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ONE



ICE GLITTERS LIKE DIAMONDS OUTSIDE MY WINDOW.


I watch the snowcapped mountains, the frozen lakes, the white sky, from the window seat of the nicest luxury train in Europe. We’re slicing through the Swiss mountains, fifty-four minutes from our destination.


The train was my idea. The forty-kilometer-per-hour “scenic” pace was not. I would have opted for the fastest possible route, obviously. Opposite me, Jackson Roese—my boyfriend, selector of our snowy route—gazes from the window, enchanted.


Of course he looks as if he’s five years old, watching Frozen for the first time. Jackson has done nothing except hype this train ride ever since we landed in Switzerland on Christmas Eve two days ago.


It’ll be romantic! he insisted while I organized our itinerary in my room two months ago.


We’re not going to Switzerland for the romance, I reminded him.


Jackson had grinned.


Surely a mastermind like you can fit a little romance into the plan, he’d said.


Unfair. Entirely unfair. Insinuating my qualifications were lacking if they could not fit some swoon into our Swiss excursion? Unjust. I would have called him on his underhanded negotiating if underhanded negotiating wasn’t my own specialty.


Whether it was Jackson’s pointed persuasion, or the fact he was wearing the white cable-knit sweater he knows makes him look like a high-school James Bond, or just the fact that I notoriously have a weakness for letting Jackson Roese’s temptations into my heart, I relented.


With the winter wonderland passing us outside, I’m glad I did. It’s just the effect Jackson has on me. No matter how unpragmatic, I welcome my weakness for him.


How could I ever feel otherwise? Jackson Roese has loved me no matter where I once lived or live now, no matter who my father is, no matter how shattered he found the pitiful new girl he embraced in the halls of East Coventry High.


He loved me despite the vengeance he found in the heart I’d entrusted to him. Despite how insecurity and my past set my suspicions on him.


He loved me even though I spent the past year planning multiple thefts of millions of dollars from my own family.


Millions are nothing. The heart of the guy next to me is the greatest score I’ve ever stolen.


We’re in the main car, which, I have to say, is lovely—shining wood panels and seats of velvety dark green. I idly catalog the passengers around us while Jackson watches the scenery.


He pulls his eyes from the large windows to me, finding me looking at him. I smile, unembarrassed. He blushes delightfully.


It’s sweet. Swiss-chocolate sweet. Wedding-cake sweet. Jackson sweet.


He nudges my foot with the heavy sole of his Timberland. “Olivia. Look,” he presses playfully, nodding to the window. “You’re not admiring the view. You should get your money’s worth.”


Once more, I find myself grinning. Jackson Roese steals grins out of me like I steal fortunes. My money’s worth. Jackson’s reminder is not misplaced. The luxury train wasn’t cheap.


Nothing I couldn’t afford, though. Heisting a fortune from your own father at his wedding does make a few things easier. Easier like no more nervous chest pains. Easier like knowing I have enough for my entire college tuition.


Easier like waking up in the house my mom bought with the heist money. The farmhouse-style home in Coventry offers her enough natural light to set up her easel in the living room. Even more important, I know she’s spent her last night on the interstate driving exhaustedly between multiple jobs.


Vengeance was sweet. Wedding-cake sweet.


But my mom’s happiness? Priceless. Whoever said money can’t buy happiness either had none or way too much.


Even with our living expenses covered, my last heist left us enough to enjoy some liberties on this Switzerland trip, like the train carriage and a weeklong stay for my mom in Bern. The spa I’d booked as her Christmas gift is supposedly one of the world’s finest, or so said the lengthy recommendations message I’d gotten from Tom, replete with several listicles.


I don’t let my eyes leave Jackson. “I’m enjoying the view plenty,” I reply, my voice low with promise.


He doesn’t blush this time. It’s a shame.


“You’re very charming when you’re nervous,” he remarks. His eyes sparkle like the snowbanks, except way more distracting.


Not just distracting. Dazzling.


“I’m sure I am, but I’m not nervous,” I reply.


Jackson examines me. He props his foot up on his knee, leg crooked, looking like he owns this train. His curl of brown hair is defiantly boyish no matter his expression, which right now has softened into inquisitive concern.


“You’re not? Really? I know you have to be the fearless leader when everyone gets here, but I’m different,” he says gently. “You can be real with me.”


“I’m not nervous,” I reply. “I feel… great, actually. Better than I have in months.”


It’s not just the truth. It’s the understatement of the year. The tip of the iceberg, if I dare permit the fittingly frosty metaphor.


While I love Jackson and I’m immeasurably happy my mom is doing well, ordinary life has left me unsettled since the wedding heist. With “The Plan” more or less executed, I’d returned to East Coventry High. I’d gone to class. I’d learned French and Physics in gray classrooms with humming fluorescents. I’d written personal statements. I’d taken the SAT.


Nothing—not one moment—felt like seeing the look in my father’s eyes when he realized I’d claimed his empire for my own.


Did my own heist steal something from me? Normalcy? Contentment with the ordinary?


Or did it give me something? Purpose. Hunger. The pursuit of legacy.


I don’t know yet.


I just know it’s made the past few months quietly exasperating. Only the prospect of this trip—and the plan I am about to set in motion—kept me from screaming in the middle of college fairs and timed writings. I’ve counted down the days to this one, inscribed the date with imaginary heavy lettering in the calendar of my heart. Olivia’s second heist starts now.


“How about you? Nervous?” I return Jackson’s question to him.


His smirk reminds me that Jackson Roese isn’t just sweet. “Me? Nervous? You know me better than that, new girl.”


He winks. Combined with the smirk, it’s mercenary. Ruthless.


I hold his diamond gaze, sharp and precious. “Once we got on this train, our vacation ended,” I remind him. “We’re officially on the job. You can call me King now,” I say, invoking my heist code name.


With Switzerland’s icy splendor surrounding us, Jackson’s eyes sparkle. In his seat opposite mine in the main compartment, he leans forward, elbows rested on his knees, hands folded in front of him. Close enough to kiss.


“King,” he repeats.


I restrain myself from pulling him to me—barely. Straightening my spine, I hide the shallowness in my lungs.


“I can work with that,” he murmurs.


Into our midst comes the gentle beep of my watch alarm.


I set it hours ago, having meticulously calculated our speed and distance to determine the precise middle of the longest stretch of our frozen passage between stations. Meticulously calculated everything, I should say, except the heated pounding in my chest.


Nevertheless, it’s time. My heart will wait. My heist won’t.


I lean in closer to Jackson—using the movement to eye the rest of the train compartment. “You don’t mind being my pawn, do you, Jackson?” I whisper in his ear.


He exhales. His hand clenches on the armrest. I know exactly what desire looks like on him, and I indulge in his reaction. His nearness, combined with the first step of the plan commencing, has my heart rate hurtling, eagerness clenching in my stomach.


“Never knew this did it for me,” he remarks, his voice low. “I have a feeling I’m going to learn a lot about myself this week.”


Past him, my gaze finds exactly who I’m looking for. Our mark.


The first obstacle to our operation needs to be eliminated. The unwelcome spy my father sent to follow us everywhere.


I’ve noticed him shadowing us nearly since we landed in Switzerland, which gave me a couple days to design the plan we’re initiating now—including putting everyone in position.


I press a kiss to Jackson’s neck. Glancing past our mark, deeper into the train compartment, I find Thomas Pham.


In head-to-toe couture, combined with his perfect haircut and his sharply handsome features, Tom looks right off the runway. The compartment’s lights shine off the polish of his leather shoes.


Our gazes lock for one moment. He registers my wordless cue, and then I drag my eyes from his, ignoring whatever fraught shadow I find in them.


I return to Jackson, finally kissing him deeply. He trembles beneath me—not, I know, just from our proximity.


I withdraw, steeling myself with one shaky exhale.


“Your lessons,” I say, “start now.”















TWO



JACKSON DOESN’T HESITATE. HE RISES TO HIS FEET.


When I place my hand in his outstretched palm, he half pulls, half helps me up. I giggle loudly, drawing the notice of the entire compartment. Handsy American teenager—the easiest cover I’ve ever had.


Jackson presses his kiss to my smile, and his hand slides into my back pocket. Laughing, we stumble down the center aisle. I pretend I don’t notice Tom stand from his seat at the other end of the carriage and glide toward us, using Jackson’s and my unabashed display to draw every gaze away from the fashionable figure’s approach.


Rounding my eyes with fake excitement, I gaze up at Jackson. “I think the first-class carriages are private,” I speculate.


We’re earning the impatience of the compartment’s other riders—hmphs from elderly couples, indignant glances from parents with young children. Here on personal travel, I expect, not professional. Not on December 26. Families off to spend an afternoon in the city or continuing on to flights home.


Not us.


Our mark doesn’t react. He continues reading his newspaper, no doubt convinced of his concealment.


He’s probably hoping we’ll steal into a first-class cabin and get caught. It’d make his job easier. Across the table from him, his seat partner sleeps, beanie pulled over his face.


Jackson pretends he’s considering my indecent proposal. My scandalous suggestion looks like the portrait of spontaneity. “Aren’t you worried about getting thrown out?” he finally asks.


I lean closer. Look up with invitation-heavy eyes. Press one hand to his chest, my French manicure tips matching the winter white.


“The risk only makes it better,” I exhale.


Lies and truth. Meeting like strangers in the dark.


Jackson’s smirk re-forms slowly. It’s dangerous what the expression could do to me, honestly.


“What are we waiting for, then?” he asks, his voice humming deep in his chest.


We continue forward until I pretend to stumble with the train’s movement, catching myself on the table of the middle-aged couple seated in front of our mark. When my hand hits the plastic, the man’s wine—one of the expensive miniature bottles of Chasselas or Genevan sparkling wine I’ve noticed everywhere in Switzerland—spills. The man cries out. He stands, shouting irately at me in French.


I chose him perfectly, I compliment myself. He’s snapped at his wife three times since we left Zurich.


“So sorry,” I drawl, careful to look carefree. “Whoops! Clumsy Americans!”


The response, designed only to provoke him further, does. His volume rises. The pink color in his cheeks would have me concerned for his blood pressure if I weren’t pleased with the proceedings. In my periphery, Tom has positioned himself a few rows back, where he waits.


Like clockwork, Jackson intercedes.


“Hey, back up, bro,” he orders. I nearly laugh. Bro? The bullish frat-boy inflection isn’t Jackson. He’s embracing his role the way I did. Playing defensive of his ditzy girlfriend, he steps up to the passenger. “Chill out,” Jackson says. “It was an accident.”


When the passenger redirects his ire to Jackson, Tom moves.


With the eyes of the entire compartment on Jackson and me, he slides up to the man shadowing me, seated just behind the now-drenched Frenchman. Tom drops one shoulder with smooth grace—and deposits something neatly into the coat pocket of our mark.


Perfection.


The moment passes. Jackson, guiding my elbow, withdraws from the yelling husband, who eventually sits down, grumbling ferociously. In the back of the train, Tom’s retaken his seat, eyeing the icy splendor of Switzerland while the train continues cutting a scar in the snow. I walk with Jackson into first class.


We slip into one of the private cabins, where I sit with a view through the half-open door of the compartment we just left. Next to me, Jackson looks exhilarated, his face flushed.


Through the cracked-open door, I watch the plan progress.


Next to my father’s spy, his seat partner starts waking up. The mark panics—for he’s just now recognized Deonte Jones.


While I can’t see Deonte’s face, he’s removed the gray Stone Island beanie he pulled down while he pretended to sleep. I can’t hear their conversation from here, but I’m pleased watching the mark’s frantic replies, until finally the man falls silent. Decision forms on his face.


He rises reluctantly to his feet, and Deonte ushers him forward.


Heading for us.


Only while they advance down the aisle do I notice someone else. Across the aisle from Deonte and my mark’s vacated seats sits a man in a dark, exquisite suit. Nothing flashy, just elegant, modern lines. Under his steel-flecked light hair, his face is neutral, revealing nothing.


His eyes meet mine, shrewd and empty.


Then our door opens, and Deonte pushes the mark inside.















THREE



QUINN RHODES—MY FATHER’S FORMER ASSISTANT, THE PUSHOVER who’d once helped hide Dash’s infidelities and whose firing I exploited during the wedding heist—shifts uncomfortably in front of me.


“Quinn,” I say sweetly. “What a coincidence you’re here.”


He frowns. Petulant, he sits in surrender, saying nothing.


Fine.


“How have you been? Still unemployed?” I heap pretend pity on words I’m enjoying very much. “Let me guess. Dash put the word out not to trust you, and then no one would hire you. You had no choice but to come back to him begging for your old job.”


“I’m not his assistant anymore,” Quinn retorts, his voice whiny.


I smile, delighted to have levered the reply out of him. Of course professional insecurity was his weakness. “What… are you exactly?” I inquire. “The adult man my father hired to spy on his teenage daughter?”


He grimaces. “Don’t make it sound like that.”


With wide, innocent eyes, I look from Quinn to Deonte. “Did I say anything untrue?” I ask.


“It’s a bad look, dude,” Deonte concurs.


Frustrated, Quinn gestures indignantly in my direction. “I wouldn’t even have to be here if you just spoke to your father,” he protests. “He only wants to make sure you’re going to uphold your end of the deal.”


Our deal. It’s putting it… politely. Technically, I blackmailed my father. When I left my father’s wedding with his money, our agreement involved my promising not to reveal Dash’s embezzlement from the Owens family trust. While we no longer speak, for obvious reasons, my father has realized I’m headed into the midst of the very people I pledged not to inform. His family, who he’s been stealing from.


Unable to speak to me directly, he’s resorted to the pathetic measure of having me followed.


Which doesn’t work for me. While I’m executing this week’s heist, I won’t have my father’s watchman reporting everything I’m doing home to Rhode Island.


However, Quinn’s confession has surprised me. “Really?” I inquire. “That’s it? Dash isn’t out for some revenge of his own? Sending you here so you can spy on me?”


I mean, honestly, I chide the imaginary Dash in my head. No vengeful countermove for me stealing your money? It’s like we’re not even related.


Quinn shrugs. “Can’t get caught if you don’t do anything wrong,” he points out.


Now I have to smile.


“Quinn,” I say, “as you’re about to learn, that’s very not true.”


Confusion descends over my father’s assistant or spy or whatever he is. He does not have the chance to clarify what I mean. Instead, knocking sounds on our door, urgent and demanding. And right on time.


“Whoops,” Quinn says to me, weakly confrontational. “Shouldn’t sneak into places you don’t belong, Olivia.”


I don’t reply. I don’t have to. In seconds, I’m going to ruin this guy’s day for the second time.


Deonte opens the cabin door, revealing an attendant, a security officer—and Kevin Webber.


He’s dressed in indulgently showy winter wear, brands on display as if they sponsor him. The son of my father’s horrid lawyer, Kevin Webber has worn Polo and Prada his entire life. On his boyish features is something uncommon for the notoriously difficult-to-discourage Kevin Webber—utter dismay.


“Search him,” Kevin demands plaintively.


He points at Quinn, who watches these proceedings openly perplexed.


“It’s a gold Panerai Luminor, monogrammed with Kevin Webber,” Kevin complains.


The security officer reaches forward.


“What is going on here?” Quinn demands, startled. He stands from his seat. “You can’t just search me.”


The security man regards him with dispassionate impatience. “Very well,” he replies in French-accented English. “We will have to request you to remain on the train until police can search you, sir.”


Quinn’s mouth falls open. I understand his dismay—he was really hoping I would end up expelled from the first-class cabin, and instead security has descended on… him.


Then defensiveness flares in Quinn, the perfect imitation of my father’s ugliest moods. It’s no surprise. People like Quinn Rhodes, in his wrinkled office shirt under his coat, spending his December 26 on his employer’s wretched whims, will always look to role models for their own worst instincts.


“I will not be missing my stop. This is ridiculous,” he replies. “I don’t even know what I’m being accused of, but fine. Search me now if you must.”


The security officer obliges. He pats down Quinn. He reaches into Quinn’s front coat pocket—


And while the entire group looks on, he produces a gold watch.


It shines under the cabin lights. The officer reads from the inscription. “Kevin George Washington Webber.”


“That’s me!” Kevin cries out.


I force myself not to smile. Kevin is vying for the Oscar with his performance.


Instead, I’ll admit, he has emerged as the MVP of our kickoff sting operation. The Panerai Luminor the inspector holds, gaudy in gold, is real, and genuinely valuable. Kevin’s willingness to part even momentarily with the forty-grand watch was nothing short of admirable. Of course, in the months since the wedding heist forged my unlikely friendship with Kevin Webber, I’ve found he always gives everything he has, even to extracurricular activities of questionable legality.


Quinn’s eyes pop. In the instant of realization, his gaze flashes to me. “You—they—set me up,” he gasps. “These teenagers don’t even have tickets for this carriage. They planted this on me.”


In reply, Jackson reaches into his own coat pocket.


He produces, for the attendant’s inspection, four first-class tickets for this very cabin. The ones we purchased simultaneously with our seats for the main compartment, knowing exactly where our operation needed to start—and where it needed to end.


“I’m afraid you’re the one who shouldn’t be here, Quinn,” I say while the inspector grasps Quinn’s upper arm with unambiguous force. “I wonder, do you get one phone call here in Switzerland? Do you think my dad will pick up?”


Quinn’s mouth moves noiselessly. The officer starts hauling him from the cabin.


“Have a nice New Year’s,” I say softly.


The security man will escort the hapless Mr. Rhodes to some detention spot on board and, when we reach our next station, likely to some municipal Swiss jail. I’m sure my father will make his legal problems disappear eventually, but Quinn will remain safely out of my affairs for the rest of the week.


“We’re very sorry, Miss Owens,” the attendant promises me. “Perhaps complimentary beverages to apologize for this situation?”


I smile. I feel… like myself. Relaxed and excited at once, reveling in the rush of a job well done.


“That won’t be necessary,” I say.


The attendant nods and leaves us. As he does, I notice the dark-suited man watching us through the still-open door. As if his gaze hasn’t shifted from our cabin once. Now I inscribe him into my memory, filing the fineries of his appearance away for future reference. Another spy? I can’t act unless I know for sure.


Deonte takes a seat in our compartment following Quinn’s departure. The coat covering his round shoulders is perfectly fitted, understatedly stylish, and undoubtedly expensive. It’s not couture like mine, though. Deonte doesn’t spend lavishly on himself.


If this week goes well, maybe he will.


“Dude!” Kevin drops down next to Deonte. “I was waving to you on the platform!”


“I saw,” Deonte replies.


Kevin kicks out his legs haphazardly. “Cold,” he comments to Deonte while he sets to refastening his gold watch. “Makes a guy wonder if we’re even friends.”


“The plan was to meet inside the train, Bishop,” Deonte replies patiently.


Kevin sits up, pleased. “So you’re saying it wasn’t personal,” he clarifies. “We are friends.”


Deonte rolls his eyes with emphatic grandeur, then raises his fist to bump with Kevin, who looks like Santa Claus himself has declared Kevin was very, very good this year.


I don’t permit myself to smile, even though I kind of want to. Jackson does. It’s the weird effect of Kevin, I’ve noticed. While unbearably irritating, he manages to be inexplicably lovable. It’s part of why he’s here. It could even make him my secret weapon. He’s not here for the fortune. He doesn’t need it. He’s here for something more powerful and perplexing—us.


“Rook,” I greet Deonte.


“King,” he returns.


Then—only then—does Deonte smile, finally playful. Excited, even. I hope.


Not for the same reasons I am, no doubt. I don’t presume anyone matches me in the psychological-problems department. Deonte doesn’t love larceny the way I do. He has his own important motives, which is enough for me. I don’t need excitement. Only excellence.


“Well, well. It’s a party.”


The voice from the doorway is velvet. The edge is diamond sharp.


Into our midst strides Thomas Pham, who in fact had once explained to me he seeks never to walk, only to stride. From his entrance, I would say he’s practiced, except I know he doesn’t need to. Thomas Pham—thespian extraordinaire, more than willing to lend talents honed on the stage to my schemes—steals the spotlight wherever he goes.


Of each of us, I suspect the wedding heist money has changed Tom the least. Everyone wants money. Tom saunters and schmoozes as if he were meant for it.


His eyes fall on Jackson.


“Not bad for your first con, Jimbo,” he comments, intending patronization, and continuing in his new, very intentional pattern of getting Jackson’s name wrong. Emphasizing Jackson’s outsider status, in more ways than one. While I’m obviously closer with Jackson, I’ve known Tom longer. He comes from Berkshire. From my old life. From the luxury he still enjoys, and the luxury he insists I’m chasing in the guise of vengeance. The wealth. The power.


Combined with how Jackson only wound up involved in the wedding heist incidentally, while Tom was one of my closest collaborators—well, Tom won’t let me forget any of it.


New guy, he’s calling Jackson with every wrong name. It’s no expression of endearment.


Now Jackson’s expression matches the window view in unforgiving frost. He holds Tom’s dark gaze.


“Pawn,” he corrects without emotion.


I credit him for the response. Occupying the high road and reminding Tom that no matter what he’s code-named, I did invite Jackson into the heist, just like I invited him into my heart.


Tom smiles without warmth. “Not certain I’d advertise that nickname,” he comments.


“Olivia likes it,” Jackson replies.


I press my lips together, realizing immediately how much of a headache they’re going to cause me. In the end, it’s the piece of myself I recognize in Thomas Pham most—the jealousy. The want. Love looks good on someone like Jackson. Envy looks good on someone like Tom.


The tension in the small carriage doesn’t simmer for long, though. The strained silence ends when one of the most badass girls I have ever seen enters.


Her black hair is pulled into a tight bun. Designer sunglasses shield her eyes from the uncompromising dazzle of sun on ice. Her black turtleneck rises out of the collar of her black leather jacket. She looks like she’s on her way from the runway to the boardroom. She looks like music should play with every entrance she makes.


I expected no less.


“Crew,” I say proudly, pleased with the distraction, “meet Grace Pham.” I pause. “You may call her Queen.”















FOUR



UNDERSTANDABLY, EVERY EYE IN THE COMPARTMENT EXCEPT TOM’S whips to me.


While Grace sits down next to Tom, Deonte straightens up. I can tell I’ve perturbed him, which is not easy.


“Where’s Abigail?” he demands.


While Jackson says nothing, his stare holds me. He doesn’t need words to echo Deonte’s question.


“I assume in Rhode Island,” I reply evenly. “Although I suppose she could be anywhere.”


“She’s… not coming?” Kevin has the honesty to look disappointed.


“I haven’t spoken to her since the wedding,” I say, impatient. I guess I expected the crew would recognize Abigail’s absence from our goddamn group chat would imply her absence from our international heist. How would I even reach my sister, an expert hacker who never gave me her real contact information? “She betrayed us on the last job,” I remind everyone.


“I mean, I did, too, and I’m here,” Kevin points out.


I look at him. “Do you really want to remind us of that?”


Kevin shrinks in his seat.


“What a warm welcome.” Grace finally speaks up. Her voice is polite but chilly. I wish I couldn’t characterize the entire vibe in our compartment the same way.


Jackson, of course, recovers first. He extends his hand. “Sorry, Grace. I’m Jackson,” he says with the warmth Grace invoked ironically. “Jackson Roese.”


While they shake hands, Grace looking somewhat more enthusiastic, my phone lights up. I read my mom’s text on my lock screen.




You sure you don’t want to come back to Bern? There’s a spa with a view of the river.





Then the snowflake emoji. Then the sunset emoji. Then the Christmas tree emoji. I smile, until her next message follows.




I promise it’s better than where you’re heading.





Outside our pristine window, we’re nearing our destination, the landscape growing familiar. I’ve visited Switzerland before, when I lived my old life. Everything glistened with invitation, as if the world were made just for five-year-old me. The diamonds outside didn’t need stealing—they were mine from the start.


What wasn’t, then?


Before my grandmother cut us off. Before my father abandoned me. Before I knew what it meant to be an Owens.


Grace smiles, her teeth white and perfect. “I assure you,” she says, “you won’t miss Abigail.”


With every word, it’s easier to recognize Tom’s likeness to the girl I’ve met only over one short FaceTime after my customary encrypted emails and whose qualifications Knight vouched for. Siblings cut from the same silk.


I chew the inside of my cheek, weighing my reply to my mom.




Volenvell Castle has nice views too.





Mom’s reply is immediate.




I’m referring to the number of Owens family members you’ll be trapped with.





I knew what my mom meant. I don’t disagree. While I would never show the weakness to my crew, the number of my extended family members waiting at my grandmother’s inherited castle home, hopefully unaware spectators to my plans, does make me uneasy. Pulling off my wedding heist around innocent influencers and out-of-it congresspeople was easy enough. The Owens family, however? If there’s one group ever watchful for deception or disloyalty, it’s my dad’s relatives.


In my guarded heart, I know their savvy is not the only reason I’m dreading the week spent in their company. They remind me, like Volenvell Castle perched imposingly on the mountaintop, of my old life.


First-class flights, young Olivia fending off stomachaches with Sprite sipped from champagne glasses. Dreaded evenings with my cousins outside the grown-ups’ purview, when I hoped they would ignore me instead of doing worse. My mom’s smile like porcelain stretched over steel during dinner, followed by parental fighting I could hear from my four-poster down the hall.


Just because I have the wedding’s practice in fighting off emotions while executing plans doesn’t mean it’s not hard.


“Obviously, Grace is my sister,” Tom summarizes.


“Double the Phams, double the fun,” Kevin enthuses. He eyes the newcomer with earnest curiosity. “You’re not in our year, right? I think I remember you from Berkshire.”


I know Kevin Webber from the vaunted halls of the same prep school where I met Tom. I’d met Deonte and, of course, Jackson when I wound up in public school after my parents’ divorce. Oh, how I love accumulating the socioeconomically split pieces of my past and present in one crew. It’s very fun.


“I’m a sophomore at Stanford, but I’m hoping to drop out next semester,” Grace explains. “Cannot be wasting my time exhausted in school while my younger brother makes a fortune before me.” She winks.


Tom’s smile says I’m one million in the lead, sis. Immodest, like usual. I know nothing of sibling rivalry—or, not in the usual respects. I guess your unknown half sister siding with your father and threatening to ruin your heist and steal your inheritance might count. But I recognized its power when I discussed Grace’s involvement with her. Her love for Tom will mean her loyalty, while her competitiveness with him will mean her focus. Perfect.


Deonte extends his hand. “It’s good to have you,” Deonte promises, recognizing our former hacker’s disappearance is not Grace’s fault.


While he and Kevin introduce themselves to our newest crew member, I offer my mom the reassurance I’ve repeated to myself over and over. Consolation or self-preservation, I don’t know which.




I can handle the Owens family.





My mom’s typing bubble pops up. Then disappears.


I hope in vain she’s contemplating the perfect emojis. May I recommend the snowman? Instead, her concise reply comes moments later.




I know you can.





I hear the unwritten continuation. Because you’re one of them.


The thought torments me. How much of my father’s daughter am I? The truth is more complicated than I like to admit.


You are my legacy. Heiress to an empire of thieves.


The worst part is, while I want to hate it, when I look into my eyes in the mirror—green, like my mom’s—I’m comforted when I find the knife edge of my father’s glare in them, or his uncompromising assurance in the sneer of my lips. Owens features reassure me. They feel like weapons, the only ones I have to fight my family’s legacy.


I know my mother recognizes it. She’s kind and generous. She is not, however, naive. Did she deserve an extended stay in a Swiss chalet after the past years in which Dashiell Owens—the least kind, least generous person I know—cheated on her, leaving her with nothing due to my parents’ prenup and forcing her to work multiple jobs, one of which led to her accident and overwhelming medical debt? Of course.


Has she probably noticed the timing of said trip to align with my own far-from-innocent motives in Switzerland involving an unusual invitation I had just received?


Probably. Yes.


Her next message hits my screen.




If you change your mind, I’m not far away.





My heart feels tight when I write my reply.




I know. Thanks Mom. I hope you enjoy your trip.





I figured my mom would be more willing to let me visit Volenvell Castle if the Switzerland plan was framed as a family trip. It worked, and despite my determined dispassion, I’ve permitted myself to enjoy the past few days with the family I love. We celebrated a small Christmas in Zurich with Jackson and without objection from the Roese family, who unsurprisingly love my mom. We had chocolate and pastries and strolled in our coats along four-hundred-year-old streets, admiring the Christmas lights.


And then, in the morning, Jackson and I got on this train to venture into the waiting arms of people my mother refuses to speak to ever again.


“I miss McCoy,” Kevin says. He sounds morose, having evidently hoped for one happy heist reunion.


Me too, I don’t say, though I feel the same. Peter McCoy has been sort of like… my mentor or whatever. I don’t love the vocabulary. Makes me feel like a medieval craftsperson. Nevertheless, it’s the closest word I have for my freshman-year English teacher. I’d say father figure, except, well, father figures don’t exactly carry positive connotations for me.


Fired from his Berkshire Preparatory job due to my actual father’s complaints, Mr. McCoy reluctantly, but competently, helped me on my first heist. It makes me sad he isn’t joining us on my second, which is one more confession I’ve never spoken out loud.


I get it. With his revenge executed and the money he needed to restart his teaching career elsewhere, McCoy has found himself understandably less interested in crime these days. He remains supportive, if lightly disapproving. When I reminded him Dickens’s most famous young heroes were thieves, invoking my childhood favorite, Oliver Twist, it did get him to drop our why don’t you focus on college instead of crime? discussion.


“I did ask if he wanted in,” I tell the crew.


“I saw he’s still living in England,” Deonte says. While McCoy is not on our group chat due to it’s too weird reasons, he let us follow his private Instagram, theliteratepete.


I nod. “He said he’s not leaving until he’s seen every Shakespeare play at the Globe.”


“Going to be difficult,” Deonte muses. “Probably don’t do Cymbeline or Measure for Measure very often.”


I’m swallowing my laugh when my phone hums in my hand. My mom’s message pulls me from the introductions again.




I hope you get what you want from yours.





I read her message over.


Then I pocket my phone, hearing her insinuation ringing in her words, crisp as the weather.


What you want.


While I’ve never come clean to her regarding exactly how my father’s money found its way into her finances, instead hinting he gifted it to his daughter out of guilt, I suspect she suspects what really happened.


She’s said nothing about it, which doesn’t surprise me. My mother was married to Dash for years. She’s used to not asking questions she doesn’t want the answers to.


The train hisses into the station, forcing my mind onto the logistics instead. “Everyone, please,” I interrupt sharply. “I insist you enjoy the view. When this train stops, the job officially begins.”


My command works, pulling the group’s focus to me. Everyone sits up a little straighter, electricity sparking in the small carriage.


“On our way to our next destination,” I continue, “we will pass other passengers, pedestrians, train attendants, hoteliers, who knows what. Consequently, until we have reached our secure location, we will speak only of how nice this view is. Nothing can identify us,” I emphasize, “or make us memorable.”


As we file off the train and onto the platform of Rothbad, Switzerland, the network of metal and plexiglass charms me like no snowy Swiss mountainsides could, for they, unglamorous and structural, represent the next piece of the plan fitting into place.


I feel good. Really good. Heart racing, unlike this train. With my crew reassembled, rivalries and resentments, jealousies and jokes will give way to the icy mechanics of the heist.


Finally. The moment I’ve waited months for.


“Welcome,” I say, “to Chess Club.”















FIVE



FROM WHAT I REMEMBER OF ROTHBAD, THE SMALL MUNICIPALITY closest to Volenvell Castle, we will not be the first group of expensively dressed teenagers to check into the Hotel Evelisse. Nor will we be the last.


Rothbad is the perfect little Swiss postcard city, a cross section of elite restaurants, cozy coffee shops, quaint charm, and European wealth. Fifteen minutes on the curved, snowy streets lead us to the curved, snowy driveway of the Hotel Evelisse, where I have never stayed. It’s impressive in the low, inconspicuous way of the city, several stories of white-pink stone with high French windows. Snow has sprinkled over the trees outside and the stone foundation set into the hillside. I notice eyebrows rise in admiration when we enter the lobby, check in, and continue up into the cream-colored hallways.


With our luggage waiting at the front desk, where the staff relocated it from the SUV I hired, the group files into the hotel room slowly—except Kevin, who pounces on the room service menu the moment we get in the door. The room is tastefully luxurious. We gather in the small living room, where a circular coffee table overlooks the tall, narrow window.


Past the railing, the ivory face of the Swiss Alps rises over Rothbad.


I move to the cushioned dust-pink chair—if I’m King, it’s exactly the throne I would want—where I wait for everyone to sit. They do, even Kevin.


Jackson leans forward, unquestionably focused. I recognize the expression from his soccer practices I’d half watched while doing homework in the warmer months.


The determination in his eyes, the rigor, is hot. I won’t pretend otherwise. But I don’t have time for fantasies. Not with everyone watching me, chess pieces ready to play our opening moves. Waiting among them, Jackson is my crew, not my crush.


With their focus on me, I can’t deny that I, like Tom, love a spotlight. It’s not just money that I crave, although I very much do. It’s this. Feeling competent. Feeling in control.


So much of the last three years had left me powerless. I hadn’t been responsible for what my dad did to my mom. When I’d told her that I’d seen him cheating, I’d watched my entire life fall apart. I’d lost everything—even myself.


In leading a crew, I finally have authority over my own life. If everything falls apart again, it’ll be my fault. I take comfort in that.


“Thank you, everyone, for joining me in Switzerland. I hope each of you has a… rewarding trip,” I say, smiling. “This is your only chance for questions before we are surrounded by enemies as we steal my grandmother’s fortune at her birthday party on New Year’s Eve.”


Everyone is hushed, holding their breath.


I pull from my purse—Louis Vuitton, of course—the invitation I’ve kept since it arrived in my mail three months ago. Heavy black lining around a cream-white card. Thick, textured paper. Embossed gold-foil script.




Leonie Owens warmly invites you
 to her seventieth birthday celebration
 on New Year’s Eve. Family are welcome to reunite
 for a full week at Volenvell Castle.





I pass the card around the group, watching the gold glisten in each of their hands.


“Volenvell,” Kevin reads aloud with very posh French diction. “So, what’s the deal here? Did your grandma rent out a whole castle for her shindig?”


Kevin’s assumption is understandable. Medieval castles across Europe have been converted to hotels and rentals used for weddings, drunken bachelor parties, and private travel for the wealthy.


Understandable, and wrong.


“Volenvell is ours,” I answer. “Hers, I should say. It’s been in my grandmother’s family since the medieval era.”


Tom passes the card to Grace. “So, of all the money in this room, in this whole hotel, yours is the oldest,” he comments, as if he’s remarking on the weather. When his eyes meet mine, though, I see something evaluating in his examination of me.


Interest in me? Or in my pedigree?


“On my grandmother’s side,” I correct him, uncomfortable. “My late grandfather, Andrew Owens, was self-made. Dash is… well, my father has squandered his inheritance and recently misplaced the rest.”


I’m relieved to see Deonte and Tom smirk. They may come from different worlds, but they both helped me steal everything my father has.


“Your mom isn’t old money.”


I blink, pulling my gaze to Jackson. His remark is factually true but irrelevant to the current discussion.


“No,” I say slowly. “She’s not. But she’s not an Owens. Not anymore.”


Jackson looks just as perplexed as I feel. “She’s your real family, though,” he insists.


“She’s also not relevant to this week,” Tom counters.


I pointedly don’t look at him, not liking how similarly he and I often think.


Jackson turns to him. “I just don’t think Olivia should be defined by only one side of her family. Especially when they have nothing to do with her.”


My name is Owens, I want to say, but don’t. It’s not worth discussing my place in my family here or, frankly, ever. If we did, I’d have to unpack the final words my dad spoke to me at his wedding.


Like father, like daughter. Heiress to an empire of thieves.


“Nothing to do with?” Grace says, holding up my grandmother’s card. “And yet you have this invitation. Did you steal it?”


I’m instantly grateful for Grace’s perceptive focus. She leans forward, examining the invitation as if I’m going to require her to reproduce the card from memory later. Which, I mean, who knows?


“I didn’t steal it,” I confirm. Fair guess, I want to say. Stealing the invite would be very me.


Unfortunately, the reality is worse.


“It was sent to me. But Jackson is right,” I continue. Does Tom’s expression ice over like the pavement outside? Possibly. “I haven’t spoken to my grandmother since she cut off contact with my father ten years ago. I don’t know why they’re estranged, although I have to assume it’s because my father is an asshole. Leonie didn’t come out for his wedding this year.”


When only Grace’s eyebrows rise, I remember she has yet to experience the wonderfully warped Owens family. How fun for her.


“She doesn’t call,” I continue. “She doesn’t write. Whatever pushed them apart, it’s nothing insignificant. I haven’t been invited to Volenvell since I was a kid.”


“So why now?” Deonte asks.


Why now? Standing at my mail slot where I first opened the invitation in my old Coventry home, I weighed the same question. Now that I no longer live with her estranged son, does she consider me family again? Or—what if she’s not welcoming me home to Volenvell at all? What if she’s inviting me to the end of my own young empire? You know what they say—keep your enemies close, but your family closer.


In the end, I give Deonte what I would want from every member of my crew—honesty.


“I don’t know,” I say.


“Maybe turning seventy has softened her,” Jackson offers. “Maybe she wants to get to know her granddaughter.”


I laugh dryly. Never in months of my own speculation, not once, could I muster up the optimism for this conclusion. “I doubt it,” I say.


“Or she has her own agenda,” Tom suggests pointedly. I pretend I don’t hear the one-upmanship in his voice. Perhaps it is worth directing heist funds to a PlayStation where they can exorcise their competition on the small screen.


I have no choice but to agree with Tom. “Certainly. Which is why we all have to be extremely careful this week. Not only of Leonie. You can safely assume every Owens at this family reunion has an agenda. Every aunt and uncle. Every cousin. No one is to be trusted,” I conclude. “No one, except the people in this room.”


The reality of what I’ve said settles in over my crew. The hush is cold like the white mountains outside the Hotel Evelisse.


I know what they’re feeling. Trust doesn’t come easily to me. I wish I could say my father cheating on my mom—repeatedly, I recently learned, courtesy of the vanished girl I once called Queen—didn’t fuck me up, but… it did.


Even in my crew, I don’t know how to free myself from suspicion. I remind myself everyone chose to be here. Everyone needs one another. It’s the opposite of family, in a way. You’re connected to family forever, no matter whether you want to be. What real loyalty could be found in people whom history and blood will hold you close to no matter how they hurt you?


I learned the lesson keenest from Abigail. My half sister, knifing her legacy of suspicion into my heart. She never was my crew, not really. She was my greatest misfortune. Family.


A crash from the corner jolts me from my thoughts. Kevin, who was playing with the in-room iPhone speakers and clock, has knocked the unit to the ground.


“Whoops,” Bishop says. “My bad.”


Deonte struggles not to smile. Feeling the somber suspicion in the room fade, I do something I’m finding is becoming instinct—I use the moment.


“Now,” I say. “On to the fun part. Our target.”















SIX



WITH PANACHE, I PULL THE ONLY OTHER ITEM OUT OF THE ENVELOPE from Leonie.


It’s an old photograph I feel certain no other member of the Owens family received. “There was no note with my invitation,” I explain, placing the glossy card on the coffee table. “Only this.”


Everyone leans in.


Family photos make extraordinary liars. In the image included with my invitation, we look… happy. Welcoming. United.


The Owens family is gathered in the courtyard of Volenvell Castle, diamond-dusted in winter frost. On either side of me, my parents hold five-year-old Olivia’s hands. My father is grinning for once, dashing like his name evokes. My mom looks relieved dinner is over.


Grandmother Leonie stands in front, regal in the way only wealth demands—not even real royalty. She’s stunning in an emerald coat and red lipstick, her dark brown hair untouched by gray. I recognize some of the relatives with us, not others. My uncle holds my cousin Mia. Even my grandfather Andrew Owens is present despite his divorce from Leonie.


I don’t remember the night in question, obviously. I probably wasn’t enjoying myself.


In the hotel room, I let everyone examine the photograph. I’m not here to reminisce—or whatever the word for unhappy reminiscence is.


“A sentimental flourish paired with a tacit request,” I elaborate. “Her family, reunited. A welcome home.”


I pause, permitting everyone to understand the weighty dynastic premise of our heist, until I drop the reverence.


“Whatever,” I go on. “I would have thrown out the photo—except for what’s in the background.”


I point to the large round door set in the stone wall behind my family, the outline only faintly visible in the faded, dark image.


“I was only a child the first time I was here, but a child doesn’t forget the stories of the family dungeon,” I say softly. “The adults would use them as playful threats. Clear your plates. No running in the halls. Or we’ll send you to the dungeon.”


“Charming,” Tom comments.


“I cried every night,” I say. “I was so scared of the stories. Children left in the dungeon or whatever. Stuff my aunt and uncle would say. My cousins made fun of me mercilessly. Little Olivia, wailing for her parents in the night.”


Even Kevin has quieted now. He watches me, clock forgotten in his hands, with unusual empathy on his frat-boy features. I remember how Mitchum Webber, my father’s selfish, heartless lawyer, spoke to his son during Dash’s wedding. I don’t doubt Kevin Webber’s childhood holds menacing memories of his own.


“Finally, my fears got so bad something needed to be done,” I continue. “My father had Leonie open the dungeon so he could show me what was really inside. There were no chains, no cages. In fact, it wasn’t even a dungeon. Leonie had converted it,” I say, “into a vault.”


I spare everyone the details of the walk into the courtyard, Dash’s hand on my shoulder. You need to see something, he’d said. With every small footstep to the wide rounded door, five-year-old me racked her memory for what she’d done to finally deserve the imprisonment she expected. Had I not finished my filet mignon? Had I stomped mud onto the hundred-year-old carpet?


In the rounded doorway, my frantic heart rate slowed. I felt my father’s hand on my shoulder. Comfort, I realized. Not control.


“See? my dad said. There’s nothing to be afraid of here,” I recount to my crew. “It’s only our fortune.”


I remember the shiny silver door. The way he knelt at my side. So rare for him to show such paternal kindness. I remember my tears drying on my face in the winter morning. I didn’t know what a fortune was, so Dash had explained.


Gold and diamonds, Olivia. Enough to buy anything you could want.


I had understood that.


For the rest of the stay, whenever my cousins threatened me with the dungeon, I didn’t cry. I imagined myself sitting inside the shiny door with my father.


With everything.


I pull myself from the memory, feeling suddenly the homecoming in my heist. I’m returning once more to raid the hallways of my own history. Not in Rhode Island—no, I’m venturing even deeper into the heart of my family’s darkness.


“With this photo, my grandmother didn’t succeed in playing on my nostalgia. She only reminded me of what’s locked away in Volenvell Castle,” I say. “The perfect mark. The vault. Leonie has lived her life in isolation. Skeptical of institutions or outsiders—including banks.”


The silence in the room feels vacuum pressurized now. Were Kevin to knock something else over, I’m guessing even the imperturbable Grace would startle.


I recognize the change. The shift in the room from interest to quiet hunger. While everyone knew we were pulling a job in Switzerland, no one knew the details. Not even Jackson. During the first heist, I didn’t reveal my plans until I had to, not sure who I could count on or if anyone would get cold feet.


This time, I didn’t share for the exact opposite reason—I didn’t need to. Everyone in this room trusts me. There will be no cold feet in the Swiss snow.


“My grandmother keeps a large amount of her fortune secure in diamonds and gold bullion bars in the vault she installed in Volenvell’s dungeon,” I continue. “Our cover is her party, where we will use the distraction of celebration to get inside the vault and get the goods out, leaving no trace of ourselves. When my grandmother finds her fortune is missing, well”—I pause for the poetry—“she’ll have an entire castle-full of her own family as suspects.”


Kevin claps his hands on his knees in enthusiasm. “And then we celebrate in Paris!” he exclaims.


“And then,” I correct, “we go home and don’t spend suspicious amounts of money.”


“And then we celebrate in my parents’ basement!” Kevin says, undeterred.


Jackson and Deonte laugh. Tom shakes his head affectionately. Even Grace—who is now probably wondering why the hell I hired Kevin—cracks a smile.


I decide to let the moment linger. Yes, we’re here to make millions of dollars, not fond memories of our Swiss group hang.


Nevertheless, I haven’t forgotten the unplanned moments of the wedding heist. Cranking Tom’s heist playlist in our getaway car. Ensuring everyone, even those put in a timeout in the parking lot by their dads, sampled some of Deonte’s wedding cake. Dancing in celebration of our impossible score.


In the unguarded privacy of the hotel room, I let them be friends, not just chess pieces.


“Bishop, let’s worry about celebrating after we pull this off,” I say when it’s time to move on. “Between now and then, we have our work cut out for us.”















SEVEN



NOBODY COMMENTS ON MY NEW ROSE-PATTERNED DOLCE & GABBANA case when I place my iPhone flat on the table next to the photograph from my invitation. Yes, part of me was hoping they would notice—especially the fashionable Grace—but it’s okay. They’re in heist mode. I understand.


Open on my screen is the map I found online of Volenvell Castle. My grandmother only started living in the inherited property in the nineties, and fortunately for me, the castle used to be open to tourists one day a week. A PhD student in the eighties had toured Volenvell while researching a paper, which I read online. Included with various fascinating facts on Swiss mercenaries, I found the convenient map currently displayed for my crew.


“The vault is in the castle’s West Tower,” I say. I point to the dungeon on the map, right beside the courtyard. “It’s inaccessible from the rest of the castle. Only from the courtyard, which—”


I point to the labels surrounding the courtyard. Bedroom. Bedroom. Bedroom. Bedroom. It goes on. Welcoming for those historical mercenaries. Very unfortunate for us.


“—is in full view of every single guest in residence,” I inform the crew. “Which is why we need to wait for every resident of the castle to be distracted. My grandmother’s party gives us the perfect opportunity.”


Tom reclines on the cream-white couch, contemplative. Deonte kneels in front of the phone. Grace purses her lips. “What kind of lock are we dealing with here?” she inquires, pointing to the door in the photograph.


“Don’t worry about the lock,” I say. “I can pick it.”


Everyone falls silent. I feel their impressed stares and notice a few raised eyebrows.


“After Dash showed me the vault,” I explain, “my fear subsided. Which meant my cousins’ taunts didn’t have the same effect on me anymore. Of course, they… didn’t like that.”


I remember the night they woke me up. Promising me they had something special to show me. Sweetened lies and slippered footsteps in the midnight hallways to the West Tower, until one rough shove—


“They locked me in the dungeon,” I say. “In the middle of the night. I screamed myself hoarse, but no one heard me—”


“Olivia,” Jackson interjects. Concern vibrates in his voice. “That’s awful. I’m so sorry.”


“I’m not,” I return. “I learned a few valuable lessons. First, sound doesn’t travel out of the tower. We’ll have some privacy when we’re inside. Second”—I smile—“I learned I could pick the lock. It took me half the night, but eventually I worked the mechanism using the bobby pins still left in my hair from the updo I complained about having to wear all night.”


When I freed myself, I told no one what had happened. Honestly, I didn’t know whether anyone in my family other than my mom would care. Only my imprisoners knew, and that day, their torment of me ceased. I felt… proud, watching their sneers change to wariness.


“And lastly,” I say, “I learned to never trust my fucking cousins.”


Only Tom smiles.


“If I could pick the lock as a child, I can pick it again,” I assure my crew.


“I can help,” Grace volunteers. “Locks are easy.”


“Locks may be easy, but what about cameras? Security?” Tom points out. It’s obvious sibling pettiness. Locks are easy, but what about cameras? I know you are, but what am I?


“I’m sorry,” Kevin interrupts. “Locks are easy? Who are you?” He drops his voice, staring at Grace. “Are you single?”


Thomas snorts. Grace has the—well, grace to remain politely neutral. “You’re not my type,” she informs Kevin.


“I can accept that,” he replies affably.


“Fortunately, my grandmother’s distrust of everything also means she doesn’t trust outside security,” I answer Tom. “She would never allow a stranger into her fortress to install surveillance around her vault, fearing they could then break in. There will be no silent alarms linked to outside private security or law enforcement.”


“How could you possibly know that?” Tom interjects.


I clear my throat. “My father,” I confess, irritated he’s helped us even minimally, even unintentionally. “Dash, a genius who has well protected his own money, complained constantly how backward his mother was for not having ‘real’ security for the Owens fortune.”


Deonte speaks up. “So if there are no alarms,” he pieces together, “then we don’t need a hacker.”


I look to Rook, wishing everyone would just move on from the Abigail subject. “No. We don’t need a hacker. Which is why we don’t have one,” I reply, hoping my demeanor holds just enough gentle impatience.


It doesn’t, apparently. “But Abigail was more than just a hacker to you,” Jackson notes softly. Et tu, boyfriend?


“Well, she’s not here,” I return sharply. I know Jackson will recognize the razor of my reply from no, I would not rather go to the soccer party even though yes, of course I’m happy you won, it’s just everyone only wants to drink and play FIFA and I have homework and a heist to plan. My drop-it voice.


I don’t know how to explain the judgment I feel from him. I know he’s viewing my situation from his standpoint, from his cozy Coventry house with the welcoming fireplace where he’s lived his whole life with his happily married, loving parents. From his relationship with his sister, whom he drives to sleepovers, with whom he’s on his third full Friends rewatch. Family doesn’t come with warm fuzzies for me like it does for Jackson.


Or I do know how to explain, and I don’t want to remind him of our differences. Of how he grew up without wealth, and yet with fortunes I’ve never known. I’m worried he’ll find me deficient. Impoverished of instincts he values.
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