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Part I: The Audition (Chapters 1–15)

Chapter 1: The New Uniform

“Welcome to the family, Jake,” Victoria Morgan said, her voice a practiced melody of polished charm and ice, as I shook her elegant, manicured hand. Her smile didn't quite reach her eyes. I managed a polite half-smile in return, already calculating the security cameras dotted across the marble hallway. Too grand. Too clean. This job was my last roll of the dice in this city, my last chance to finish what they started. I could pretend to be whatever kind of driver they wanted—obedient, invisible, forgettable. But the Morgans’ secrets, I knew instinctively, were far more dangerous than the lie I was selling... and none of them knew who I really was.

The uniform felt alien: starched collar, heavy black tie, shoes so polished they reflected the oppressive crystal chandelier above. It was a costume I wore to gather intelligence, not to drive.

I followed Victoria into the kitchen—a showroom of stainless steel where actual cooking clearly never took place. The chef, a man with tired eyes named Miguel, nodded a quick, warning greeting.

"Your annex is above the garage, Jake," Victoria continued, gesturing with a dismissive wave. "It’s small. Functional. You will use the service entrance only. You will not engage with Chloe outside of driving her to and from school. And you will not, under any circumstances, enter the main house unless summoned."

It was a list of rules designed to enforce invisibility. Perfect. The less they noticed me, the better.

The primary tool of my trade—the black Rolls-Royce Ghost—sat in the climate-controlled garage like a sleeping predator. It was a fortress on wheels, and soon, it would be my primary observation post.

I got in, adjusting the mirrors. Victoria appeared at the driver-side window, tapping the glass. I lowered it.

"A word, Jake. You came highly recommended by the agency, but your background check was... thin. You’re new to L.A. You lost your previous job in New York under unfortunate circumstances, correct?" Her voice dropped, a hint of predatory curiosity in her tone.

I held her gaze. "It was a corporate restructuring, ma'am. I was offered a severance package."

"Of course. Restructuring. Just remember, in this job, discretion is not a choice, it’s a requirement. Any deviation, any prying, any gossip... and you'll find that 'unfortunate circumstances' have a way of following people."

She was testing me, pushing the boundaries to see if I’d flinch. She was trying to establish dominance. I only flinched internally, remembering the real reason I lost my job, the real dirt I’d uncovered about the rich and the powerful, which led me to this address.

I forced a bland, professional smile. "Understood, Victoria. I look forward to starting tomorrow."

As she turned and walked back toward the safety of the mansion, I pulled out my phone beneath the steering wheel and deleted the final, encrypted message I'd sent hours earlier.

MESSAGE (Deleted): I am in. Operation Driver is live. Target: Arthur Morgan.

The car's interior was spotless, save for a single, dried smear of something dark red on the back passenger floor mat, almost hidden by the plush carpeting. I ran my thumb over it. Too dark for wine. Too flaky for blood.

I just had to pretend I hadn’t noticed it. Yet.



Chapter 2: The Backseat Confessional

The next morning, the uniform felt slightly less like a costume and more like skin. Routine was a good cover. I spent the first two hours meticulously cleaning the already immaculate Rolls-Royce. I was thorough, mapping every compartment, every recess, searching for bugs or recording devices. I found nothing obvious, which only confirmed the surveillance was more sophisticated.

My first official assignment was transporting Arthur Morgan to his downtown office. Arthur appeared less imposing in the harsh morning light than he had in the soft glow of the marble hallway. He wore a heavy pallor of fatigue, and his expensive suit seemed to sag on his frame.

He settled into the back seat, not diagonally opposite me like Victoria, but directly behind the passenger seat, staring out the window.

“Good morning, Mr. Morgan,” I said, starting the engine.

His response was a low, defeated murmur. “It’s just Arthur, Jake. Please.”

His tone was weary, instantly disarming. It matched the narrative Victoria was clearly trying to paint—that she was the controlling shrew and he was the gentle, long-suffering husband.

I drove slowly, navigating the Los Angeles traffic with precision. We were silent for the first fifteen minutes. The only sound was the hushed hum of the engine and the faint clink of ice in Arthur’s travel tumbler.

"Victoria is... demanding," Arthur suddenly said, his voice flat. He didn't look at me, but spoke to his reflection in the tinted window. "I apologize if she’s made your orientation difficult. She has high standards."

I kept my eyes on the road. "It's my job to meet them, Arthur."

"No," he sighed, running a hand through his perfectly groomed hair. "Your job is to drive. Her standards... they shift. They are less about precision and more about... control. You’ll see."

He paused, then added, almost as a warning:

"Don't let her get to you, Jake. I made that mistake a long time ago."

His confession, subtle and manipulative, was exactly what I’d expected. He was laying the groundwork for complicity, inviting me into his perceived suffering.

As we approached his financial building, he reached across the seat to grab his briefcase. That’s when I saw it: a small, angry red scratch just above his left wrist, barely concealed by his watch. It looked fresh, less than a day old.

Did Victoria do that? Did he get into a fight?

Arthur caught my eyes briefly in the rearview mirror, and I quickly averted my gaze. He didn’t seem embarrassed, but rather, detached.

"A papercut," he muttered, pulling his cuff down quickly. "My office is an hour. I need you to drop Chloe off at Brentwood Academy first. She's waiting outside now. Don't be late."

He stepped out, the polished shoe disappearing onto the curb. As the car pulled away, I felt the residual tension he’d left behind.

I drove toward the mansion, my thoughts racing. A papercut? Or a desperate struggle?

I reached the service gate. Chloe, the sixteen-year-old daughter, was leaning against the stone pillar, headphones blasting music, radiating an aura of studied indifference. She barely acknowledged the magnificent car.

She opened the back door and slid in, tossing her heavy backpack onto the seat beside her. The backpack landed with a dull thud, and something metallic rolled across the leather floor.

It was a small, ornate, gold Key.

My breath hitched. The exact same one I thought I’d seen in Arthur’s jacket yesterday. Victoria had said not to engage with Chloe. But this key... this was too specific to ignore.

I slowly pulled the car away from the curb. "Excuse me, Chloe," I said, keeping my voice neutral. "You dropped something."

She didn't move. She just stared straight ahead, her eyes defiant in the rearview mirror.

"Keep it," she said flatly, her voice barely audible over her music. "It’s useless. It doesn't open anything."

Chapter 3: The Useless Key

Chloe’s words hung heavy in the air, a deliberate challenge: "It’s useless. It doesn’t open anything."

She didn't reach for the key. I glanced down. It had rolled to rest right beside the gas pedal, its intricate design mocking me. It wasn't the kind of key you used for a deadbolt; it looked like it belonged to an antique jewelry box, a diary, or perhaps a small, locked compartment.

I steered the Rolls onto the freeway, the volume of Chloe’s headphones serving as a physical barrier between us. This was a direct test. If I picked it up, I was prying. If I left it there, I was ignoring evidence.

I decided to play the role. The perfectly professional, slightly rigid driver.

"I can't leave objects rolling around the vehicle, Chloe. It's a safety hazard."

I pulled over to the shoulder—a dramatic, unnecessary maneuver—and reached down, my fingers closing around the cold metal. It was heavier than it looked.

"Thank you for your professionalism," Chloe drawled sarcastically, finally lowering her music. Her eyes were fixed on the key in my hand. "Just throw it in the trash. It’s my mother’s. She leaves them everywhere."

She leaves them everywhere. That was a lie, or perhaps a subtle warning. Victoria was obsessively tidy, the kind of woman who cataloged her spices alphabetically. Leaving a distinctive antique key "everywhere" made no sense.

"A shame to throw away something so beautiful," I commented, slipping it carefully into the small, zipped pocket of my driver’s blazer.

Chloe shrugged, turning back to the window. "It’s a prop, Jake. Everything in this house is a prop."

The brief exchange was over, but the message resonated. A prop for whom? The world? Or for the staff—the cleaner, the chef, the driver?

I continued the drive in silence, now acutely aware of the jacket pocket where the key rested. It was a ticking clock.

What does it open? And why did Arthur have it yesterday, and Chloe today?

When I finally dropped her off at the formidable gates of Brentwood Academy, Chloe paused before closing the door. She looked directly at me through the tinted window.

"My dad is miserable, Jake," she whispered, her voice surprisingly earnest, without the teenage sarcasm. "I don't know why, but I think someone else does."

She shut the door before I could respond, leaving me with the chilling ambiguity of her statement. Someone else does. Was she talking about Victoria? Or was she warning me that someone outside the family was involved?

I spent the next hour waiting in the lot near the school, running through the events.


	Arthur is miserable and apologetic about Victoria.

	Arthur has a fresh scratch on his wrist.

	Chloe, who hates her mother, gave me her mother's "useless" key.



It was classic manipulation—a triangular chess game where I was the pawn, being pushed and pulled by three separate players.

My phone vibrated. It was a text from the anonymous burner number I had set up for my contact:

CONTACT: Find the lock. It’s not in the house. Check his second vehicle. The one he keeps hidden.

Arthur Morgan had a second vehicle? Of course. A man this paranoid wouldn't confine his secrets to the family Rolls.

I started the engine, my professional calm hardening into journalistic focus. The first step of the plan—to gather intelligence—was now complete. The second step—finding the hidden compartment—was about to begin. And I knew exactly where to start: the massive, three-car garage bay that had been conspicuously empty since I arrived.



Chapter 4: The Empty Bay

The Morgan estate garage was less a garage and more a museum. Bay One housed the Rolls-Royce, immaculate and imposing. Bay Two held Victoria’s sleek, white electric SUV, which she drove herself only when absolutely necessary, usually for clandestine meetups Jake hadn't deciphered yet. Bay Three was the empty space I’d been instructed to ignore. It was currently designated for "storage."

I drove the Rolls into Bay One, performing the ritualistic park job that allowed exactly twelve inches of space between the car and the wall. It was now lunchtime. Arthur was downtown; Victoria was likely at her yoga studio or meeting a 'designer.' Chloe was trapped in her school day.

This was my window.

I parked and cut the engine. The silence of the garage, broken only by the hum of the ventilation system, was loud.

The wall dividing Bay Two (Victoria's SUV) and Bay Three (the empty space) was ordinary dry-wall, painted the same pristine white as the rest of the room. A large, ornate Persian rug covered most of the concrete floor in Bay Three, ostensibly protecting the storage, which currently consisted of two antique shipping trunks.

My heart hammered against my ribs, a dull, nervous beat. This wasn't the parking lot in Chapter 3; this was the mansion itself. A single wrong move, a misplaced sound, and my mission—my revenge—would crumble.

I moved the two heavy trunks slowly, using the thick Persian rug to muffle the scrape against the concrete. Beneath the rug, the concrete floor of Bay Three was indeed marked, but not by dust or tires. There was a thin, almost invisible seam running along the edges of the bay. It suggested a false floor or a lift.

I knelt, running my fingers along the seam. It was perfectly sealed, but near the wall, my fingers found a faint indentation, a tiny release button covered with the same white epoxy used on the walls.
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