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            TOMORROW AND EVERY DAY AFTER

          

        

      

    

    
      Eleni

      

      I roll over in the thin cot, my whole body aching, and stare blearily at the dull gray ceiling.

      The crack in one corner looks like it might’ve grown another millimeter since I last checked. Not that I know how long it’s been.

      There are no windows in here and just one heavy, metal door without even one of those little, barred windows you always see in movies to give me a clue what time it is. Camila dropped me off days or hours or months ago, and I haven’t seen her since. I push myself up to sit, intending to do whatever kind of exercise I can in here to pass the time or keep in shape for whatever empty opportunity I get.

      So far, all opportunities have been met with beatings. Bruises collect on my body between bright incisions where the edge of a nightstick or gun caught me.

      My stomach twists. I lurch to my feet, stumble a few steps, and fall to my knees in front of the flat approximation of a toilet they allow me in here, the only furniture other than my cot. My breakfast—or lunch, or dinner—splatters noisily against the plastic. I’ve grown used to the burn of bile. They feed me the same food for every meal, and whatever it is, it doesn’t seem to agree with me. I wipe my mouth on the increasingly stained sleeve of my shirt and slump against the floor.

      In my mind’s eye, I picture the diner upstate Dante took me to that one day. The food I ordered was good, but I’m craving something Dante pointed out to me on the menu called disco fries. Thick, brown gravy drenches the potatoes, dripping off the half-melted mozzarella cheese curds. I wasn’t brave enough to order them last time. Now, they make my mouth water with want.

      Fuck, I might actually be losing it.

      With effort—more every day, though I’m trying not to think about that—I imagine Dante’s face. The hard planes of his cheeks and jaw. The darkness of his eyes that rivals the night sky. His matching hair, and the soft curls in it he tries to hide like they betray a secret softness to him. Tired worry and anger floods my veins. I don’t know how long I’ve been here, I don’t know how I’m getting out, but I know that I am. Between Dante and I, no one in the world could keep me forever.

      The door creaks open, and I lean up on my elbow slowly in fear of pissing off my stomach again. It grumbles but doesn’t formally revolt. A broad, clean-cut guard I haven’t seen before steps in with the usual plastic lunch tray of food. He takes in my position on the floor then the reeking mess in the “toilet.”

      “I can come back, if you’re too sick now,” he says.

      I blink. That’s…not how this usually goes. More often than not, a heavily tattooed, Russian-accented man tosses the tray on the floor, sending the bread sliding away and spilling some of the water on the pale chicken in the middle, regardless of how pathetic I’ve looked. They never offered to come back. This guy doesn’t even really sound like he has an accent.

      “Uh, no,” I say, more to keep him in the room than anything else. Despite the fact my trays have no more cutlery than a thin paper cup, every single guard has watched me eat, like I could craft a weapon from rotisserie chicken and white bread.

      I already would have, if I could.

      He sets the tray down and backs up a few feet. I scuttle over to it. I don’t even want to picture myself anymore. The well-dressed, recently groomed version of myself Gianna and I invented is long dead. I must look feral as I tear into the chicken with my hands and wash it down with sips of the glass of water they provide with every meal and no other time. The food might be what’s making me sick, but with all my throwing up, I’m nearly constantly ravenous. I can’t miss the opportunity to gain any strength I can.

      “How are you?” the guard asks.

      I laugh, my mouth full. Mama would be horrified. The guard just nods.

      “I guess that’s fair enough.”

      A heavy curtain of silence falls between us. I glance up at him from time to time, both waiting for him to pull a weapon and yank away the slim veneer of comfort he offers, and try to figure out what the hell he is.

      He wears the same clothes as the Russians, mostly. But his wife beater bears fewer stains, and his track pants don’t scrape against each other with the same plastic shriek.

      His sneakers…God, I could really be losing my mind, but they look like they’re made of two different shoes. From my angle below him on the floor, I can see thick, unworn soles that contrast the wear of the tops and laces.

      A gun juts casually out of his waistband, and a heavy club I’ve seen cops use dangles out of his pocket, but he doesn’t reach for either of them. I have no clue what’s happening, but I can’t really make things worse. The bruises from my last few attempts to learn anything keep gathering friends no matter what I do.

      “What day is it?” My voice is a rasp that almost scares me.

      He wets his lips. “I can’t tell you.”

      “What’s your name?” I try instead.

      “Yagdash.” He smiles. The word sounds strange in his mouth, like the corners and angles of it don’t quite fit.

      “I don’t believe you,” I mutter before cramming the last of my slice of bread into my mouth.

      Either he didn’t hear me, or he doesn’t want to respond. Both are fine with me. My frantic mind spins out on the possibility he’s some capo I haven’t met, an agent of Dante’s sent to save me. I can’t blow his cover. Or—I glance up at “Yagdash”—someone from the Irish Kings, or the triads. Another organization trying to swoop in while I’m vulnerable. The way he clips his words could be hiding another accent, but he looks too white for the triads to allow him membership.

      If I keep my mind sharp, even as my body dissolves around me, I might survive this. And I have to survive long enough for the escape I know is coming.

      “You didn’t finish your chicken,” Yagdash says evenly.

      I glance at the completely empty tray. Not even a drop of water remains. With a scowl, I grab the plastic and flip it upside down to prove him wrong.

      My heart leaps. There, scratched on the back of weak plastic, sit two words. Hang on.

      “Ah, can’t be doing that.” Yagdash grabs the tray, the cup that fell off it, and the full “toilet,” then leaves the room without another word.

      When the metal door slams shut behind him, I lean against the side of my cot and dig my nails into my palms. Hang on. Just a little longer.
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            KNIFE’S EDGE

          

        

      

    

    
      Dante

      

      I slam my fist down on the counter, making the cat statue with its paw in the air topple over. “That’s not fucking good enough.”

      Wing, the boss of the biggest triad in Chinatown, looks at me without a flicker of emotion in his eyes. “You storm into my shop. You set your goon outside to scare away reputable customers. And then you tell me I haven’t met your expectations?”

      I suck in a breath and grab for the fraying remains of my hold on my temper. A week and a half. She’s been gone for a week and a half, and I’m not any goddamn closer than I was the night she disappeared.

      If I didn’t know about the three armed bruisers behind the curtain in this stupid fucking tea shop Wing and I both know handles a paltry portion of their money laundering, I’d already have my gun out. As is, I glance at Tony through the plate-glass store windows and remind myself he can’t get in here fast enough.

      “Is there anything else?” I ask, not bothering to keep the strain of desperation out of my voice.

      “No.” Wing stares down his nose at me. “A dozen Russian monsters stormed my warehouse. They destroyed at least as many of my people, and more product. None can identify them because none lived. Trust me, Dante, I would have these Russians already in hand if I could.”

      “And Eleni?” Saying her name feels like scraping a razor blade along my vocal cords. A week and a half. I don’t even know what they could be doing to her right now.

      He cocks his head to the side and studies me for a long moment. “Your warehouse 42C shares a wall with one of mine, one I’ve been looking to expand. If I were to gain access to—”

      “Done.” I shove my hand out in front of me to shake on it. “It’s yours if you tell me anything you find out and turn her over to me if you find her first.”

      Wing’s first smile of the meeting curves his lips. He shakes my hand. “Now that we’re partners, I’ll admit one more thing. Those Russians peeled out of the docks headed north.”

      I thank him profusely, bob a quick bow as my father taught me when dealing with the triads, and storm out of the tea shop.

      Tony falls into step beside me as soon as I exit. Exhaustion blurs his normally sharp features. I’ve sent nearly all of the Saints to ground as the Russians tear a hole through this goddamn city, but I couldn’t give him up. I know it’s selfish. Seb hasn’t even been buried yet. But without my caporegime, I would come completely unglued.

      “Anything?” he asks.

      “They headed north,” I hiss. “The Russians should be holed up in Brighton, where they’ll blend.”

      “You can’t exactly put those tattooed motherfuckers on the Upper East Side.” Tony clenches and unclenches his fists. Like me, he’s barely slept. We are more fury and caffeine than men, but maybe that’s what we need.

      I nod. “I’m thinking upstate.”

      Tony snarls. “That bitch would make it hard on us.”

      That bitch being Camila. The Russians are playing hardball with the city’s drug trade, but they’re barely bothering to do more than take out the people they find in other syndicate hideouts. The only reason El would be missing is if Camila took her. Chasing the Russians might take me from their boss to her, but if I can just get close enough, she can’t fucking hide from me. Not now.

      My phone rings. I slide it out of my pocket and surreptitiously check the caller ID. Tony and I have been living in each other’s back pockets, sleeping in my office more often than not, but I haven’t told him about my deal with Henry. I’ll milk the fucking fed for all he’s worth, but I don’t need to drag Tony through the mud with me. The only clock on his hunt is his revenge. I need to find El.

      Unknown number. Outer boroughs area code. I pick up.

      “Dante,” Cal’s normally loose brogue sounds tight. “I come bearing gifts.”

      We reach the car. I slide into the driver’s seat and put my phone on speaker instantly.

      “What kind of gifts?” I ask.

      “The Eastern European sort you’re so hungry for,” Cal replies.

      Tony’s scowl deepens. My heart skips a beat.

      “Found a bar,” Cal continues. “Old Russian hangout. Upscale thing, penthouse.”

      “How the fuck are you getting into a penthouse bar?” I throw the car into drive and peel away. If Cal doesn’t have a plan worth explaining, I still need to get back to Staten Island fast enough to gear up for a proper raid and return.

      “Owner’s a friend of a friend.” I can hear the bitter smile in his voice. “It turns out they’re not much fonder of their tenants than we are.”

      “Count us in,” I say. “When?”

      “Tonight.”

      I hiss a breath through my teeth and press the pedal closer to the floor, bobbing and weaving through traffic.

      “Sorry, gentlemen, you haven’t given me reason to trust you in planning stages,” Cal says. “If you were willing to talk about a partnership—”

      “We’ll be there,” I spit.

      “Grand.” Cal hangs up before I can.

      I start to coax the car faster and faster, the engine whining, but then the dashboard clock blares the time. I’m going to be late if I go home now. I slam the brakes and spin into a turn, sending Tony knocking against the door. Two more sharp corners, and I park in front of Lou’s Deli.

      Tony looks at the secret headquarters we’ve always held on this side of the bridge then at me. “You know some bar raid isn’t going to tell you shit.”

      My temper strains at my weakening hold. “You don’t know shit.”

      “It’s Cal Duncan,” Tony says tiredly. “He’d shoot at clouds if the rain pissed him off.”

      “Cal is a lunatic.” I squeeze the wheel. “He runs the Kings with an iron fist, and I wouldn’t spend an evening with him if I had another goddamn way. Right now, he’s got a lick of territory and a quarter of the manpower the Russians have, but he has an in, which we don’t. ”

      Tony looks at Lou’s again. “What did you promise Wing?”

      Like a pricked balloon, all my righteous rage dribbles out of me. A week and a half of stealing half-hours of sleep on the couch I first fucked Eleni on slam into me like a fist to the gut. I’m so goddamn tired. I just want to find Eleni and take her home. No, not even that. I want to take her far, far away from here, where no one has ever heard our names.

      “I have a meeting,” I say. “I’ll pick you up in a couple hours. Be ready.”

      Tony doesn’t say anything as he gets out of the car, but the way he slams the door tells me everything I need to know. Seb is sitting on ice in a funeral home somewhere, waiting for Tony to have five fucking minutes to bury him, and I’m dropping Tony off to be babysat.

      I pull away from the curb. I can’t be late.
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      Eleni

      

      Another millimeter on that crack in the ceiling. Or maybe the same millimeter as last time. If the cot were a little higher, I could trace it with my fingers. Yagdash hasn’t been back in three meals, and I don’t know whether I dreamed his message anymore.

      “—the fuck do you mean, no?” a woman shrieks.

      I lever myself up on an elbow. I haven’t heard a woman’s voice since Camila last left.

      “I need more protection here!” The voice grows louder, as if approaching, and I realize it is Camila. “Are you fucking listening to me? At least half a dozen men.”

      Someone murmurs a response, but their voice is too low for me to hear. Their statement ends in a thud I can’t make sense of from inside my concrete cell.

      “Last night, those fucking redheaded gnats hit the White Winter. We lost people. And I put my ass on the line, promising the White Winter was fucking untouchable,” she yells. “That means they’re closing in.”

      “No,” the other voice rumbles. “It means your ass is on the line. He’s not going to be happy with this request.”

      Camila shrieks, a wordless, animal rage. I cling to the details. White Winter doesn’t mean anything to me, but the red-headed gnats have to be the Irish Kings. They probably found a Russian site. I lean forward, hoping to hear anything about Dante and the Saints.

      “Tell him whatever the fuck you want,” she shouts. “I know what I fucking need to run this operation, and he knows I know. Just get it done!”

      The door to my cell slams open, and I drop back against the bed as fast as I can.

      “Don’t waste my fucking time,” Camila spits.

      She slams the door shut behind her, and I twist my head to look at her without getting up. She’s wearing wide, barely blue pants and a matching blouse, but the blouse hangs slightly out of her waistband and her hair is loose. She looks wild, her eyes burning. I shouldn’t test her right now. So I sit up slowly, willing my stomach to remain calm.

      “Why are you—”

      Mistake. Camila whips one of those heavy batons out of a pale holster I didn’t notice, hers nearly clear compared to the black sticks of the other guards, and charges me with a scream. I throw my hands up, and her first blow lands on my forearms. The bones jar, but she doesn’t hit nearly as hard as the massive Russian men I’ve been holding up against.

      “You’re not worth it!” She reels back and swings at my side.

      Praying my stomach holds up, I roll under her blow and off the cot. Nausea claws at my throat, but I resist it to barrel into her legs. She topples to the floor with a string of curses. I should climb on top of her and take control, but I have to breathe in and out through my nose a few times or vomit.

      Camila takes advantage of my hesitation and slams her baton into my shoulders. “You don’t even know what you have! You’re wasting it!”

      The perfect picture of Dante I keep inscribing in my mind, planning for however long she keeps me, burns in my mind’s eye. A smile softens his severe face, and I remember his admission that he had a whole plan for his proposal but couldn’t resist asking me.

      Who gives a fuck if I throw up on Camila Donato?

      As she looms over me for another blow, I channel all my training, with and without Dante. I slam my foot into her stomach, making her crumple, and then crunch her nose under my fist. She goes down with a shriek, and I roll on top of her.

      My stomach riots. I ignore it to bruise her perfect cheekbone, to try to knock one of her glistening teeth out. She loses her hold on the baton and claws at my arms. The bright lines of pain only spur my indolent anger to a fiery rage. I knock her head to the side one more time then realize I’m wasting my time. Her slim, golden throat is right there.

      I lock my hands around her windpipe. Her eyes go wide.

      “I used to be just like you!” she wheezes.

      I roll my eyes and try to find the part of her throat that crushes her vocal cords.

      “I got pulled into this life.” She sinks her stiletto-sharp nails into the backs of my hands. “I know what it’s like to go from innocent to unable to get out without dying.”

      “I don’t want to get out.” I squeeze harder. Her eyes bulge.

      “You don’t have to!” Her voice is a thin whisper of air. “I can show you how to—to be more. To reach the top of whoever has the power.”

      “I thought you wanted Dante.”

      She squirms underneath me like a worm. Hot, vibrant power courses through me. Her fragile life is in my hands.

      “I want to survive,” she wheezes, “just like you do. Work with me. I can protect you, and we can share his body in the aftermath.”

      I adjust my hands one last time, and that seems to be the right position. Camila falls silent, fighting weakly. Her nails barely break my skin. Her punches don’t even bruise. She falls limp in my grasp. A few seconds more, and she’ll be dead. I’ll have killed her with my bare hands, nothing like shooting Luca or calling for all those deaths in the aftermath.

      My stomach wrenches. I lurch off Camila and vomit. When it’s done, I feel hollow, shaky. She remains motionless behind me. Bright-red handprints, my handprints, mar her skin. Even like this, it would be easy to climb on top of her and finish the job.

      I slump to the concrete floor and stare up at the ceiling. The one crack in the corner seems to have shrunk from this angle. Long minutes dribble away.

      Camila coughs. I twist my head to look at her.

      “If I were you,” she says, “I’d care a lot more about my survival now.”

      I raise an eyebrow.

      She gets to her feet. Dirt mars her perfect outfit, but she straightens it anyway. “Your life is tied to the baby’s. So I guess that’s the question—the two of you, or Dante?”
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            SLEEPING WITH THE DEVIL

          

        

      

    

    
      Dante

      

      I slide into the booth in the tiny, barely-Brooklyn diner across from Henry Alcott and a man I don’t know, and I think about killing them here and now.

      We agreed to be subtle about this. I picked a place outside of any territory worth talking about. I changed in the car, into one of the patterned button-downs I only keep for the barbecue and a pair of shorts. And here these two assholes sit with their high-and-tights, cop shoes squeaking on the stained linoleum, badges and guns bulging their crap impersonation of what normal people wear to lunch. They need to know who the fuck they’re dealing with, and that I’m not fucking around anymore.

      “Who the fuck are you?” I ask the stranger with no preamble.

      He prickles. “All right, dickhead, you—”

      Henry holds his hand out between us. “This is Jace Covett. He’s…a friend.”

      “Covett.” I roll the name around in my mouth. The shape of it is familiar to me. “There was a Covett in the remains of Thano Coppola’s books.”

      “Don’t fucking say that name,” he hisses.

      I snort and lean back, pleased with the confirmation of his guilt. Fucking dirty cops. “Easy enough. By the way, Henry, I heard you just got transferred here from Chicago.”

      “I did,” he says slowly. “Why?”

      “No reason.” I shake my head with a smile. “Just funny, cause I also heard the key witness in the Luciano case died before he could take the stand.”

      Henry pales a few shades. “Did he?”

      I nod slowly. “The whole case is falling apart. And they really thought they had Luciano this time too.”

      The waitress wanders over, takes our orders between snapping her gum and texting, and wanders away.

      “Now that we’re all on the same page”—I cross my arms, just barely revealing the strap of a shoulder holster in the neck of my shirt—“what do you have?”

      “Something solid.” Henry taps on the edge of the table. “Couple months back, Jace placed an asset in a pack of Russian dealers upstate.”

      My heart hammers. The waitress drags over three cups of black coffee, all lukewarm. I suck mine down without tasting it.

      “The asset is…let’s say a go-getter,” Henry continues. “Soared up the chain. Not close enough to the boss for a name, but close enough to touch the New York syndicate already.”

      “And I’d rather not risk his cover on this bullshit,” Jace mutters.

      “We won’t,” Henry says with the finality of an argument they’ve already had a dozen times.

      I can barely focus on all this goddamn backstory. I don’t care about assets or dealers upstate. I want to know where El is, and I want to know now. I’m vibrating in a way that has nothing to do with the coffee.

      “Cut to the fucking chase, or the director will find a very interesting letter on his desk come morning,” I say.

      Jace starts forward like he’s going to hit me, but Henry stops him. I offer my most shit-eating grin.

      “Long story short, he found her,” Henry says. “Eleni. And she’s alive.”

      All the breath whooshes out of my body in a single gust. My ears feel like they’re ringing. Alive. I’ll get to touch her again, taste her lips, apologize for leaving her.

      I nod like I’m not coming apart at the seams. “So when are we going?”

      “We?” Jace sneers. “I wouldn’t go anywhere with you.”

      I don’t give a fuck about his attitude anymore. It rolls off my shoulders under the soporific whirlpool of the knowledge Eleni’s alive.

      “The asset can get her out of danger during the FBI’s raid,” Henry says.

      “I can get her the fuck out of danger,” I reply. “Give me the goddamn address. I’ll end it tonight. She’s upstate, right?”

      Jace and Henry exchange looks. I think about knocking their heads together. Our food arrives, and absolutely none of it is what we ordered.

      “If you’re involved in the raid, you will be arrested,” Henry says with all the finality of a cell door slamming shut. “Our credentials protect Jace and I. You’re just another wanted criminal.”

      “You fucking pigs,” I snarl. “Tell me where she is, or I’ll—”

      Jace grabs for his gun, Henry for his badge.

      “Or you’ll what?” Henry says. “I could write just as lovely a letter as you. That house of yours is looking nice, by the way.”

      Goddammit. My temper strains to bursting at the edges of my control. I need—

      “Fine,” I spit. “Then I don’t give a fuck about getting arrested. Lock me up and throw away the key. I need to fucking see her.”

      Henry and Jace exchange another glance. I claw onto the edge of the table instead of shooting them both.

      “You can’t fucking tell him,” Jace says in a near whisper. “This is what he’s like now. It’s like unhooking a rabid dog’s chain.”

      “I’m right fucking here,” I reply.

      Henry shakes his head. “No, it’s not. I grew up with him. I grew up in this life. I know what the news is going to mean.”

      “What the fuck are you talking about?” I seethe, looking from man to man.

      “Watch your fucking language, you Italian prick–”

      “You don’t need your dick to raid some warehouse,” I press. “I have a fucking knife, and I’m happy to show you how good I am.”

      “Enough,” Henry says sternly.

      Jace’s jaw works. “I think you’re an idiot.” He eyes Henry before lowering his gaze to his fists.

      “And yet, I’ve got six months of seniority on you.” Henry turns back to me with a perfectly placid smile that makes me want to knock his teeth in. “Where they’re keeping her, someone has seen fit to knock Eleni out a few times and submit her to doctor’s visits.”

      “What?”

      “They’re monitoring her condition,” Henry says patiently, “because she’s a little over a month pregnant.”

      The diner falls away. My blood roars in my ears. Pregnant. My Eleni, lost somewhere in the world, carrying our first child. She’s going to be beautiful with pregnancy. My spinning mind constructs a vision of her; glowing, belly bulging, swatting me and telling me it’s my job as the husband to get her whatever she wants. A taut, fragile smile pulls on my cheeks. Son or daughter, I’ll love them. Oh, I’ll spoil them senseless.

      Reality crashes back down on me with aching certainty. I can’t spoil anyone from jail. I can’t risk my life or my freedom on this raid. I need to make sure I’m here for Eleni and our child. I exhale, long and slow, then open eyes I don’t remember closing. Henry is watching me closely, his eyebrows pinched. Jace is shaking his head.

      “Okay,” I say. “I’ll stay out of the raid itself, somewhere nearby, and I won’t pull heroics at the last second. What’s the plan?”

      Henry grins.
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      Eleni

      

      I pace the few steps back and forth in my tiny concrete cell, trying to keep my thoughts in order. Somewhere outside, someone made something with cabbage, and the reek of it is making it hard to think. But I need to focus. If I can count all the meals I’ve had, maybe I can figure out how long I’ve been here, and then I’ll know whether Camila was lying about the baby.

      Nine meals since Yagdash and the message. I think. Or was it ten? No, eight. Okay, that’s too far. I’ve had one meal since I woke up. Before that….

      I sit down with a groan. Counting is impossible down here, and the stench is only making it worse! My period has always been regular. Dante and I used protection. Surely, I’ll know when I’m pregnant.

      Deep in the darkest recesses of my mind, I kind of hope I’m not. I can picture a family with Dante someday, but if I’m pregnant now, and Camila knows, she’s going to find a way to make me choose between the baby and him. I just know it.

      Muffled by the thick cement walls around me, a car backfires. I whip my head up. I haven’t heard anything that wasn’t nearby. Maybe within the hallway I’m on. And there’s no way there’s a car back here, so that’s…gunfire.

      Again. My heart races. Dante found me. I smooth my hair, scrub my sleeve over my mouth. It’s impossible to even keep track of the last time I threw up. Then, I climb to my feet and ready myself.

      The door screeches open. I start to smile. Camila sprints in, her white sundress spattered with bright-red blood and a wild look in her eye.

      “Too late.” She cackles and swings the gun in her hand toward me.

      Toward my stomach.

      Some new instinct, hot and bright, overwhelms me, and I dive away just as she pulls the trigger. It’s not graceful. I land in a heap, curled around my center protectively. The door stands open a few feet away, but between the metallic stink of blood and that goddamn cabbage, I can barely move without puking. Camila turns slowly, still laughing.

      “I gave you the option.” She takes careful aim. “But you don’t know how to—”

      Bullets fly in through the open door. Camila leaps for cover, turning my cot on its side. I crane my neck as much as I can just in time to see Yagdash step inside, now wearing a bulletproof vest.

      “Come on,” he says. “We have to move.”

      Helpless tears fill my eyes. “I-I can’t—”

      He glances at me for a second. “Fuck. Okay.” Yagdash stuffs his weapon into his belt and scoops me off the ground in one smooth move.

      I clap a hand to my mouth. When Camila captured me, I was able to fight. I was dangerous. I was someone Cal Duncan wanted to meet. And now, I’m just some girl trying not to puke on the man she thinks is rescuing her.

      Yagdash charges out of the cement room and into the surrounding basement. The dirt floor kicks up puffs of dust under his feet, and a handful of Russians lay bleeding already. I look behind us and see the concrete cell I’ve been living in is one of a few in a line but clearly a new addition to this ancient basement.

      He hits the stairs. I twist and puke over his arms. He curses again but doesn’t stop, something I think I’ll always be grateful for. The cabbage smell grows more and more overpowering.

      We exit the stairs into an old-looking kitchen. Faded wooden cabinets. A pot of something noxious on the stove. A metal table, stained and burned with years of use. My stomach seizes like it wants to puke again but doesn’t have anything left. Yagdash doesn’t hesitate, just runs toward where I can still hear gunshots. I cling to his arm and wrap my other hand around my stomach, like that’ll protect anything that might be in there.

      “Covering fire!” Yagdash hollers into what I just noticed is a headset. My fingers drift over the bright white letters on his vest. “I’m coming out.”

      The gunfire increases, but with more of the telltale sound of bullets hitting wood and drywall. A soft, white dust filters down from the ceiling as Yagdash sprints past a wallpapered staircase and out the open front door. I suck in my first breath of clean air—

      And choke on it. The overgrown lawn disappears under the sheer number of people in full tactical gear, all emblazoned with a bright, white “FBI.” My chest constricts, squeezing all the air out of my lungs. My hand on his arms starts shaking. Dante’s been arrested. I’m being arrested. It’s all over. I’m never even going to get to say goodbye to Mama.

      “Don’t tell them anything,” Yagdash mutters.

      He drops me on a stretcher, and a small army of EMTs swarm me before I can ask anything. Only the clouds overhead whisking past and the deafening rattling tell me the stretcher is moving. I can’t feel anything anymore. It’s over.

      “—lo.” One of the EMTs tries to meet my gaze. “Hello, miss, I need to ask you a few questions.”

      My breath rasps out of my throat. Oh, god.

      “How many fingers am I holding up?” He offers me three fingers.

      “Th-th-three.” My teeth chatter, nearly catching my tongue. Was I in that room until winter came? Why am I so cold?

      Shock. This is shock. I feel it creeping into my bones.

      “Are you injured anywhere?” he asks.

      The baby. I don’t know. I open and close my mouth, trying to shape uncertain words. He nods worriedly and begins attaching clamps and wires to me. Something starts beeping. I raise up, and then the sky disappears, replaced by the textured metal ceiling of an ambulance.

      We’re moving now. The vibration beneath from the tires tearing over bumpy, unkempt payment has my head lolling as fresh nausea sweeps through me, blurring my senses.

      The EMTs talk amongst themselves, attach more things to me. A sharp needle enters my arm, but I only notice it by its shine in the air above me. They have Dante. They have me. They have the baby. There is nothing left of my family.

      The ambulance skids to a stop. That seems soon. A yard like that wouldn’t happen anywhere populous. Then, the back doors open, and I scream.

      Dante steps in. Exhausted, the lines on his face more prominent than ever, wrinkled like a used tissue, but Dante is here. I fight the grasps and restraints of the EMTs, weeping openly.

      He brandishes a gun. “All right, we’re gonna do this nice and simple. My friend up front has direction. If you take us there, leave enough equipment to take care of her, and go, we won’t have any problems.”

      The EMT who asked me about his fingers frowns. “She’s not seriously injured, but—”

      “I will take care of her!” Dante bellows. “Drive or die. Those are your choices.”

      The EMT nods. Distantly, I hear Tony giving directions, and the ambulance starts moving. My breath feels less like it’s fighting me. Dante sits next to me.

      “Oh, El,” he says like I’m a damaged heirloom.

      Still, he kisses me like I’m the most beautiful thing he’s ever seen.
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      Dante

      

      I sit in an armchair I dragged into the master bedroom in my safe house upstate, watching Dr. Fletcher and his nurse tend to El. She looks so small in the bed, the hollows of her cheeks sunken and her hair lank. Not seriously injured, the EMT said. Still, I’m thrilled I had enough time to hire Fletcher and the nurse before the raid. They’re discreet, professional, and fast. They talk to each other in snippets of conversation that give me the barest hint of what’s going on.

      “Saline. Her veins are shrunken.”

      “Heart rate elevated, but not dangerously.”

      “That laceration is likely infected. We need penicillin and a disinfectant.”

      I don’t dare interrupt them. I can’t imagine stealing a second Eleni might need to get better. Tear streaks mark her face, and she was already crying when I got in the ambulance. In the end, Camila had her in that fucking house for two weeks. Two goddamn weeks. I am counting my blessings she’s not in more danger, but I’m fucking terrified.

      Tony leans in the doorway. “Dante, I need to talk to you.”

      “Fuck off,” I say without any heat, without looking away from El.

      “Now.” Tony’s voice holds a note of iron I almost never hear from him.

      I twist. My best friend, my caporegime, is pale with an expression I’ve never seen before.

      El makes a small, pained noise, and I whip back around. “Talk here or wait.”

      Tony grabs my arm and hauls me out of the chair. “Fucking now.”

      I’m too stunned to do anything but stumble after him. Sure, we’ve fought, even physically. We grew up side-by-side. But he’s never touched me like this before. Tony rips open the door to a random guest bedroom and shoves me inside.

      “Henry Alcott led that raid,” Tony says.

      My stomach drops. He’s putting it together.

      “So?” I ask.

      He scoffs. “You think I’m fucking stupid. Great. I put my kid brother’s fucking funeral on hold to follow your sorry ass around the city, and you want to treat me like a goddamn secretary.”

      “I don’t think you’re stupid.” My temper is exhausted from control, drained and hapless, but it starts to stir anyway. “I made you my fucking caporegime, didn’t I? And you know good and well Seb deserves a capo’s funeral, with everyone around him.”
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