones spray-painted on it. Every reasonable bone in her body knew it was for dramatic effect, but at the present, it was entirely convincing. Eliana had read Dante’s Inferno for school, and at the moment she couldn’t help but make the correlation that she was entering the first circle of hell.

      In the back of her mind, she knew she was headed toward the abandoned steel mill, but the transformation of the property was anything but vacant. The tree line opened, and in the distance she saw the large metal compound encircled by a chain-link fence topped with barbed wire. Several new additions had been built, two of which looked like housing, and the others were lit up like an onsite bar.

      As they drew near, Eliana could hear the commotion of dozens of people who were flocked to the center of the hub that was built like a courtyard. Tables and chairs were placed outside the bar, and nearly sixty motorcycles were parked outside. Music was blasting and even from inside the car, Eliana could feel the vibrations of the ground.

      Kye pulled the car to a stop in the makeshift parking lot behind the bar and quickly exited. He stretched his arms high over his head, clearly eager to be out of the car they’d been in the last eight hours, but as the back of his shirt lifted, Eliana caught sight of the holster and gun he had on his left hip. From his seated position in the car, she’d missed it.

      Frank and Bruce were right behind them, and they pulled their bikes up to the left side of the car. Kye said something to them that she couldn’t hear over the raucous noise, and all three laughed. They dismounted their bikes and moved toward the building where several people were standing outside smoking and drinking. In fact, if Eliana had seen correctly, one man was peeing into a beer bottle while two other men egged him on.

      Frozen to her seat, Eliana refused to get out when Kye waved to her. He frowned and moved around to her side of the door.

      “Get out of the car, Eli,” he instructed, and she shook her head. He reached for the handle, but this time she was faster than him and locked it. He sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose. “You’re being ridiculous; I still have the keys,” he said and pressed the unlock button.

      Eliana locked it again.

      “Stop it,” Kye said and pressed the button once again. Eliana hit the lock. Kye pounded his fist on the window, and she jumped. “Unlock the door!”

      “No.”

      “You’re being childish.”

      “I’m not getting out.”

      “I’ll break the window.”

      “It’s your car, what do I care?”

      “Eliana,” Kye warned. His tone was far more serious than she’d ever heard him use before. She stared hard into his eyes and let out a shaky breath before unlocking the door. Kye opened it for her and took her by the arm to help her out. “Thank you,” he said, leading her away from the door.

      “Wait,” she said and pulled her arm away. Kye could see she was shaking in fear. The culmination of the last ten years of always looking over her shoulder, trying to stay under the radar, always worrying that someone was coming for them, had clearly taken its toll. The overwhelming surroundings likely weren’t helping her. While Kye had long-since gotten used to the rowdy gang and hordes of Wall Kats, Hell Kats, Groupies and Gear Nuts that kept the headquarters hopping, Eliana looked entirely freaked out.

      “Come here,” Kye said, reaching for her hand. She took it and stepped toward him. “You’ll be fine,” he said and began unbuttoning his shirt. “Just stay close to me, and you’ll be fine.” He popped the trunk of the car and tossed his white shirt in the back and took out his leather cut that was folded in the back. He then pulled it on over the wife-beater undershirt he’d been wearing under his dress shirt. Eliana’s observation of his toned chest was confirmed when she saw the way his pectorals stood out under the thin fabric. How many pushups did this guy do in a day?

      “Where have you been all day?” a familiar-looking, blond man asked as he approached from the opposite side of the car. Kye closed the trunk, and the curly-haired man looked from Kye to Eliana, and his eyes widened. “No shit.”

      “Grier,” Kye said in a reprimanding tone and glared at him. “It’s not what you think.”

      “Doesn’t matter what I think,” Grier said, but he still looked vastly amused. “I never thought you’d actually go after her. Dude, it’s been like a decade. You’re still hung up on her?”

      “Believe it or not, this isn’t personal— it’s business,” Kye said, turning his back to Eliana to face Grier. Eliana vaguely remembered the boy who had come to her rescue in the diner and walked her home afterward. He’d spent the entire walk trying to explain Kye’s fragile position in the gang and some of the more tedious and dangerous semantics of being a Demon. At the time, it had abated her temper at Kye’s perceived apathy, but now as the two spoke about her as though she wasn’t standing there, she felt anger welling up in her.

      “Business? As in old business?” Grier asked with raised eyebrows. “Damn, Max sure can hold a grudge.”

      “I have a feeling this has more to do with me, than her,” Kye said in a lowered tone, but Eliana heard.

      “You need backup?”

      “Probably better not. I don’t want Max losing his shit when I walk in with an entourage. I think he wants to ensure he’s got the upper hand, but thanks.”

      “Anytime. You going to take her in there looking like that?”

      “What’s wrong with how I look?” Eliana chimed in, feeling like she could no longer hold her tongue. Both of them turned to face her, and she placed both hands on her hips. Grier looked her up and down and grinned.

      “Not a damn thing, Cherry,” Grier teased, and Kye smacked him on the chest. “Sorry, sorry,” he feigned with raised hands. “Do yourself a favor and get a drink in her before you go see Max. She’s a little wound up.”

      “Wound up? I am not wound up!” Eliana stepped toward him, but Kye wrapped an arm around her shoulders.

      “Come on, Eli,” Kye said and led her toward the tin shack that served as a bar. Eliana tossed a glare over her shoulder at Grier before facing the direction they were walking. While she didn’t appreciate his insinuation, the moment they stepped inside, Eliana couldn’t help feeling he may have been on to something.

      She’d opted for a comfortable pair of dark denim skinny jeans, her practical but stylish cream-colored wedges and a green satin blouse with decorative buttons on the sleeves and a tan leather jacket over. It was something she would have worn to a Saturday brunch with the girls or a business casual meeting with colleagues. Too bad she hadn’t tapped into her ‘kidnapped into a den of bikers’ wardrobe. The entire occupancy of the bar turned to face them and stare when they walked in.

      Eliana could feel the scrutiny draped on her like a wet blanket. She clearly didn’t belong, even with Kye’s arm still around her. Where she looked vanilla, the women in this place were cinnamon. Fishnets. Short-shorts. Sky-high boots. Leather. Red lipstick. Low cut tops and big breasts.

      Eliana felt like a Catholic nun in comparison.

      Her face flushed hot, and she was grateful when Kye led her farther toward the bar. She quickly ducked onto the free stool and placed a hand over the side of her face that wasn’t directed toward Kye. “What are we doing in here? Is this where we’re meeting Max?” she asked in a hushed tone that was entirely unnecessary. The rock music that was playing over the jukebox would have provided enough noise to cover their conversation.

      “Grier doesn’t usually have good ideas, but this one I agree with,” Kye stated and waved the bartender over. She was a tall woman, probably pushing six feet, with long, fire-engine red hair she wore in a single braid down her back. Her skin was flawlessly tan, and she had a mole under her left eye. Dressed in leather pants that fit like a second layer of skin and a tank top that read “Hell Kat” in blue lettering, she also sported a headband with two cat ears that looked more like horns. “Jez,” Kye said, and the woman, who was likely in her late forties, leaned over the bar, her breasts plopping firmly on the wooden counter, and kissed Kye directly on the mouth.

      “KD, good to see you,” she said in a smoke-ridden husky voice that oozed sex appeal. “How was Ireland?”

      “Rainy,” Kye said and kissed the back of Jez’s hand. Eliana’s jaw made a clicking sound. “Max around?”

      “In his office, but he told me that if I saw you to send you on to him. He been expecting you?”

      “Yeah,” Kye answered shortly. Jez looked from Kye to Eliana, her dark blue eyes assessing her like a teacher would a new student.

      “Who’s the girl?”

      “Jez, this is Eliana, Eli this is Jez. She runs the bar and keeps the Hell Kats in line,” Kye explained. Eliana extended her hand, and Jez hesitated before taking it. Her grip was as crushing as a vice.

      “Speaking of, Ebony has been missing you,” Jez said to Kye but kept her eyes on Eliana without releasing her hand. “Should I send her your way tonight?”

      “Uh no, no, that’s not necessary,” Kye said quickly and scratched the back of his neck. “Just tell her I’ll call her later.”

      “Sure thing, doll,” Jez replied and turned Eliana’s hand over in hers to examine her palm. “You haven’t worked much, have you?”

      “That would depend on your definition of work,” Eliana said sharply and pulled her hand away. Jez laughed and reached for the bottle opener on her belt.

      “I like her,” Jez said, looking back at Kye before she popped the lids to two cold beers she then placed in front of them. “Drink up then go see Max. I don’t want him thinking I’m the reason you’re late,” Jez said, pointing a warning finger at Kye.

      “We’re in and out,” Kye promised and took a swig of beer. Jez leaned over the counter again, her large breasts making her neck disappear as they pushed upward.

      “Do us a favor, sweet-thing, get changed before you see him. You’re caked in mud, lookin’ like shit, and smelling twice as bad.”

      “You always say the nicest things,” Kye teased and kissed Jez on the cheek before grabbing his beer and standing. “Still got some things in the back?”

      “My office,” she answered with a nod toward the corner.

      “Stay right here,” Kye said to Eliana, and she opened her mouth to say something, but before she could, he was moving through the crowd. Closing her mouth, she wrapped both hands around her bottle and faced the bar, hoping the rest of the room would leave her alone. She looked up when she felt Jez staring at her.

      “What?” she asked as the redhead smirked.

      “He likes you,” Jez said, crossing her arms.

      “Who?”

      “Don’t play dumb,” Jez scolded with slightly narrowed eyes. “We both know you’re not.”

      “I don’t think you know anything about me,” Eliana stated frankly, and Jez’s perfectly sculpted eyebrows rose.

      “I’m a pretty good judge of people,” she said with an air of pride. “I know you’re small town. You’ve got that goody-goody vibe.”

      “It’s Pine Hill, we’re all small town.”

      “I know you’ve got soft hands so you work at a desk, but you bite your nails, so it’s something stressful. Stockbroker?”

      “Lawyer.”

      “Even worse,” Jez said and took Eliana’s beer from her. When Eliana’s brow furrowed, Jez took a long swig. “We don’t waste good beer in this place.”

      “I prefer bourbon.”

      “No, you don’t,” Jez said with a coy smile. “You’re a whiskey girl playing at bourbon.” Jez reached for the top shelf and filled two glasses with Johnny Walker Black Label. Eliana took the one handed to her and slammed it. The liquid burned, and she coughed a couple of times much to Jez’s amusement. The older woman downed hers in one long gulp and smiled before pouring them both another one.

      “So you’ve got me all figured out,” Eliana said sarcastically. “Tell me, what exactly does a Hell Kat do?” Her question was biting, but Jez played along.

      “You see him?” she asked, pointing to a man in the center of the room. He was surrounded by a crowd of men and women who were all listening to him ramble on. He must have said something funny because the crowd laughed.

      “Yeah.”

      “We do things like him. That’s Riggs. One of the Demon Elite.”

      “So you’re prostitutes?” Eliana asked, looking back at Jez whose smile turned to a frown.

      “Hookers get paid, little girl,” Jez said coldly. “Around here, being a Hell Kat is like royalty. Some girls spend their entire lives on the Wall and never get promoted. We get respect and prestige. That’s something your fancy law degree won’t get you around here.”

      “What are you two talking about?” Kye asked, breaking the conversation. He was dressed in clean jeans and had brushed his hair and let it down from his ponytail. He smelled of a potent and alluring cologne.

      “Status,” Jez said before Eliana could say anything.

      “Oh,” Kye said, not fully understanding. He set his empty beer bottle on the bar. “Anyway, we need to go,” he said to Eliana. “Max is waiting.” Eliana let out a shaking breath and looked from Kye to Jez and knocked back her second shot of whiskey.

      “Now or never."
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      Eliana thought she would feel relieved to be out of the bar and away from Jez’s interrogation, but as they crossed the courtyard, her stomach that was filled with nothing but top-shelf whiskey, knotted itself with nerves. The large building that they entered was the renovated warehouse that had served as the main building for the steel mill. The floor was cement, though it looked like it had recently been polished.

      Surprisingly, the place had been arranged with care. Clearly reserved for the men of the club, there was an L-shaped bar and kitchen to her right where currently no one was and across from that, separated by several benches, was a gym with fairly high-tech equipment. To their left, a large common room had been set up complete with couches, armchairs, four televisions, three octagonal poker tables and chairs, as well as bookshelves lining the wall.

      Next to the bookshelves were four floor-to-ceiling garage doors that were currently closed but led to the adjoining building they used as a maintenance shop for their vehicles. The whole place looked expertly renovated, including lighting fixtures, a walled-in bathroom, and even decorations. The only remaining evidence in the place had been a factory where the chains and gear tracks still hung from the ceiling.

      “This way,” Kye said, placing a hand on her back and leading her toward the room. “Max’s office is upstairs.” Eliana only nodded. While outside had felt like a Friday night at the county fair, the ambiance of the clubhouse was that of a stag room in a men’s only club. The only thing missing were antlers on the walls and red-vested man in the corner named Horatio who clipped the tips of cigars and called everyone ‘master’.

      The few men who were inside were using the gym, and their bare chests and rippled abdomens were covered in sweat. They looked at Kye then Eliana with a mixture of curiosity and hunger. She quickly turned her eyes toward the single door on the far end of the room where she was being led.

      If Hell Hollow Road was the first circle of hell, the bar was definitely the lust-filled second level. With the markings of indulgence so evident in the warehouse, Eliana felt the walls screaming gluttony which would make this the fourth. How many levels would she find on the other side of this steel door?

      Without much time to anticipate it, Kye opened the door and let her step in first. Looking more like the sterile corridor of a hospital, only fluorescent lights lit the windowless passage. She couldn’t help but drag her feet, and Kye had to take her by the hand to keep her moving. When they reached the end of the hallway, they trekked up a staircase.

      At the top, another shorter hallway led the opposite direction giving the implication that the office overlooked the warehouse below them. The hall opened into a makeshift waiting room where four men were sitting around a foldout table chatting. They all stopped and stood. Dressed in jeans, black shirts, and patched leather cuts, Eliana could see their guns openly displayed on their hips.

      Two of the men had long, ponytail bound hair, one had a crew cut that screamed ‘former military’, and the other chose to shave his dark head bald. Eliana didn’t think it was possible for Frank and Bruce to be dwarfed, but this special-forces-looking-crew had enough testosterone to produce a dozen men.

      “Here to see Max, KD?” the crewcut man asked and spit a mouthful of sunflower seeds into an ashtray.

      “He’s expecting us,” Kye replied. Crewcut poured another handful of shell-covered seeds into his mouth before rapping twice on the heavy, dark wood door. The only indication he had heard from someone was the way he tilted his head to the right where a coil cord connected to an earpiece.

      “Go ahead,” he said with a bulging cheek and opened the door. The two men with ponytails entered first, and Kye’s nudge on her back urged her in behind them. When Kye reached the doorway, Crewcut placed a hand on his shoulder. “Not you.”

      “Kye?” Eliana asked when she realized he wasn’t behind her. Seeing he was still standing in the doorway, his blank expression was only disrupted by the slightly panicked and apologetic look in his eyes. Before she could chime in a protest, the door slammed shut. It might as well have been the slamming of a coffin door.

      “Miss,” the man to her left said and gestured for her to move farther into the room. As she did, the two of them took their place on either side of the door effectively barring her exit.

      In the complete contrast to the foldout table, chairs, and cement floor of the room she’d just entered from, this office was like the cover of a Forbes magazine. The carpet was a short-cropped white that made her worry she was tracking mud. The walls were also white with marble textured reflective flecks of gold. In front of her was an alabaster desk with only a single white leather chair behind it.

      To her right was an L-shaped chaise lounge sectional with an all leather, cylindrical resting table in the center. A wooden tray with a decanter of amber liquid and four glasses was the only color the formal sitting area offered. What drew her attention, however, was the gray-marble sculpture in the corner.

      The six-foot figurine was a large, flawlessly polished hand whose fingers cradled a bird with intricately carved feathers. The hand was in a slightly strained position, and yet its fingers were not coiled around the bird. Rather it cradled with surprising gentleness considering the powerful figurine. She was still staring at it when the door on the left side of the room slammed open and startled her.

      “Do you have any idea how hard it is to take a piss toting this piece of shit around?” A man with gray hair emerged from the office bathroom carting a wheeled oxygen tank behind him. He was tall, around Kye’s height, possibly taller, but the way he stooped to pull the tank made it hard to discern. He had thick hair he kept trim and despite obviously having health issues, the muscles in his arms and hulk of his abdomen were evident in the fitted shirt he wore.

      Despite his earlier question, Eliana remained silent as the man took a seat behind his desk and pulled the air tube from his nose before taking up the cigar that had been resting on the glass tray on his desk.

      “Miss Granville, I presume?” he asked rhetorically as he leaned back in his chair and examined her.

      “As ordered,” she retorted, and he smiled in amusement. “Max Strong, is it? Or do you prefer ‘your highness’?”

      “Max will do just fine, as long as you mind your manners,” he said, flicking a bit of ash on the tray. “I see you’re admiring my statue,” he observed, his thick Southern accent sounding more prominent. Clearly, he hailed from Tennessee or Kentucky by the sounds of it.

      “It’s beautiful,” she admitted and glanced back at it. “I’m not familiar with the artist, though.”

      “Oh, you likely wouldn’t be,” he stated. “It’s a local talent. Some young kid from the community school. In fact, all my pieces are bought or commissioned from the local school.” He held his hand out indicating the framed pieces around the room. The colored abstract paintings complete with sculpture and ornate bookends on the desk made quite the collection.

      “That’s charitable,” Eliana said, still rooted to her position.

      “You sound surprised.”

      “Hate to break it to you, but your reputation doesn’t scream ‘local-do-gooder’,” she said, tossing a glare in his direction.

      “There’s a town full of people out there who would disagree with you,” Max said, setting his cigar down again. “Maybe I’m not the villain you think I am.”

      “Maybe you’re exactly who I think you are,” she countered with both eyebrows raised. He grinned again and stood to walk around the desk toward her.

      “Do you know what this piece is called?” he asked as he stood next to her, his presence not nearly as sickly as she would have expected from a man on oxygen. “Power,” he said, answering his own question. “You see, the artist understood the nature of authority. Like a bird, it’s fragile, elusive, and at any time it can just… fly away,” he explained with a wave of his hand.

      “Yet the hand is holding it,” Eliana said, not chancing to take her eyes away from Max. “That begs the question, who has the power? The bird with its ability to fly away or the hand that can hold on to it?”

      “I like you, Miss Granville,” Max said, smiling at her. “You’re smart. You can see clearly that the bird can flee or the hand can grab. But if that hand grips too tight, he’ll kill the very thing he’s trying to hold on to. There’s a level of understanding between the two, I think. One of the many reasons I liked it.”

      “So what’s our understanding then?” she asked, cutting straight to the point. Max stepped just slightly closer to her, and Eliana refused to back up as he looked down at her.

      “All in good time, little bird,” he said in a deeper tone. Well, there was no confusion on roles in this situation. Max placed his hand on the back of her shoulder and guided her to the couch where he had her sit. “Your daddy was an enterprising man,” Max began as he lifted the glass lid to the decanter and poured two glasses of the gold brandy.

      “My father was a drunk and a criminal.”

      “There’s no need to bad-mouth the dead,” Max said, handing her a glass, and she was surprisingly grateful for it.

      “There’s no need to romanticize them either,” she said, taking a sip. Max dipped his head to indicate she wasn’t wrong.

      “You know he had a deal worked out with some of the less reputable men from my chapters a few years ago?” Max asked as he took the seat to her right.

      “I’ve heard a few things,” Eliana replied vaguely.

      “Miss Granville, it is in your best interest to be straight with me. While I like a good verbal spar with a beautiful woman, as you can see,” he said, gesturing toward the oxygen tank by his desk, “my time is running short.”

      “I know my father was conning contracts with the lumber suppliers. He was charging commission for deliveries based on miles of road while transporting on the train line. I know he was working with a man named Dean to use a boxcar on the train to tote the lumber trucks. In return, the cars would ride back with stolen goods my dad would drop off. I don’t know where or what the items were. Until the night we were run out of town, I didn’t know my dad was involved with anything to do with the Screaming Demons.”

      “Am I supposed to believe that? Your daddy would come home with more money than any shit blue-collar job could ever pay, and you thought, what? He got lucky on some gas station scratch tickets?”

      “There was never any money around the house,” Eliana replied defensively. “The fridge was usually empty, and bills would pile up until I begged him to pay them. I worked summers just to provide.”

      “What about your house? Who paid for that? Four-bedroom, three-story house in the suburbs?”

      “My dad inherited it from my mother when she died.”

      “What about that fancy private school? I heard you took some extra classes to get you into Ivy League.”

      “Scholarships and secondhand books.”

      “Well ain’t that something,” Max said, downing his drink. He leaned back in his seat and crossed his legs. “Your daddy told you all that?”

      “Yes.”

      “Then he wasn’t just a thief, he was a liar too,” Max said, and Eliana felt the heat drain from her body. “Oh, don’t look at me like that, Miss Granville, you must’ve known deep down. Your daddy didn’t inherit that house, I paid for it. You didn’t get into prep-school on scholarship; you got in on my dollar. Your daddy was running deliveries for the Demons since he was your age.”

      “That’s not possible…”

      “It isn’t?” Max asked patronizingly. Eliana let the reality sink in before she buried her face in her hands. “If you think about it, the only reason you got into Harvard was because of me.”

      “My dad was working with Dean,” Eliana defended with the need to have some ground to stand on.

      “Who was, up until the end, a loyal member of my crew. So, you see,” Max said, leaning forward, “you owe me a great deal, Miss Granville. It’s time to pay up.” Feeling on the verge of hyperventilating, Eliana stood and began pacing in front of his desk. Max ignored her mental breakdown and walked to his side of the desk, opened the top drawer, and removed a thick stack of files. Plopping them open on the desk, Eliana recognized the mug shots from the ones Kye had shown her.

      “I’m not defending murderers,” Eliana snapped. Max walked around the desk and sat on the edge of it.

      “You don’t have much of a choice in the matter, Miss Granville,” Max said firmly. “While you are here in Pine Hill, you are at my beck-and-call. These two men are of no use to me behind bars. They’re looking at the death penalty, do you know what that means?”

      “They’ll get what they deserve?” Eliana countered.

      “No, it means they’re desperate. Desperate men have a way of talking too much when they think it can benefit them. I want their case dismissed, Miss Granville. I am not accustomed to leaving loose ends. From what I understand you’re a decent lawyer, and since I practically paid for that education, it’s time I cashed in.”

      “No.”

      “What did you just say to me?” Max asked, standing upright.

      “I said ‘no’,” Eliana repeated. “I’m not your servant, and I’m not their lawyer.”

      “You don’t seem to understand the gravity of the situation, Miss Granville,” Max said, stepping toward her. “I may have held you with a gentle hand, little bird, but don’t think for a second I won’t close my fist around you until I’ve choked every last ounce of life out of you.” His teeth were clenched together, and with every word, he stepped closer and Eliana moved backward. Max nodded once and the two men by the door, whom she’d forgotten about entirely, each grabbed an arm, dragged her forward, and slammed her face-first onto the desk.

      Crying out in pain, she felt the hand on the back of her neck, her cheek pressed against the crime files, and one arm twisted painfully behind her back. She screamed in pain again as the hand twisted more firmly.

      “What will it be, Miss Granville?” Max asked, standing in front of her. Before she answered, she heard the click of two guns cocking. “Your life or theirs?”
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