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Chapter One
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Enzo

She walked into the ballroom like she didn’t belong—and didn’t care.

Enzo DeLuca didn’t blink. Didn’t move. Just watched.

The red dress cut through the crowd like blood in water—dangerous, vibrant, unforgettable. And the woman wearing it? She didn’t look back once. Not at the cameras flashing near the champagne tower. Not at the mayor’s wife adjusting her pearls. Not even at the guards by the exit, scanning everyone like trained dogs on edge.

She didn’t need to look.

She knew she was being watched.

And Enzo... he hadn’t felt this unsteady in years.

One hand around his glass, the other tucked in his pocket, he let the scotch coat his throat while his mind spun faster than the numbers in the offshore accounts he handled daily. His empire was built on precision. Information. Control.

But this?

This was chaos in heels.

The moment she turned—just slightly—he saw it.

Not recognition.

Not fear.

Not even arrogance.

It was familiarity. As if she’d walked these floors before. Knew the weight of his gaze. Knew how to bait him without blinking.

Impossible.

Because the woman Enzo was seeing—the one who now tilted her chin and smiled at a politician who had no idea who he was talking to—was supposed to be dead.

He’d seen the aftermath himself. The blood. The burning wreckage. The betrayal.

She wasn’t a ghost.

She was something worse.

Alive.

And walking straight into his world with secrets stitched into the tilt of her smile.

Enzo

He didn’t move from his post by the balcony doors. Not yet. To move would be to admit something. That he was affected. Curious. Maybe even—unsettled.

And Enzo DeLuca didn’t get unsettled.

He unsettled others.

Still, his eyes stayed locked on her as she circled the crowd with predatory calm. Not mingling—observing. Calculating. Every step purposeful, like she was waiting for someone to make the first mistake.

He could respect that. Hell, he’d built his entire empire on that instinct.

But it didn’t make her presence any less dangerous.

Dominik slid up beside him, tux collar loosened, two fingers resting near the inside of his jacket like always. “You see her?”

Enzo didn’t answer.

Dominik followed his gaze, whistled low. “Damn. She looks like trouble.”

“She is,” Enzo said coldly.

Dominik’s brow creased. “You know her?”

Enzo finally turned his head. “No. I buried her.”

Dominik blinked. “Say again?”

Enzo drained the rest of his drink and set the glass down with silent precision. His expression gave nothing away, but his chest burned like he’d swallowed fire.

“She shouldn’t be here,” he said.

“Want me to pull her?”

Enzo considered it—just for a moment. The easy route. Intercept her. Drag her out. Demand answers in a dark room with a locked door and two armed guards outside.

But that wasn’t how this played.

Not with her.

“No,” Enzo murmured. “Let her circle. Let her think I haven’t seen her. She’ll come to me.”

Dominik raised a brow. “And if she doesn’t?”

Enzo’s jaw flexed.

“She will.”

Because whatever game she was playing, it had just become his.
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Chapter Two
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Maeve

She hadn't meant to look at him.

The whole damn plan depended on staying invisible. Blend in. Move through the room like smoke—felt but never noticed. She wore red because it distracted people, misled them. They’d remember the color, not the woman.

But the second her eyes drifted toward the balcony... her mask cracked.

There he was.

Enzo DeLuca.

Leaning against glass like a ruler surveying his crumbling kingdom. Unbothered. Dangerous. Disgustingly sharp in a black suit that shouldn’t have made her heart twist the way it did.

It had been years. She thought she was over it—over him.

But the sight of Enzo alive and untouched by time brought the memories rushing back like old blood through reopened wounds.

Her breath stuttered, just once.

Then she turned away, swallowed the tremor in her chest, and kept moving.

This wasn’t about revenge. Not anymore.

It wasn’t even about closure. That ship sank years ago along with half her soul on the Irish coast.

No—Maeve was here because someone was killing off the ghosts of a broken alliance. And the only man still breathing who knew what really happened on that mission?

Was Enzo.

She didn’t trust him. Didn’t expect him to help her. But she wasn’t walking away until she found out who was cleaning up the past—and why.

Because the bloodbath was coming. She could feel it in her bones.

And the next name on that kill list might be hers.

She slipped into the hallway outside the ballroom, heels echoing against marble until she stopped in front of a mirror.

Her reflection looked like armor.

Painted lips. Sharp cheekbones. Unreadable eyes. The kind of woman men flirted with out of ignorance—and backed away from once they saw what waited beneath the surface.

But she didn’t feel powerful.

She felt tired.

Tired of running. Of hiding. Of surviving on instinct and paranoia.

Of waking up in hotel rooms with a knife under her pillow and an ache in her chest she never let herself name.

She reached into her clutch and pulled out a flash drive.

It held just enough intel to get his attention. Enough to prove she wasn’t here to play games.

Not this time.

Maeve took a breath, slid the drive back into place, and started walking again.

Not toward Enzo.

Not yet.

But soon.

Because if she wanted answers...

she’d have to face the man who buried her first.
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Chapter Three
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Enzo

He didn’t leave the ballroom immediately.

Not because he was calm—he wasn’t—but because walking away too soon would’ve looked like weakness. And Enzo DeLuca didn’t show cracks in public.

Instead, he moved with precision. Shook hands. Murmured agreements. Let Dominik make small talk while his mind spiraled like a live wire sparking inside a glass cage.

Maeve Callahan.

Alive.

Walking through his world like a warning.

When the last of the guests filtered out and the lights dimmed, he finally let the mask slip.

The scotch in his hand had gone warm. Forgotten.

He set it down without drinking and loosened his tie with one hand.

Dominik entered behind him as the cleanup crew began resetting the ballroom for tomorrow’s charity gala—or whatever empty event was booked next.

"You gonna tell me what that was?" Dom asked, voice low.

Enzo didn’t answer. He stood still in the shadows, eyes fixed on the far doorway where she had disappeared.

“She’s not a ghost,” he said finally.

“Sure as hell looked like one.”

Enzo exhaled slowly, each breath layered in heat and calculation. “She’s here for a reason.”

“Yeah. That reason better not be you.”

That pulled a bitter smile from him. “She always had her own mission. I was just collateral.”

Dominik watched him in silence. “You think she’s working with someone?”

“I know she is. She wouldn’t come back otherwise. Not without a play.”

Dom paused, then nodded. “You want her followed?”

Enzo finally turned, his gaze cold. “Don’t bother.”

“You sure?”

“She’ll come to me.”

Dominik narrowed his eyes. “And if she doesn’t?”

Enzo’s jaw flexed. “Then I’ll find her first.”

Back in his penthouse, Enzo stood at the floor-to-ceiling windows, staring down at the lights below.

He remembered the last time he saw her—blood on concrete, gunfire ringing in his ears, the sharp crack of betrayal as orders changed and chaos swallowed the op whole.

Maeve hadn’t screamed. She hadn’t begged.

She’d looked him dead in the eye before disappearing into the fire. And even then, even in that moment—he hadn’t believed she died. Not really.

But now?

Now he knew she hadn’t.

And that changed everything.

Because whatever she was here for—it wasn’t over.

Not between them.

Not yet.
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Chapter Four
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Maeve

She waited until the city went quiet.

Not silent—New York never truly slept. But in the sliver of night where noise became background and movement blurred, that was when Maeve moved.

She sat on the edge of the motel bed—far beneath Enzo’s world of penthouses and power—and stared at the photograph spread across the cheap wooden desk.

It was grainy. Surveillance quality.

The man in it was someone she once trusted.

Now he was dead.

Throat slit. Fingers broken. Mouth sewn shut.

The message was clear: talk, and you die screaming.

He was the fourth in three weeks.

Everyone connected to the Ireland mission was being hunted down and erased.

And she was next.

Maeve leaned forward and pulled a second photo from her bag. Not surveillance. Personal. Folded, soft-edged. She hadn’t meant to keep it.

Enzo—years ago. Back when things were still muddy instead of broken. He stood next to her in a bulletproof vest, sun in his hair, scowl etched in place.

She’d loved him once. Maybe still did.

Didn’t matter.

This wasn’t about love.

This was about survival.

And the only man who might have the firepower, the resources, and the cold ruthlessness to help her stop what was coming... was him.

She stood outside his building two hours later. Hood up. Nerves flat.
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