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1 THE PRICE of BETRAYAL
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The room felt heavy, suffocating, as I slowly set the phone down, my hand trembling. Anthony’s words hung in the air, thick and toxic. Tech shifted beside me; his movements were restless.

“Sean, what the hell just happened?” Tech’s voice was low, cautious, like he was afraid speaking too loud might bring Anthony charging through the door.

I couldn’t answer right away. My jaw tightened, and I gripped the edge of the table so hard my knuckles turned white. Finally, I looked up, my voice cold and sharp. “We were played. Sylvia...she knew. The whole time. She helped him.”

Sierra, who had been standing quietly in the corner, stepped forward. Her calm exterior cracked; her voice was sharp. “Sean, if Anthony’s been watching us, he knows everything. The kids, the business—everything.”

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut. My eyes locked onto hers, and for a moment, the anger I usually kept buried rose to the surface. “He won’t get near you or the kids, Sierra. I’ll kill him this time. For real.”

She didn’t back down, her eyes blazing. “He was supposed to be dead already.”

My stomach churned as the memory hit me. The night I thought I’d ended him. The blood, the cold body in the bed—it wasn’t him. It had never been him. I’d built my life on that lie, and now it was all unraveling.

Tech interrupted my thoughts; his voice is more urgent now. “Sean, what’s the move? If this motherfucker has been watching, we’re already behind.”

He was right. Sitting here, letting the weight of Anthony’s words crush us, wouldn’t get us anywhere. I turned to Sierra, my rock, my equal. “We need to lock everything down. No one moves unless we say so. Tech, check every piece of footage from the last month. I want to know when he started watching.”

Tech nodded, already pulling out his phone.

“Law,” I continued, “double security at every location. No one comes in or out without clearance.”

Law didn’t hesitate. “On it.”

Sierra stepped forward again, her voice steady now. “I’ll handle our allies. We need to know who we can trust and who’s been compromised.”

I nodded, appreciating her ability to stay focused even as the storm swirled around us.

The door burst open, and Emily walked in, her eyes scanning the room. “What’s going on?” she demanded. “The energy in here feels like someone just died.”

I sighed. “It’s worse than that. Anthony’s alive.”

Her eyes widened in shock before narrowing into anger. “You mean to tell me this whole time, we’ve been dealing with one ghost while another one’s been pulling strings from behind?”

“Exactly,” I muttered, my voice dark.

Emily crossed her arms. “And what’s the plan? Because sitting here playing the blame game won’t keep him from making a move.”

She was right. We didn’t have time for doubt or fear. Anthony wasn’t just a normal body from my past; he was a storm, and he was coming for everything I’d built.

I took a deep breath, steadying myself. “The plan is simple: we stay ahead. Anthony wants us to panic, but that’s not happening. We’ve been through worse.”

Tech nodded, his fingers moving quickly across his phone. “I’ll sweep the system. If he’s been watching, there’s a trail somewhere.”

Sierra crossed her arms, her eyes still sharp. “We need to get ahead of him, not just react. Anthony’s smart, Sean. He’ll know we’re tightening security.”

“That’s why we won’t stop there.” I paced to the window, peering into the darkness outside. “We bait him. Make him think we’re vulnerable. But the second he makes a move, we hit back.”

Emily leaned against the table; her expression unreadable. “And what about the kids? We can’t just put them on lockdown without raising suspicion.”

“They’ll stay home,” Sierra said firmly. “We’ll make it look normal, like it’s just a family decision. No one outside this room knows the real reason.”

I clenched my fists. “No one gets to them. Anthony or anyone else. This ends with him buried for real.”

Tech looked up from his phone, his expression grim. “I found something. There’s been a breach, subtle but consistent. Started about two months ago.”

I tightened my jaw. “Right when we were focused on Brian. Makes sense. Anthony’s been waiting, watching.”

Emily frowned. “So, what now? We track him?”

“No,” I said. “We prepare. And when he shows his face, we end this.”

Tech leaned against the edge of the table, his phone in hand, his face tense. “Sean, this breach isn’t random. He knew exactly where to look. He was careful, subtle. No major moves, just surveillance. Enough to watch without tipping us off.”

I slammed my fist against the table, the sound echoing in the room. “That bastard’s been sitting back, enjoying the show while we dealt with Brian. He played us like fuckin’ puppets.”

Sierra placed a hand on my arm, her touch grounding me. “Then we use this against him. He thinks he’s ahead, so let’s let him think that. But we control the next move.”

Emily spoke up, her voice cutting through the tension. “And what about us? We can’t keep reacting. What’s the bigger picture here, Sean? What’s your play?”

I turned to her; my jaw tight. “My play is simple: we stay one step ahead. He wants to watch? Let him. But the second he moves, we’ll be ready.”

Emily folded her arms, her eyes narrowing. “And if he doesn’t move? If he’s content to keep watching, waiting for us to slip?”

“He’ll move,” Sierra said firmly. “He’s not the type to sit idle forever. He wants to hurt us, and when he tries, we’ll be ready.”

Tech glanced at me; his expression serious. “I’ll keep digging. If there’s more to find, I’ll find it.”

“Good,” I said. “Make it quick. Every second he’s out there is a second too long.”

Emily wasn’t done, though. “And what if it’s not just Anthony?” She raised an eyebrow. “You know how these things work, Sean. He could have people on the inside, people we don’t even know about yet. We’ve been tight, but nobody’s untouchable.”

The thought hit like a punch to the gut. “If Anthony’s got someone inside, we’ll root them out. Fast.”

Sierra cut in; her voice measured but tense. “We have to assume he’s already planted seeds. Every conversation, every plan—it’s all been compromised.”

I clenched my fists, the rage simmering just below the surface. “Then we flush them out. Nobody in our circle moves unchecked. Not anymore.”

Tech tapped the side of his phone, his face unreadable. “We’ve got systems in place, but I’ll double down. If someone’s feeding him intel, they’ll slip up. And when they do, we’ll have them.”

Emily leaned in slightly, her tone dropping. “Just make sure you’re ready, Sean. When the time comes, we can’t afford even the smallest hesitation.”

I met her gaze, my voice cold and deliberate. “I don’t hesitate, Emily. Even if he is my father. And if someone’s playing both sides, I’ll kill em’.”

The room went still. Even Tech, who’d seen me at my worst, glanced up. Sierra held my gaze, her expression unreadable.

“I’m not waiting for Anthony to make a move,” I continued. “From this point forward, anyone who even smells like a rat gets handled. No questions, no second chances.”

Emily’s lips pressed into a thin line; her eyes sharp. “Good. That’s what it’s going to take.”

I allowed the weight of my words to settle over the room. I wasn’t here to play games, and Anthony would learn soon enough that fuckin’ with me came with a steep price.

The silence was thick, each of us caught in the storm Anthony had unleashed. My mind raced, calculating every angle, every move we’d need to make. I wasn’t about to let him dictate the pace. Not this time.

Sierra broke the silence. “We’ll need to move quickly. Anthony’s strength lies in his unpredictability. If we’re going to bait him, we have to make sure the trap is airtight.”

Tech nodded, still glued to his screen. “I’ll start running deeper sweeps. There’s bound to be more data we missed, maybe a lead on where he’s hiding.”

Emily pushed off the table, her energy sharp and ready for action. “I’ll tap into my network. If Anthony’s been moving in the streets, one of my women out there has seen him. We just need to find the right pressure points.”

I nodded, appreciating the initiative. “Do it. And Emily—keep it quiet. We don’t need the wrong people catching wind of this.”

She gave a curt nod. “Understood.”

Law reentered the room, his face set in a grim line. “Securities tight. Nobody’s getting in or out without clearance. I’ve got our best people on this.”

“Good,” I said. “Make sure they understand what’s at stake. No mistakes.”

Sierra crossed her arms, her brow furrowed. “And the kids? We can’t let them sense anything is wrong. They need to feel safe.”

I glanced at her, the weight of my responsibility settling deeper. “We’ll keep things as normal as possible. But if Anthony thinks for one second, he can use them...” My voice trailed off, the unspoken threat hanging heavy in the air.

Her hand found mine, squeezing tightly. “I know.”

Tech broke in, his voice tense. “I’ve got something. It’s not much, but there’s a pattern in the surveillance breaches. He’s been focused on our financials, specifically the movement of our offshore accounts.”

“Money,” I muttered. “He’s tracking our cash flow.”

Sierra’s eyes narrowed. “If he’s following the money, he’s planning to choke us off. Starve the empire from the inside.”

I let out a slow breath, my mind already working. “Then we give him what he wants. Feed him false data. Let him think he’s bleeding us dry while we tighten the noose.”

Tech’s lips curled into a small, approving smirk. “Now we’re talking.”

Sierra nodded. “But it has to be convincing. If Anthony senses we’re baiting him, he’ll pivot.”

“That’s why we keep this tight,” I said. “No one outside this room knows the full scope. We control the narrative. As of right now, I don’t want to involve Mia and Renee in this. Renee has a fresh newborn, and Mia can go into labor any day now.”

Emily glanced between us. “Noted. And if someone does slip?”

I met her eyes, my voice low and unyielding. “Then we remind them why people fear the name Sean White.”

****
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Later that night, after the team had dispersed, Sierra and I sat in the quiet of our bedroom. The weight of the day hung between us, unspoken but understood.

“Do you think we’ll ever have peace?” she asked softly, her eyes searching mine.

I reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Peace isn’t something people like us get handed, Sierra. We have to carve it out, protect it with everything we have.”

She nodded, her resolve matching mine. “Then we’ll carve it out together.”

I pulled her close, holding her as the storm raged just beyond our walls. Her body melted into mine, the steady rhythm of her breathing grounding me in the chaos. For a moment, it was just us—no threats, no plans, no enemies lurking.

But the silence didn’t last.

Sierra tilted her head back, her eyes sharp now. “We need to talk about what happens if things don’t go as planned.”

I tensed, but her gaze held mine. “If Anthony gets too close, we need an exit strategy. For the kids.”

I hated thinking about that, about the possibility of running, I don’t run, and I would never run, but I knew she was right. She was thinking as a parent. “We’ll set something up. A safe house, fully secure. Law and Tech will handle the logistics if needs to be. But I don’t run baby girl. I will kill them first. This is my city.”

She nodded, but there was something else lingering in her eyes. “Sean, if it comes down to it—if there’s no other option—I’ll kill him myself.”

Her words hit hard, but I saw the fire behind them. This wasn’t the Sierra who fought battles in courtrooms or defused tense situations with her sharp mind. This was a mother, a protector ready to do whatever it took.

I held her gaze, my voice low. “If it comes to that, you won’t have to. But I know you’d do it.”

She gave a small, determined nod. “I’d do anything for our kids. Anything.”

Her vulnerability mixed with her strength, creating a force I knew even Anthony wouldn’t underestimate.

“I’m serious, Sean. Not even just the kids. If dying is what I have to do, then I’ll die for you.” Her voice didn’t waver, and the intensity of her words cut through the room like a blade.

A chill ran down my spine. “Sierra, don’t say that.”

“I mean it,” she pressed, her eyes locked on mine. “You’ve spent every second since we have been together protecting all of us, carrying this weight alone. But I’m not just your wife, I’m your partner. If it comes down to it, I won’t hesitate to do whatever it takes to keep you safe, even if it costs me everything.”

Her words hung in the air, heavy and unshakable. I could see the resolve in her eyes, the unwavering determination. She wasn’t just saying it to reassure me; she meant every word.

I cupped her face in my hands, brushing my thumbs against her cheekbones. “You’re not dying for me, Sierra. Not now, not ever. There is no way in hell I’d let you die for me. Baby girl, I love you. The only person that would be dying is me. We fight together, and we survive together. That’s the only way this ends.”

She leaned into my touch; her voice soft but resolute. “Then promise me, Sean. Promise me you’ll let me fight, let me do what I have to do.”

“If it comes to that... then I promise,” I said, my voice cracking slightly under the weight of everything unspoken. “But we’re making it out of this. Both of us. My father doesn’t know who he’s fuckin’ with.”

Her lips curved into a faint, bittersweet smile. “Both of us.”

I pulled her close again, holding her tightly, as if my grip alone could shield her from the dangers waiting outside our walls. The battle was coming, and I knew Sierra would stand beside me through it all—unflinching, unyielding, and ready to face whatever came our way.

She then began to pull me in for a kiss, her lips soft but demanding. What started as a gentle connection quickly deepened, her fingers rubbing against my waves as she pressed herself against me. The weight of the world fell away, leaving only the heat between us.

I cupped the back of her neck, my other hand sliding down her back, pulling her closer. Her breath hitched as I traced my lips along her jaw, down to the sensitive spot just beneath her ear. She let out a soft, almost desperate sound, and it ignited something primal in me.

“Sierra,” I murmured against her skin, my voice low, filled with need.

She tilted her head back, her eyes dark with desire. “I need to feel you inside me, Sean,” she whispered, her voice barely audible but heavy with intent. “Right now.”

Her hands slid under my shirt, her nails lightly dragging across my skin, sending sparks of electricity through my body. I didn’t need further encouragement. In one fluid motion, I lifted her, her legs wrapping around my waist as I carried her to the bed.

I laid her down gently, leaning over her as our lips met again, more urgent this time. My hands explored her body, savoring every curve, every shiver beneath my touch. She arched into me, her fingers gripping my shoulders as if she couldn’t get close enough.

Her shirt was the first to go, followed quickly by mine, the heat between us intensifying as our bare skin met. Her hands roamed freely, tracing the lines of my chest, her touch leaving a trail of fire in its wake.

“I love you,” she breathed, her voice filled with raw emotion, her eyes locking onto mine.

“I love you, too,” I replied, my voice rough, every word carrying the weight of my promise to protect her, to cherish her.

Our movements became a blur of passion and urgency, the world outside fading into nothingness as we lost ourselves in each other. Every touch, every kiss, every gasp was a reminder of what we were fighting for, of the unbreakable bond we shared.

Sierra’s breath hitched as I traced my hands over her bare skin, savoring the way her body responded to me. I kissed her deeply, my tongue exploring hers in a heated rhythm that matched the growing desire between us. Her hands roamed my back, nails scraping lightly, leaving a trail of fire that spurred me on.

I shifted my weight slightly, letting my hand drift lower, sliding over the curve of her hip. She gasped when my fingers slipped between her thighs, playing with her tight wet pussy. Her head fell back, exposing the delicate curve of her neck, and I took advantage, pressing my lips there, feeling the rapid pulse beneath her skin. I needed to feel her squirt.

“Sean,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need, her hips arching into my hand as I teased her, slow and deliberate.

I smirked against her neck, my fingers moving with precision, circling, stroking, building her up until her breaths turned into desperate moans. Her body writhed beneath me, her nails digging into my shoulders, a delicious blend of pain and pleasure that only fueled my need for her.

“Please,” she begged, her voice raw, her eyes heavy with desire as they met mine. “I need you.”

I smiled, knowing that was her spot. Without hesitation, I positioned myself between her legs, the heat of her body drawing me in. I entered my dick inside her slowly, savoring the way her walls wrapped tightly around me, her warmth pulling me deeper. We both groaned at the connection, the sensation overwhelming yet perfect.

I stroked her slowly before I sped up for a little and slowed back down. Stroking her at a constant pace. Her legs wrapped tightly around my waist, pulling me closer, deeper, until there was no space between us. My name fell from her lips like a mantra, each syllable sending a jolt of pleasure through me.

Sierra’s hands roamed my body, her touch electrifying as she explored every inch of me. She continued to scratch my back as I slowly played with her entrance entering and exiting her slowly, allowing her juices to run like water. I leaned down, capturing her lips in a searing kiss, swallowing her moans as our pace quickened. The bed creaked beneath us, the room filled with the sounds of our moans—skin against skin, heavy breaths, and the occasional low growl from deep in my chest.

Her body trembled, her back arching as she neared the edge. I could feel her tightening her pussy walls around me, her breathing growing ragged, each gasp more desperate than the last. I thrust harder, deeper, chasing the high we both craved.

“Sean, I—” Her voice broke off, her body convulsing as the climax tore through her. She cried out, her nails raking down my back as she held onto me, her body shuddering in pleasure.

The sight and feel of her coming undone beneath me sent me over the edge. I followed her into the abyss, a guttural groan escaping my lips as I buried myself deep, the world fading to white-hot ecstasy. For a moment, nothing else existed but us.

We collapsed together, our bodies tangled, slick with sweat, our hearts racing in unison. The weight of the day lifted, replaced by the quiet intimacy of the moment. I brushed a damp strand of hair from her forehead, pressing a tender kiss there.

“We’re going to get through this,” I whispered, my voice filled with conviction. “Together.”

She smiled, her eyes filled with trust and love. “Together.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


2 WRONG SIDE
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The morning light struggled to pierce the thick curtains, leaving the room cloaked. I stood by the window, a glass of whiskey in hand, the sharp burn of the liquor grounding me. A cigarette dangled between my fingers, a thin trail of smoke curling toward the ceiling. Every inhale sharpened my focus, the calm before the storm.

I put out the cigarette and downed the rest of my drink before heading to the surveillance room. Tech was already at his station, his fingers flying over the keyboard, his eyes locked on the screens.

“What do you have?” I asked, stepping into the room.

Tech didn’t look up. “We’ve got movement. One of our guys, Mendez, met with someone outside a warehouse on 9th. The car he left in? Tied to Anthony through a dummy corp.”

I frowned. “Mendez has been with us for years. Why flip now?”

Tech finally turned; his face grim. “Fear. Money. Or maybe he’s been dirty this whole time, and we just didn’t see it.”

I clenched my fists, the glass I’d set down earlier now feeling like a distant memory. “Track him. I want to know every move he’s made in the last six months.”

“Already on it,” Tech said, his tone clipped. “But Sean...if Mendez is compromised, he’s not the only one.”

My eyes narrowed. “Then we flush them out. One by one.”

Tech nodded, his fingers already flying over the keyboard. “I’ll start with Mendez, but we’ll need to expand the net. If Anthony’s been recruiting from within, this could go deeper than we think.”

I leaned over the back of his chair; my eyes fixed on the screen as the feed shifted through various surveillance angles. “Focus on his recent contacts. Anyone he’s been meeting off the books, I want names.”

Tech hesitated for a beat. “And when we find them?”

I didn’t miss the edge in his voice. “Kill em’.”

He gave a curt nod, his face unreadable. “Understood.”

The door behind us opened, and Sierra stepped in, her expression as sharp as ever. “What’s the update?”

“One of my men named Mendez,” I said without turning. “He’s been meeting with Anthony’s people.”

Her eyes darkened. “So, he’s a traitor.”

“Looks that way,” Tech replied, not taking his eyes off the screens.

Sierra crossed her arms, leaning against the doorframe. “If he’s compromised, it’s only a matter of time before he feeds Anthony something critical.”

“That’s why we’re tracking him now,” I said, standing straight. “The second we have confirmation, he’s done.”

Her gaze flicked between us, and for a moment, she seemed to weigh her next words carefully. “What if it’s more than just Mendez? We need a contingency for every possible breach.”

“I’m already building a profile,” Tech said. “Anyone who’s shown even the slightest deviation from protocol, they’ll be flagged.”

Sierra nodded; her lips pressed into a thin line. “Good. We can’t afford to leave any loose ends.”

I walked up to her and kissed her softly. “Where are the twins?”

“Crawling around downstairs, playing with Chelsea,” She informed me.

I nodded, the tension in my shoulders easing slightly. “Good to know.”

Sierra studied my face, her eyes searching. “They’ve been playing non-stop. You should join them for a bit—it might help clear your head.”

I exhaled, rolling my neck to ease the tension. “I will. But first, I need to make sure everything’s in place.”

She stepped closer, resting her hand on my chest. “Sean, you’re always on go. Just take a moment to breathe.”

Her words were steady, and for a brief moment, they cut through the weight pressing down on me. “I’ll head down in a minute,” I said, leaning in to kiss her softly. “After I finish talking to Tech.”

Sierra nodded before she left the room, and I turned back to Tech, who was still focused on the computer screen. “Keep digging. I want a full profile on Mendez before the day’s out.”

Tech glanced up briefly. “Bet.”

I left the security room and took the elevator up to the main living room. When I walked into the living room, Chelsea was on the floor with the twins, surrounded by toys. Sean Jr. was on all fours, determinedly trying to chase a ball, while Amirah sat nearby, inspecting a stuffed animal with intense concentration.

“Sean, your kids are on fire today,” Chelsea said with a grin, glancing up as I entered. “They’ve got enough energy to power the whole block.”

I chuckled, stepping over to pick up Amirah. She immediately latched onto me, her tiny hands gripping my shirt. Sean Jr. noticed and made his way over, babbling excitedly as he tugged at my pants leg.

“Always fighting for attention, huh?” I scooped him up, balancing both twins in my arms. “You two know how to keep a person busy.”

Chelsea smirked, standing and brushing off her jeans. “Well, they’ve got your stubborn streak. Makes sense.”

Amirah rested her head against my chest, her soft coos reminding me of the innocence I was fighting to protect. Sean Jr. squirmed in my other arm; his energy boundless as he reached for a toy on the floor.

Chelsea grabbed her bag from the couch. “I’ve got some errands to run. You good here?”

I nodded. “Yeah, we’re good. Thanks for keeping them entertained.”

She smiled, giving me a playful nudge as she passed. “Anytime, little brother. Try not to let them run you ragged.”

As she left, I sat on the floor with the twins, letting them climb over me as they laughed and babbled. For a moment, everything else faded away—the threat of Anthony, the weight of our plans. Here, surrounded by their joy, I was reminded why I fought so hard. This was my world, and no one, not even Anthony—would take it from me.

It amazed me how fast they were growing. At just six months old, Sean Jr. and Amirah were already on the move, crawling with determination that reminded me of my stubborn streak. Sean Jr. had his sights set on another toy car across the room, his little legs pumping as he dragged himself forward. Amirah, on the other hand, was more methodical, her eyes scanning every detail of her surroundings before making her next move.

“Look at you two,” I murmured, watching them with a mix of pride and wonder. “Not wasting any time, huh?”

Sean Jr. paused for a moment, looking back at me with a toothless grin before continuing his mission. Amirah followed, her tiny fingers gripping the edge of the couch as she attempted to pull herself up. I reached out instinctively, steadying her.

“You’re gonna conquer the world one step at a time, huh?” I said softly, brushing her hand over her soft curls. She babbled in response, as if agreeing with me.

Sean Jr., having reached his destination, grabbed the toy car and held it up triumphantly. I laughed, scooping him up. “You got it, little man.”

Amirah wasn’t about to be left out. She reached for her favorite stuffed animal again; a small elephant Sierra had picked out before they were born. I grabbed it and handed it to her, and she hugged it tightly, her eyes lighting up with delight.

As I sat there with them, I couldn’t help but think about the life I wanted for them—a life where they could grow up safe, without the bullshit of my past looming over them. But to secure that, I’d have to eliminate every threat, starting with Anthony.

“You two don’t even know it yet, but you’re my biggest motivation,” I said quietly, holding them close. “Everything I do is for you.”

Sean Jr. crawled back to me cooing, reaching up to touch my face, his tiny fingers brushing against my cheek. Amirah, always observant, watched closely, her gaze steady and curious. They were my legacy, and I’d move heaven and earth to protect them.

The sound of Sierra’s footsteps brought me back. She leaned against the doorway, arms crossed, a soft smile on her face. “They’re going to take over the world one day.”

“With parents like us, they won’t have a choice,” I said, a smirk tugging at my lips.

She walked over, kneeling beside me. “And with you as their father, no one will dare stand in their way.”

I kissed her forehead, feeling the weight of her trust. “Let’s make sure they never have to fight our battles.”

Sierra nodded, her eyes shining with determination. “We will.”

For now, I let myself enjoy this brief moment of peace, knowing that soon, the fight would resume. But as long as I had them, I had everything I needed to win.

Sierra leaned down, brushing a kiss on Sean Jr.’s head as he wriggled in my arms, still clutching his toy. Amirah reached for her, babbling softly, and Sierra scooped her up, cradling her close. For a moment, we sat there in the quiet, the weight of our promise settling over us.

“They’ll have a future where they can just be kids,” Sierra said softly, her gaze fixed on Amirah. “No fear, no secrets. Just freedom to grow and live.”

I nodded, the thought solidifying in my mind. “They deserve that. And we’ll make damn sure they get it.”

“It’s not that I don’t like the life we have, I’m just tired of everyone trying to kill us for it,” she stated, her voice laced with a mix of frustration and exhaustion.

I chuckled, the sound low and dry. “That’s the price of power, baby girl. It’s not about the life we live, it’s about the life we’ve built. People will always come for the throne.”

She shook her head, a wry smile playing on her lips. “And here I thought marrying you would mean the hard part was over.”

I smirked, leaning in to kiss her softly. “You knew exactly what you were getting into.”

Her smile faded slightly, her eyes searching mine. “I did. And I wouldn’t trade it for anything. But sometimes...I just want to take the twins, disappear somewhere, and forget all of this.”

The thought of leaving everything behind, of running, didn’t sit right with me. “We’re too deep for that now, Sierra. Running doesn’t guarantee safety, it guarantees weakness. And we don’t show weakness.”

She sighed, leaning her forehead against my chest. “I know. It’s just, every time I look at them, I think about what could happen if we slip up, if we’re not ready.”

I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close. “That’s why we don’t slip up. We stay ready, always.”

She pulled back slightly, her eyes blazing with that familiar determination. “Then promise me, Sean. Promise me that whatever happens, we protect them first.”

I nodded, my voice firm. “I promise. No one touches our family.”

Sierra nodded, her resolve hardening. “Good. Because if anyone tries, I won’t hesitate to put them in the fuckin’ ground.”

A slow grin spread across my face. “Now that’s the Sierra I fell in love with.”

Her lips curved into a smirk. “You’d better remember it.”

The sound of a phone vibrating on the nearby table shattered the peace. Sierra glanced at me, her expression instantly shifting to alertness. I handed Sean Jr. his toy and stood, walking over to check the screen.

Tech’s name flashed across it.

I picked up, keeping my voice low. “What’s the update?”

Tech didn’t waste time. “We’ve got movement on Mendez. He’s meeting someone at the docks. It’s happening now.”

My grip on the phone tightened. “Who’s he meeting?”

“Not sure yet, but it’s someone big. I’ve got eyes on him, but you’ll want to be there.”

I glanced back at Sierra, who was now standing, Amirah still in her arms, her eyes questioning. “I’ll be there,” I said, ending the call.

“What’s going on?” Sierra asked, already reading the tension on my face.

“Mendez,” I said simply. “He’s making his move.”

She set Amirah down gently on the play mat, her expression hardening. “Do you want backup?”

“No,” I said, my voice firm. “Stay here with the kids. I’ll handle this.”

Sierra hesitated for a moment, then nodded. “Be careful.”

I walked over, pulling her into a brief but intense kiss. “Always.”

****
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The docks were quiet, the air thick with the scent of salt and diesel. Glooms of black stretched long across the pavement, broken only by the faint glow of distant security lights. I moved silently, my gun holstered under my jacket, every sense on high alert.

Tech’s voice came through my earpiece. “Mendez is by warehouse nine. He’s not alone.”

“Got it,” I murmured, my eyes scanning the area as I approached.

As I rounded a corner, I spotted Mendez. He stood near the entrance of the warehouse, his tense posture, glancing around nervously. Beside him was a tall man in a dark coat, his face partially obscured by the brim of his hat. This wasn’t just any meet-up. This was calculated.

“Who’s the friend?” I asked quietly into the mic.

Tech’s response was sharp. “Still running facial recognition. Whoever it is, they’ve been off the grid for a while.”

I stayed hidden, watching as the two men exchanged a briefcase. Mendez opened it, nodding in satisfaction before handing over a small USB drive. My blood ran cold. Whatever information was on that drive, it was critical.

“Mendez just handed over something,” I said, my voice low. “What’s the play?”

Tech hesitated. “You can take them both, but if that drive gets destroyed in the process, we’re back to square one.”

I clenched my jaw, weighing my options. The smart move was to wait for the handoff to finish, then intercept. But patience wasn’t my strong suit, especially when betrayal was staring me in the face.

“Keep eyes on them,” I said, my tone sharp. “I’m going in.”

I moved swiftly but silently, keeping to the darkness. My heart pounded; every step calculated. Mendez shifted uneasily, clearly on edge, while the man in the coat remained eerily composed. They exchanged a few hushed words, but I couldn’t make them out from my position.

“Tech,” I whispered, “I’m about thirty yards out. I need a distraction to cover my approach.”

There was a brief pause before Tech responded. “Give me ten seconds.”

I tightened my grip on the gun under my jacket, my eyes locked on Mendez. He was fidgeting now, wiping his hands on his pants as if he knew something was about to go wrong.

Suddenly, the distant sound of a car alarm pierced the quiet night. Both men snapped their heads toward the noise, their conversation abruptly halting.

“Now,” Tech said in my ear.

I moved in, quick and silent. I was on them before they even had a chance to react.

“Mendez,” I said coldly, stepping out from behind, my gun drawn and trained on him. “You’ve been busy.”

His eyes widened in panic, his hands shooting up. “Sean! I can explain—”

“Save it,” I growled, shifting my aim to the man beside him. “And you. Who the hell are you?”

The man in the coat didn’t flinch. Slowly, he raised his hands, his face still partially obscured by the hat. “Relax,” he said, his voice calm and even. “This doesn’t have to get messy.”

I stepped closer, my gun never wavering. “You’ve got about five seconds to start talking before I make it messy.”

The man smirked. “I work for someone who appreciates what Mendez has to offer. Let’s just say, we’re mutual friends of your father.”

Anthony.

Rage flared in my chest, but I kept my composure. “You picked the wrong side.”

“Did I?” he replied, his smirk widening. “Seems like Mendez here had a change of heart.”

I turned my gaze back to Mendez, my finger itching on the trigger. “You betrayed me.”

“Sean, please,” Mendez stammered, his voice trembling. “It wasn’t like that. He threatened my family. I didn’t have a choice.”

“There’s always a choice,” I said coldly. “And you made the wrong one.”

The man in the coat chuckled softly. “Touching. But we’re done here.”

He moved as if to lower his hands, and in an instant, I fired a warning shot into the ground at his feet. “Don’t even think about it.”

The smirk vanished, replaced by a steely glare. “You won’t kill us both,” he said, his tone daring.

“You’re right,” I replied, stepping closer. “I won’t need to.”

Before he could react, I swung the butt of my gun, striking him hard across the jaw. He stumbled back, dazed, and I moved quickly, grabbing the USB drive from Mendez’s hand.

“I’ll be taking this,” I said, pocketing the drive.

Mendez looked like he was about to bolt, but I aimed my gun at him again. “You don’t get to walk away from this, Mendez. You made your bed.”

“Sean, please!” he begged. “I can still be useful.”

I glanced at the man in the coat, now slumped against the wall, groaning in pain. My decision was made.

“Useful?” I muttered. “You’re a liability.”

Without another word, I pulled the trigger. The shot echoed through the docks, and Mendez collapsed to the ground, lifeless.

I turned to the man in the coat, who was clutching his jaw, his eyes filled with a mix of pain and defiance. “Fuck you,” I said, my voice low and deadly.

I fired a shot to his head and watched as his body dropped.

“Tech,” I said into the mic. “Mission complete. I’ve got the drive.”

“Copy that,” Tech replied. “I’ll have everything ready for decryption when you’re back.”

I took one last look at Mendez’s lifeless body, then turned and disappeared.

The air was thick, the sharp tang of gunpowder mingling with the salt and diesel. My footsteps were silent as I moved away from the scene, every sense still on high alert. This was the life—quick decisions, no second chances, and no room for regret.

“Sean,” Tech’s voice came through the earpiece again, quieter this time. “We might have a problem.”

I paused, my grip tightening on the USB drive in my pocket. “What kind of problem?”

“Those guys weren’t alone. I’m picking up movement—multiple heat signatures heading your way. Looks like reinforcements.”

I swore under my breath, glancing around for an exit. The docks were a labyrinth of containers and warehouses, plenty of places to hide, but not many ways out.

“How many?” I asked, already mapping out my next move.

“Five, maybe six,” Tech replied. “They’re closing in fast. You need to move, now.”

I didn’t waste time. I kept low, weaving between stacks of shipping containers. The faint sound of hurried footsteps and hushed voices confirmed Tech’s warning. Anthony’s men were here, and they weren’t leaving without a fight.

“Tech, can you loop the security feeds? I need them blind.”

“On it,” he said. “Give me thirty seconds.”

I crouched behind a stack of crates, pulling out my gun and checking the magazine. Fully loaded. Perfect.

The footsteps grew louder, accompanied by the faint clinking of weapons being readied. They were close now, too close.

“Feeds are looped,” Tech’s voice came through. “You’re clear to move.”

I slipped out from behind the crates, each step deliberates and silent. The cool metal of the gun in my hand felt like an extension of myself, every sense on high alert. The first man came into view, his back turned, scanning the area with a rifle slung over his shoulder. He was focused on the distance, unaware of the threat creeping up behind him.

I closed the gap swiftly, wrapping an arm around his throat in one smooth motion and clamping my other hand over his mouth. He tensed, his hands clawing at my arm, but I tightened my grip, cutting off his air. His struggles weakened after a few moments, and his body went slack. I lowered him to the ground silently, his weapon never fired. One down.

I pressed on, slipping behind a stack of shipping containers. The faint murmurs of conversation floated toward me, accompanied by the scuff of boots on concrete. Two more men appeared, their weapons drawn, their eyes darting around nervously. They were close enough now that I could hear their conversation.

“Something’s not right,” one of them muttered. “Where the hell is Lopez?”

“Probably slacking off,” the other replied, his tone tight. “We’ve got to—”

They never finished the thought.

“They’re spooked,” Tech said in my ear. “Perfect time to take them out.”

I stepped out of cover, raising my gun in one fluid motion. My finger squeezed the trigger twice in quick succession. The first man’s head snapped back as the bullet struck cleanly between his eyes, his body crumpling to the ground. The second barely had time to register what happened before my second shot caught him in the chest. He staggered, clutching his wound, before collapsing beside his partner.

Three down.

The sharp crack of my gunfire echoed through the docks, alerting the remaining men. Shouts filled the air as the last three scattered, their footsteps pounding against the concrete.

“They’re spreading out!” Tech warned. “They’ll try to flank you.”

I moved quickly, ducking behind another container as bullets ricocheted off the metal. One of them was firing wildly, his nerves getting the better of him. I peeked around the corner, spotting his silhouette as he crouched behind a stack of barrels.

I took aim, steadying my breathing. One shot, perfectly placed, and he slumped forward, his weapon clattering to the ground.

Two left.

The remaining men were smarter, moving tactically, using cover to their advantage. I could hear their heavy breathing as they communicated in short, clipped phrases. I crouched low, weaving between the darkness, closing the distance.

A sharp whistle caught my attention. One of them was trying to draw me out, his voice taunting. “You’re cornered, White! Why don’t you make it easy on yourself?”

I didn’t respond. Instead, I circled around, using the sound of his voice to pinpoint his position. He stood near an open container, his back partially exposed.

I moved silently, raising my gun. The shot rang out, striking him in the back of the head. He dropped instantly; his taunts silenced.

One left.

The final man was the most dangerous, his movements calculated. He wasn’t panicking like the others. I could hear him breathing steadily, shifting positions with precision. This one was a professional.

“I know you’re out there,” he called out, his voice calm. “But you won’t get me that easily.”

I smiled to myself, slipping around another corner, stalking him. He thought he had control, but he underestimated who he was dealing with. I spotted him crouching behind a container, his head swiveling as he tried to anticipate my next move.

In one swift motion, I kicked a loose pipe across the ground. The clattering noise drew his attention, and he spun toward it, his gun raised. It was the opening I needed.

I stepped out, firing twice. The first shot hit his shoulder, spinning him around. The second hit his chest, dropping him to the ground. He gasped for air, clutching at the wound, his eyes wide with disbelief.

I approached slowly; my gun trained on him. “You picked the wrong side.”

His mouth opened as if to speak, but I didn’t give him the chance. A final shot to the head ended it.

“Sean,” Tech’s voice came through, impressed. “All clear. You good?”

I holstered my gun, wiping the sweat from my brow. “Always. Send someone to clean this up.”

“Roger that,” Tech replied.

I tucked the USB drive securely into my pocket and began making my way to the car. The night air felt heavier now, but the mission wasn’t over. Whatever Anthony was planning, this was just the beginning. And I’d be ready.
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3 UNBREAKBLE BOND
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I sat in the back of the blacked-out SUV; the USB drive clutched in my palm like it held the weight of the world. Law rode shotgun, silent, his leg bouncing with barely restrained energy. Tech sat beside me, his eyes flicking between his phone and the city blocks rushing past us.

We weren’t headed home.

This was the follow-up. The cleanup.

The message.

“Target location’s quiet,” Tech muttered, not looking up. “No movement since sunrise. They think we won’t retaliate this fast.”

I lit a cigarette, blowing the smoke toward the tinted window. “Then they still don’t know who they’re fuckin’ with.”

Law grinned without humor, cracking his knuckles. “Time to remind ‘em.”

It wasn’t just Mendez. His betrayal was a crack in the foundation—but the real problem was the others watching, wondering if they could get away with the same. That’s why this couldn’t be surgical. It had to be bloody. Loud. Unforgettable.

The night didn’t end when the bodies dropped. If anything, that was just foreplay.

I made one quick stop before heading home—an old spot off Willoughby and Elm. A cold, forgotten garage that only the three of us knew about. No cameras. No questions. Just concrete walls and soundproof steel doors. The type of place where secrets bled out and snitches cried for mamas that never came.

Inside the garage, two folding chairs sat beneath a flickering bulb, and strapped to those chairs were the next two puzzle pieces in this whole rotten picture.

I stepped up to the first one—Freddie. One of our mid-level cash runners who suddenly decided his feet liked different directions.

His mouth was duct-taped, but his eyes said everything. Panic. Regret. That deep, soul-level understanding that death wasn’t coming fast.

Law ripped the tape off. “Speak.”

Freddie coughed, tears already forming. “Sean, man, I didn’t mean to—”

“Don’t call my name like we friends,” I growled, cracking my knuckles. “You moved three payments off the books, fed coordinates to somebody linked to Anthony, and tried to spin it like a glitch in the system?”

“I didn’t think it’d come back to you!” he cried. “I was just—just trying to—”

I backhanded him before he could finish.

Blood sprayed from his lip, and his whole chair rocked sideways. Law caught it and yanked him back upright, his face calm. Too calm.

Tech leaned in, holding up a tablet. “He used a burner to wire the money to a shell account in the Caymans. Same ghost company that popped up during the Mendez breach.”

I nodded slowly. “So, you been playing the long game, huh, Fred?”

Freddie shook his head furiously. “Nah, nah, it wasn’t like that. They threatened my sister. Said they’d—”

“I got a sister too,” I cut him off. “You think that gives you an excuse to sell us out?”

I stepped back, cracking my neck. Then I looked at Law.

“Handle him.”

Law didn’t blink. Didn’t smile. Just reached for the crowbar leaning against the wall.

The first scream was muffled by the metal of the door slamming shut behind me.

I turned to the second man—Donte.

He was calm. Too calm for someone zip-tied in a chair next to a man getting his bones rearranged.

“You ain’t gonna cry like You had a choice, Freddie. You picked wrong?” I asked, walking up to him.

“I knew what this was,” he muttered. “Soon as they offered that money, I knew it was a one-way road.”

I raised a brow. “So why take it?”

“Because I was tired of watching you run this city like a god. Figured maybe it was time for you to fall.”

Tech looked up from his screen. “Guess what? The file on him links straight to Anthony’s crypto wallet. He wasn’t even subtle.”

I chuckled and leaned in close. “You should’ve made peace with your mama before you walked in this life, Donte. ‘Cause once you turn on me? Ain’t no God left for you.”

He spat in my face.

Law was still inside with Freddie, the dull sound of steel hitting flesh still echoing like background music. Tech didn’t flinch. Neither did I.

I wiped the spit off my cheek with my sleeve, slow.

Then I drew my pistol.

“You don’t get a slow death like Freddie. You made your peace? Good.”

One shot.

Right between the eyes.

His body slumped.

I turned, blood still fresh on my hand, and looked at Tech.

“Bag them both. Burn em.”

He nodded once. “You got it.”

Law walked out the room a few seconds later, face speckled with blood, holding Freddie’s wallet and phone.

I looked between them. “No more warnings. If one more name pops up feeding Anthony intel, I want ‘em in that chair before I even ask. We ain’t just tightening the circle. We cleansing the whole fuckin’ kingdom.”

Law clapped me on the shoulder. “Yessah my favorite part of the day.”

Tech added, “We got more eyes than they think. Let ‘em keep slippin’. We’ll keep digging.”

I exhaled, my jaw tight, staring at the concrete floor like it could give me answers. The empire I built was under siege. But the foundation? The blood bond between me, Law, and Tech? That was still ironclad.

Which meant they had no idea who they were fucking with.

The silence in the car on the way out was thick, like the aftermath of a storm.

We didn’t talk. We didn’t need to. Law sat, still wiping blood off his hands with a towel. Tech drove, eyes locked on the road like he was already four moves ahead.

I stared out the window, watching New York blur by in streaks of neon and concrete. That old itch in my chest—the one I thought I buried years ago—was back.

That tight, choking feeling.

I closed my eyes for a second, and suddenly it wasn’t 2025 anymore.

It was Brooklyn.

	


Flashback – Brooklyn, Summer of 2006

We were just kids then. Fourteen, maybe. Barely men. But that night? That was when we became something else.

It was hot as hell, the kind of heat that sat on your chest and made your clothes stick to your back. We were on foot, all three of us—me, Tech, and Law—walking back from a corner bodega when two older dudes posted up by the alleyway stepped out.

They weren’t from our side. I clocked it quick.

One of them spit in our direction. “Ain’t y’all little Sean’s crew? The one tryna act grown in a man’s world?”

Law stepped up before I could even blink. “What you say?”

The taller one laughed and pulled a switchblade, casual. Like this was just part of the dance. “Sayin’ you kids don’t run shit. Now run along before you catch a lesson.”

I remember feeling it.

That shift.

It wasn’t fear. It was clarity.

Like something inside me clicked.

I pulled a brick from the trash can behind me and swung. The blade guy dropped, nose shattered, blood spraying like a busted hydrant.

Law didn’t hesitate. Tackled the other one to the ground, fists flying like he was born for this.

Tech?

He was the calm in the chaos. Pulled a tire iron from under a nearby car and stood over the scene, just in case someone else showed up.

We didn’t say a word until it was over.

The taller dude was crying. Broken nose. Ribs cracked. His boy already unconscious.

I looked at them, chest heaving, blood on my hands.

And then I looked at Law. Then Tech.

“We don’t run,” I said, dead serious. “Not ever. We run shit.”

Law nodded. “Damn right.”

Tech just smirked. “Took y’all long enough to catch up.”

That night, we made a pact.

No contracts. No oaths. Just blood and survival.

If one bled, we all did.

If one fell, we all went down swinging.

Present Day

Back in the SUV, I blinked hard, pushing the memory out.

“Drop me at the crib,” I muttered.

Law turned to me. “You good?”

I didn’t answer at first. Just stared out the window as the city lights sharpened into towers again.

“I’m tired of people forgetting who built this empire.”

Tech’s voice was cold. “Then it’s time to remind ‘em.”

I leaned back in the seat, letting the silence ride for another minute. The hum of the engine was the only sound, low and steady like the storm building in my chest. We passed by the lights of SoHo, glass towers reflecting our warpaint—the blood, the sweat, the history.

Law finally broke the quiet. “We need to hit first. No more waiting.”

I didn’t look at him. “We already did. Tonight, was the warning shot. Now we take the fuckin’ gloves off.”

Tech’s grip tightened on the steering wheel. “We’ve still got a few names we ain’t run down yet. That leak Mendez opened? It runs deeper than we thought.”

I nodded slowly, mind already spinning. “Good. Then tomorrow we start carving out the rot from the inside. One by one.”

“Cool,” Law muttered, cracking his knuckles. “I’ve been needing to stretch anyway.”

The SUV hit a hard turn onto the FDR. We flew down the side of Manhattan, the river flickering beside us like the past trying to catch up. I felt it creeping, that ghost of Anthony, always just behind the next shadow. But this time, he was getting no second chance.

I leaned forward between the front seats. “We ain’t just cleaning house. We’re reminding motherfuckers why they fear us.”

Tech glanced at me in the mirror. “Just say the word.”

“I will,” I said. “And when I do, make sure everybody bleeds right.”

The car fell silent again.

But this time, it wasn’t the silence of tension.

It was purpose.

It was war forming in the lungs of the street, waiting for a spark.

I looked at the skyline—this kingdom I built brick by brick, pain by pain.

And I promised myself:

No more weakness.

No more looking back.

They were about to remember what it meant to cross Sean White.

And this time?

There would be no mercy.

Sierra

The steam curled up around the mirror as I stepped out of the shower, towel wrapped tight, my body still humming with tension I couldn’t quite shake. It was barely past five a.m., but I’d been up for hours—mind spinning, heart wired. That’s what being married to a man like Sean White did to you. You learned to sleep light, think faster, and stay ready for anything.

The twins hadn’t stirred yet. I could hear the soft hum of their white noise machine through the baby monitor, a steady comfort in a world that was anything but.

I wiped a circle into the fogged mirror and stared at myself.

Eyes a little more tired than yesterday.

Jaw a little tighter.

But still standing.

Still beautiful.

Still me.

The bathroom door creaked open just as I started applying lotion to my legs, and I didn’t even flinch. I didn’t need to look up to know it was him. The way the air shifted when he walked into a room—it was something only I could feel. A pull. A presence. A promise.

He stood in the doorway, hoodie halfway off, his shirt sticking to his chest with sweat. Blood—dry and fresh—marked the collar. His jaw was clenched, his eyes a dark storm.

I didn’t say a word. Just kept lotioning my legs like this was a normal Tuesday morning.

“I didn’t wake the babies, did I?” he asked, voice low, gravelly.

“No,” I said, glancing up at him in the mirror. “But you look like hell.”

He came closer, dropped his hoodie on the edge of the tub, and leaned against the counter, watching me.

“I been there,” he said quietly. “Hell. Kinda feels like home now.”

I met his eyes in the reflection. “And you just keep going back, huh?”

He didn’t answer.

Didn’t have to.

We’d danced this dance before. The one where he came back pretending, he hadn’t brought any of it inside. But I knew better. I always knew.

“What happened tonight?” I asked, not stopping my routine. The trick with Sean was to never press too hard. He cracked under pressure—but he unraveled under my softness.

“Handled some things.” He shrugged like it was a grocery run. “People who forgot what side they’re supposed to be on.”

“Did they bleed?” I asked.

He didn’t blink. “Of course.”

I turned to face him then, fully, towel still wrapped around me. “And did it help? Did it make anything better?”

He stared at me, his eyes scanning my face like he was searching for an anchor.

“No,” he finally admitted. “But it reminded me who I am.”

I stepped forward, standing right in front of him now, placing a hand on his chest. His heart was still racing, wild and untamed.

“You’re not just a killer, Sean. You’re a father. My husband. The man who built all this.”

He closed his eyes for a second, leaned his forehead against mine.

“I feel it slipping, Sierra. Like the empire we built—everybody’s trying to chip at it from the inside.”

I cupped his face. His arms wrapped around me, strong and firm, like he was scared I’d disappear if he let go. I leaned into it, knowing that whatever storm was coming, we were going to face it head on.

But first, I had a law firm to run.

And a meeting with Sandra and Leo to see where they were with Sean’s case before, I fully entrusted them with it.

Because this life we lived?

It didn’t slow down for anybody.

I kissed Sean’s cheek before slipping out of his arms. His grip lingered like he didn’t want to let me go, but I pulled away gently.

“Get some rest,” I whispered, brushing my hand down his chest. “You need it. And besides... the twins will be up in a little bit.”

He grunted low; the sound tired but full of heat. “Come back to bed.”

I smirked as I stepped into the closet. “Not when the city’s waiting for me.”

In the closet, I dressed quick—black fitted slacks, silk blouse, diamond studs. Sleek ponytail. Clean face, subtle beat. The look said: power in heels, not mob wife on the run. I wasn’t just Sean White’s woman. I had my own empire to build.

By the time I made it back into the bedroom, he was sitting on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, head hanging like the weight of the world was still trying to dig into his spine.

“You sure you trust them?” he asked suddenly, his voice quiet but hard. “Sandra and Leo.”

I paused at the vanity, checking my lipstick in the mirror.

“Trust? No,” I said without turning. “But I believe in strategy. And right now, they’re the strongest players on the board.”

He didn’t respond right away, and I could feel the heat of his eyes on my back.

“You ever get tired of this shit?” he asked. “Being married to a man who always got blood on his hands?”

I turned slowly, stepping back toward him until I was standing between his knees. I tilted his chin up, forcing his eyes to mine.

“I didn’t marry the blood,” I said. “I married the man who earned the right to be feared... and loved. I don’t need clean hands. I need a steady one.” I kissed his forehead gently. “And yours never shook.”

He closed his eyes like he was trying to absorb my strength, bottle it up, let it shield him from the war outside.

“Now get some sleep,” I told him. “I’ll call you after the meeting.”

I grabbed my purse, heels clicking against the floor as I made my way out.

Downstairs, I paused in the nursery. Both twins were still out—Amirah snuggled up with her elephant, Sean Jr. spread out like he owned the crib. I leaned over and kissed each of their cheeks.

“Y’all don’t even know the kind of kingdom we’re protecting for you.”

In the kitchen, Emily was pouring a cup of coffee, her nails freshly done, her hair tied up in a sleek bun.

“You off early,” she said, raising an eyebrow.

“Meeting with the sharks,” I muttered, grabbing my keys. “Let’s see which one bites first.”

She smirked. “If they try you, call me. I’ll drag my heels right through a courtroom.”

I laughed. “I believe you.”

I stepped outside, letting the door click shut behind me. The city air hit me sharp and cold. Another day, another battle.

But I was ready.

Because if Sean ruled the streets...

I ruled the game.

****
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The city hadn’t woken up yet. The sun was still dragging behind a wall of steel-gray clouds, casting Manhattan in a quiet that mirrored my mood.

The Bentley eased to a stop in front of the downtown glass-paneled structure bearing the brushed metal signage: Johnson & Johnson – Attorneys at Law.

It was early. Too early for phones to ring or clients to come strolling through. But that was the point. Some meetings weren’t meant to happen when the world was awake.

Sid, my driver, came around to open the door. “You want me to wait out front, Mrs. White?”

“No. Circle the block. I’ll call when I’m ready.”

He gave a respectful nod. “You got it.”

The first floor was still dark, the streetlights painting soft gold lines across the sidewalk. This wasn’t an official meeting. The firm wouldn’t open for another hour. No ringing phones. No client complaints. Just space to speak freely.

Inside, the security guard gave a simple nod. No need for credentials. My name was the building.

The conference room was already prepped—lights warm, coffee sweating in the carafe, legal pads stacked beside open laptops. They were ready. Good.

I didn’t sit immediately. I wanted them to feel the weight of the moment first.

Sandra straightened in her seat. Leo sat alert; shoulders squared. They knew this wasn’t a friendly check-in. This was a temperature check—and a silent reminder of what was at stake.

I slid into the head seat, the one that meant I was both the decision and the decider. Crossed one leg over the other and opened the folder they’d handed me.

“Before we get into it,” I said, tone calm but firm, “I want to acknowledge why you’re both here. Out of everyone in that internal competition, your defense was sharp, your instincts were clean, and your presentation—impressive.”

Sandra offered a grateful nod. Leo’s posture relaxed, just a little.

“But this case...” I leaned forward, voice lowering slightly, “isn’t theory. It’s not mock court or strategy week. This is real. It’s dirty. And it’s dangerous. What’s building around my husband isn’t just a legal issue—it’s a storm. One that’ll hit this entire firm if we’re not ahead of it.”

They listened. Really listened.

“I chose you both not just because you’re good with law, but because you’re smart. Because you know how to see between the lines. And if there’s one thing that’s been overlooked this entire time, it’s this...”

I let the words breathe.

“Everyone in that courtroom died. Except Sean.”

Sandra’s brow furrowed in realization.

Leo’s eyes narrowed. “So, there are no other witnesses.”

“Exactly,” I said softly. “Sean’s the only one who walked out of that courtroom breathing. Which means whatever story gets told—right or wrong—it’ll come from his mouth... or from the mouths of people who weren’t there to see a damn thing.”

Sandra’s voice was thoughtful. “We noticed it... we just didn’t know if it was appropriate to raise it yet.”

I gave a faint smile, but there was iron in it. “This isn’t about what’s appropriate. It’s about what’s true. And more importantly—it’s about protecting this firm. Because whether or not you’re defending my husband, make no mistake... this will define our legacy.”

Leo leaned forward. “We understand. And we’re ready.”

“I believe that. That’s why I’m here,” I said. “But I need to be clear—I don’t want to keep checking in because it’s my husband’s case. I want to trust that the two of you can handle this not as a favor—but as a representation of Johnson & Johnson. We don’t lose. I don’t plan on starting now.”

They nodded in sync.

“You both showed me during the competition that you’re capable of more than just winning. You’re capable of leading. And that’s why—if this case is handled right—you’ll be heading the second branch once construction is done.”

Sandra blinked in surprise. Leo straightened with pride.

“Don’t make me regret it,” I said with a smirk.

“We won’t,” Sandra replied firmly.

I closed the folder. “Good. Because the moment this case hits open court, we don’t just need to win—we need to control the story.”

I paused.

“So, let’s get into it because the next time I want to be able to sit with you both is if any of you have questions or need my opinion on the case. Have either of you started prepping for trial yet? I need to know exactly where we stand—and how ready you are if this hits the courtroom.” 

Sandra reached for the stack of notes in front of her, flipping through pages with marked tabs before speaking. “We’ve started building a timeline based on everything we could gather post-incident. There are still missing pieces—we don’t have access to all court security footage yet—but what we do have paints a very controlled, deliberate sequence.”

Leo leaned forward. “There were about seventeen people inside that courtroom when the shooting started. Sean, the judge, Lisa Carter, opposing counsel, four officers, and the remaining parties involved in the trial. But when the smoke cleared? All dead. Except for Sean.”

I nodded slowly, letting them keep going.

“The forensics reports released to the public were heavily redacted,” Sandra continued. “But we managed to cross-reference the shell casings collected with the type of firearm Sean was known to carry—pre-registration under a prior security license. But...” She paused, flipping a page, “...the report lists multiple calibers. At least three.”

Leo jumped in. “Meaning more than one weapon was discharged in that courtroom. Which complicates the narrative.”

“Or clarifies it,” I said calmly, leaning back. “They want to pin all of it on Sean. But there’s physical proof someone else was armed—and active.”

Sandra nodded. “Exactly. That opens the door for us to argue not only that, but the fact as he was the one trial how can he enter a courtroom armed and not be checked? There’s no way he could have fired off shots.”

I gave her a tight nod. “Yes, but what would you say if they come back with there was a gun taped under his table?”

Sandra responded almost instantly. “Speculation. That gun wasn’t fired.”

Leo added, “And even if they claim it was his weapon, there’s zero evidence placing it in his hands at the time of discharge. Without ballistic residue on his skin, without direct footage, they’re left with theories. Not proof.”

Sandra glanced back at her notes. “And with the amount of chaos described during the shooting, no direct witness testimony, and no surviving camera feed from the interior of the courtroom—it leaves everything open to interpretation.”

“Which is exactly what scares me,” I said. “Because when facts get quiet, narratives get loud.”

Leo tapped a highlighted section in the file. “We also found that two of the deceased officers were under review by Internal Affairs at the time. That information hasn’t gone public yet, but it’s something we might be able to use later to paint the environment as compromised before Sean ever walked in.”

I raised a brow. “Keep that close to the chest. That detail could shift everything if used at the right time.”

Sandra nodded quickly. “We understand. This is about precision now. No wasted motions. No media leaks. Just airtight defense.”

“And what about the DA’s office?” I asked. “Has there been any movement?”

Leo exchanged a quick look with Sandra before answering. “Not officially. But we’ve noticed inquiries coming from low-level clerks tied to the Bronx office. They’re fishing, not striking—but it’s clear someone over there is warming up.”

I let out a slow breath, pressing my palms against the smooth edge of the table. “Then it’s only a matter of time before the subpoenas start falling like dominos.”

Sandra leaned in. “That’s why we’re treating this as a live case. Even if no charges have been filed yet.”

“Good,” I said. “Keep it quiet. Keep it close. And keep it moving.”

There was a moment of silence that followed, but it wasn’t discomfort—it was resolve. They understood the assignment now wasn’t just about defending Sean. It was about staying ten steps ahead of a game nobody knew they were already playing.

I stood, gathering the folder and tightening the strap of my purse. “If either of you needs anything—and I mean anything—you come directly to me. But until then, I trust you to do what you were chosen for. Don’t wait for the courtroom to strategize. Win this case before it ever sees one.”

Sandra stood with me. “We’re already on it.”

Leo followed suit. “We won’t let you down, Sierra.”

I offered a nod, then turned toward the door. The war had already begun outside these walls, but at least in here, the front line knew what side they were on.

As I stepped out into the hallway, my phone buzzed.

Sean.

I didn’t answer.

Not yet.

Some things needed my full attention—and I had a feeling whatever was on the other side of that call... could wait one more minute.

Anthony

The bar was empty. Private. The kind of place the city forgot on purpose—tucked behind a boarded-up storefront in Hell’s Kitchen, where the lights flickered and the ghosts of old men played cards with time.

I sat alone in a corner booth, swirling the whiskey in my glass like it held answers. It didn’t.

Not yet.

A man across the bar kept glancing at me. Probably trying to figure out if I was a memory or a mistake. I gave him one look, and he quickly turned back to his drink.

Smart.

I leaned back, letting the darkness settle. New York had changed since I last walked these streets like I owned them. But the undercurrent? The pulse? That was the same. Same rats. Same ambition. Same hunger.

And Sean?

He’d turned that hunger into an empire.

I took a slow sip, the burn steady down my throat. Everyone thought the courthouse was the end. That I was just a whisper in his past. Dead. Gone. Handled.

But ghosts don’t stay buried.

I pulled out a manila folder from the leather satchel on the seat beside me. Inside were profiles—names, faces, details etched in ink. Some old. Some new. All of them tied to Sean in one way or another.

Renee.

Law.

Tech.

Sierra.

And of course... Brian.

That one made me pause.

His family and mine? We’d been at war long before Sean ever picked up a gun. Generations of blood, betrayal, and territory wars that left scars across every borough. Brian was reckless, mouthy, and desperate for a crown that would never fit.

But even a broken crown could serve a purpose—if you knew how to wield it.

I studied Brian’s file a little longer. Tapped the page with one finger, thoughtful.

Would I align with the son of a bitch?

Never.

But use him?

Maybe.

Let him rage against Sean’s name while I build in the backend. Let him burn the gates down while I walk through untouched.

I tucked the file back in the satchel and stood, the leather creaking beneath my weight. I adjusted my coat, glanced once at the mirror behind the bar.

My reflection stared back like it didn’t recognize me. Like it knew I wasn’t here to reclaim the throne.

No.

I was here to scorch the fucking kingdom.

And Sean?

He’d learn real soon—

some ghosts don’t haunt you.

They come back to finish what you started.
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4 HIDDEN THREATS
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Tech

Evening hit the city different when you knew bodies were gonna drop before midnight.

I was elbow-deep in code at the hideout when Law texted the word "drip." No other context. No emoji. Not even a damn period. Just drip.

That was his way of saying “Shit’s about to get messy, and I need you to come clean it up.”

I closed the laptop, cracked my knuckles, and grabbed my jacket. My Glock was already tucked in the holster at my back. I’d barely finished locking the hideout down when Sean’s message came through, too. Location ping. Warehouse on the Lower East Side—one of our old stash spots turned silent interrogation site. Soundproof, no surveillance, no neighbors who gave a damn.

As I pulled up in the matte-black Tesla—because yeah, I’m the only motherfucker who believes in luxury and silence—Law was already leaning against a pole outside, his arms crossed, a cigarette burning between his lips like he was posing for a damn movie poster.

“You always tryna look dramatic,” I said, stepping out the car. “One of these days, you gon’ catch a cramp in your neck tryna be cool.”

Law smirked and flicked the ash off his cigarette. “Just waiting on your slow ass. I already did the warm-up rounds.”

I rolled my eyes. “You talkin’ to him yet?”

Law nodded toward the warehouse door. “He’s in there singing like Drake on heartbreak night. But I figured you’d wanna hear this shit fresh.”

I chuckled, popping my neck. “Nothing like confessions under fluorescent lighting.”

We stepped inside. The air smelled like blood and dust—old concrete soaked with secrets. The guy tied to the chair was a supplier. Used to be a ghost account under one of our distro routes, clean track record, no noise. Until two days ago when a shipment of ours got intercepted, and one of his trucks happened to break protocol the same damn night.

I set my tablet down and pulled a chair across from him, flipping it backward and straddling it like we had all night.

“Evenin’,” I said casually. “You know who I am?”

He nodded, sweat already beading at his temples. “Y-Yeah. You’re Tech.”

I leaned forward. “Good. Then you already know I’m not the one who hits first. I hit last. And when I hit last? Ain’t nobody left to swing back.”

Law stood behind me, arms crossed. “He gave a few names. I ain’t recognize none of ‘em.”

I turned to the guy. “That right? You just tossing random names out? You think this is bingo night?”

“No, no, I swear—”

I held up a finger. “Stop. Breathe.” I pulled out my tablet, tapped a few keys, and turned the screen toward him. “This is the account number that traced back to the ghost drop-off. The one that got hit.”

He looked. His face went pale.

“That ain’t mine,” he whispered.

“Exactly,” I said, standing. “Which means someone’s using your route. Which means someone thinks they can fuck with our system without us noticing. And if it ain’t you...” I turned the screen back to me. “Then maybe you better start telling me who it is before Law here gets bored.”

Law cracked his neck and casually picked up a hammer from the workbench behind him. “Boredom’s a bitch.”

The guy squirmed. “I only met him once! He called himself ‘Slick.’ Drove a blue Yukon. He paid in crypto—half up front, half when the hit was done.”

I glanced at Law. “Slick?”

Law shrugged. “Ain’t heard that name in a minute. But I know the ride.”

I nodded. “Run it.”

Law walked out, pulling his phone as I turned back to the man in the chair. “See? That wasn’t so hard.”

“But I didn’t mean to—”

“You did,” I cut in. “Maybe not the way you think. But in this world, negligence is betrayal.”

He slumped, defeated.

“Lucky for you,” I said, picking up my tablet again, “I’m not the one who decides your fate.”

Law walked back in, nodding. “Yukon parked two blocks over. Still warm.”

I stood, sliding my chair back under the table. “Bag and tag him. We’re gonna need a follow-up chat after we verify his story. If it checks out, maybe he keeps the ability to walk.”

Law smirked. “And if not?”

I met his eyes. “Then you get to play bored again.”

As Law moved to handle the cleanup, I checked my messages. One from Sean: Where we at?

I replied: Pulling a thread. Might unravel something big.


Because deep down? I already knew. This wasn’t about a hijacked truck. This was the start of a bigger breach. 

And I was gonna find the hole before it swallowed us whole.



I stuck around after Law dragged dude out back—bag over his head, wrists zip-tied like we were doin’ curbside pickup for betrayal.

I wasn’t done yet. Not with this. Not with the system that was supposed to be bulletproof leaking like a cracked iPhone screen. And the worst part? The breach didn’t come from the outside. Nah. This was some inside-out shit. Like termites in the walls, eating away at the foundation.

I pulled my tablet back up, fingers flying.

One by one, I started cross-referencing every route that ghost account had touched. Shit was clean. Too clean. Which meant someone wiped it. I grinned. Cute. They thought they were slick.

“Alright,” I muttered, tapping into the subnet logs from last week’s warehouse entry pings. “Let’s see who really touched the backdoor.”

Thirty seconds in—ping.

“Bingo.”

Someone tried to mask their ID behind a rerouted proxy. But they forgot one thing—I built this system. And ain’t nobody breakin’ in without leaving fingerprints for me to lift.

I cracked my neck and leaned back. Blue Yukon, slick name, crypto trails, fake drop spot. Everything pointed to the same conclusion:

This wasn’t just a supplier turning greedy.

It was a whole damn setup.

A distraction.

A whisper to keep our heads turned just long enough for the real hit to line up.

I grabbed my phone and FaceTimed Sean.

He picked up on the third ring. No smile. No words. Just that face. Cold. Calculating.

“What you got?” he asked.

I angled the screen toward the data. “There’s more to that breach than we thought. The ghost account was used to slip something else through the network—small packet size. Untraceable to the naked eye, but not to me.”

Sean’s brow twitched. “You saying it wasn’t about product?”

“Nah,” I said, flipping to another screen. “It was about movement. Tracking patterns. Who goes where? When shipments shift. How your crew rotates security around your own damn kids.”

That last line landed hard. He didn’t flinch. But I saw it. His jaw flexed. His eyes went darker than usual.

“You sure?” he asked, voice low.

“Positive. Whoever this is, they’re not gunning for cash,” I said. “They want access. Proximity. Timing.”

Sean was quiet for a second. Then, “You think this is Anthony?”

I gave a humorless chuckle. “I think Anthony ain’t workin’ with amateurs anymore.”

He nodded once. “Keep digging. I want the name behind that packet. I want his mama’s maiden name, the street he was born on, and the brand of drawers he wore to his last funeral.”

I smirked. “Copy that.”

The call dropped.

I sat there in the warehouse, just me and the sound of silence settling over the concrete like smoke. It was always like this before the storm. That hum in my bones. The same one I’d had since I was fifteen and built my first tracker out of stolen school tech.

Something big was coming.

And I was gonna be the one to find it first.

Because out of the three of us—Sean might be the brain, Law the muscle—but I’m the ghost in the machine.

And I see everything.

I tapped out a message on my phone.

Bring him back inside. I ain’t done.

Less than a minute later, Law came through the side entrance, dragging the supplier—Eric Mays—back through the doorway with a bag over his head and zip ties cutting into his wrists. He yanked the hood off and shoved him back into the same chair he was in earlier.

“I thought we was done?” Law asked, cracking his knuckles.

I didn’t answer him. Just stared at Eric. Long and hard.

This motherfucker was lying. I could feel it.

He wasn’t twitchin’ like the guilty ones usually do. Nah—this one was calm, quiet. Trying to play innocent. But I’ve seen that look before. That dead-behind-the-eyes calm that meant he’d already justified the betrayal in his head.

I sat across from him in a chair that creaked every time I shifted, just to keep him on edge. Cold air coiled in the warehouse, the type of chill that didn’t come from no busted heating—it was built for discomfort. Concrete floor. Steel beams. Echoes.

Eric Mays. Mid-level supply handler. Clean rep. Quiet background. Too quiet.

“Three shipments rerouted in the last month,” I said, flipping the tablet in my hand so he could see. “All under your clearance codes. All slipped past customs with zero red flags. Impressive.”

He blinked fast, throat bobbing. “I don’t—I just sign what comes across my desk, man. I didn’t look that deep.”

I gave a slow nod, then leaned forward.

“That’s cute. But see, I’m not Sean. I’m not gonna yell. And I ain’t Law—I don’t need to swing on you to get answers. I’m Tech. I find what people try to hide. And right now?” I tilted my head. “You hid a whole fuckin’ paper trail.”

He opened his mouth. Closed it. Then tried again. “They paid me to look the other way. I didn’t know it was him. I swear—”

“Him?”

“Anthony,” he whispered, like the name itself might shatter his bones. “It was supposed to be one shipment. One switch.”

“And you thought that’d be the end of it?”

He didn’t answer.

I stood up, walked behind him slowly. Let the silence do the work. People talk too much. They forget silence is the loudest weapon in the room.

I leaned in close to his ear. “You gave Anthony a path back into our world. And you think I’m here for a conversation?”

He was trembling now. Good.

“Tell me everything,” I said, voice like glass. “Or I swear to God, you’ll be another forgotten name in the system.”

He broke fast—names, dates, where the crypto went, who gave the burner phone, where the calls originated from.

I logged every word. I didn’t react. Just filed it away.

Then, when he was done, I walked to the corner of the room and picked up the silenced Glock from the table.

“You said everything, right?” I asked.

He nodded quickly. “Yeah. All of it. I swear.”

I turned slowly, aimed, and said, “Then we’re done here.”

One shot.

Quiet.

No mess.

I wiped the grip and dropped it into a sealed bag. No fingerprints. No heat. Just precision.

Law raised an eyebrow. “You good now?”

I slid the bag toward him. “Make sure this disappears.”

He grabbed it with a small smirk. “You took your sweet time.”

“I wanted him to understand,” I said. “Every word out his mouth was bought with a breath. And when the story was over, so was his oxygen.”

Law nodded. “Fair.”

I pulled out my phone and hit Sean again.

One more rat down. And I think we’re only scratching the surface.

Then I grabbed my jacket and headed for the door.

The night felt colder now.

Or maybe that was just the clarity that comes after blood’s been spilled.

See, the think about death, the city doesn’t breathe the same after blood spills.

Somewhere between the echo of that silenced shot and the warehouse door sealing shut behind us, something shifted. You could feel it in the air. In the concrete. In the quiet hum of Manhattan that suddenly sounded more like a warning than a rhythm.

I sat in the Tesla outside the warehouse, staring at the glow of my tablet screen as encrypted files uploaded and routed through ghost servers, I built years ago. I wasn’t looking at the code. Not really. I was thinking. Rewinding every move made in the past six months. Every name. Every order. Every shipment.

And who the fuck might’ve been watching the whole time.

The streetlight flickered overhead like it couldn’t decide whether to stay alive or die with the rest of them. I rolled the window halfway down, letting the city’s night air creep in—thick with exhaust, faintly metallic.

Like the smell of war.

My phone buzzed once.

Unmarked cruiser spotted outside the Mendez drop site. No lights, no movement. That’s two now.

Another buzz.

Your name came up in a flagged sweep—financial tech division at the feds.

I didn’t respond.

Didn’t need to.

Because this wasn’t just about what Sean built anymore.

This was infiltration.

From the inside.

From the streets.

From the goddamn government.

I lit a Black & Mild and leaned back, smoke curling toward the windshield as the first fat raindrop slapped against the glass.

Storm was here.

And when Law got his hands on the next name on the list?

It wasn’t just blood that was gonna be spilled.

It was fear.

The kind of fear that made people question loyalty.

The kind that made even killers hesitate.

The kind that reminded this city exactly why the name White didn’t mean purity.

It meant power.

And power was about to snatch its crown back—one cracked skull at a time.

As I continued to sit in the Tesla with the smoke hanging thick, ran began and I watched it slide down the windshield like the city was trying to wash its hands clean of what just happened.

Too late for that.

The silence had a rhythm now. A pulse.

I closed my eyes for just a second.

And like muscle memory, the past came clawing back—uninvited.

Flashback — Brooklyn, 2009

I was seventeen, still half a kid, half grown—but already sharper than most men walking.

We were supposed to be laying low. Sean had just finished settling beef with one of the uptown cliques, and Law had bruises on his knuckles that hadn’t even dried up yet.

But then we got word.

Somebody hit one of our supply runs. Small-time, but disrespectful. Loud. Left one of our boys bleeding in an alley with Tech carved into his chest like it was a joke.

They wanted to rattle me.

So, I rattled back.

We traced it to a kid named Jermaine. Not a hitter. Not a soldier. But a coder. Slick with rerouting GPS tags and cloning warehouse inventory. I’d actually thought about bringing him in once.

But he chose the wrong side.

I didn’t tell Sean or Law what I planned.

Just pulled up to his cousin’s garage where he worked on broken laptops and boosted Wi-Fi for half the block.

He was hunched over a busted tablet when I walked in.

Didn’t even look up.

“Be right with you.”
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