
Minor Incident

❤︎

A Dark Erotic Thriller

By LOLA VIXEN


Copyright @2026 Lola Vixen.
All Rights Reserved.
Cover Design by: Jnxarts

No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without prior permission, except for use of brief quotations in book reviews.

Any use of this publication to “train”generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies is expressly prohibited.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

For permission requests, contact: author.lovavixen@gmail.com
Formatted with Petrichor Pages.


Content Notes

Contains explicit sexual content between consenting adults.

NOT A TRADITIONAL ROMANCE. It’s also very short (90 pages).
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Blurb

Johnny and I often leave a trail of evidence in our wake.

But we’re not worried. We’ve got a Sheriff in our pocket who makes all of it disappear. Apparently, love does strange things to a lawman’s moral compass.

Today, we created one of these trails.

It was a minor thing, really. Only a handful of bodies, nothing much. And the three of us decided to have some fun amid the carnage before burning it all down.

But our fun was cut short when a jealous ex-lover decided it was time to finally eliminate the competition.

We had put our little family in danger. And now I don’t know if we’ll survive this.
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Chapter 1

Ailish

Why did choosing a toner have to be so difficult?

This brand had two purple options, and neither of them was right. I turned the Violet Bloom over and carefully read the back.

It was cool-toned.

If the last time I dyed it was any indication, that would lead to disaster. I’d spent two weeks looking like I’d lost an argument with a public pool. No, I shouldn’t take it. I put it back. I picked it up again. I was going to have to make a decision eventually.

Should I go brunette? Dark hair would be so much easier to maintain. I huffed. Who was I kidding? I could never let my blonde waves go brown. Ever.

I guessed the best option was to go with the Golden Bloom and see how it went. I’d better hurry, or Elias would start checking his watch every five seconds to let me know he’d had enough. I was just about to turn to the registers when I heard Elias’s melodic laugh. I stood on my tiptoes to look over the aisles, and what I saw made my blood boil.

I’d expected to see him checking his ridiculously fancy sports watch, pacing side to side, impatient to go home. Instead, my boyfriend was laughing with the cashier. Not at her—with her. The distinction was vital. She was behind the pharmacy counter, leaning on it with her forearms flat, which brought her about eight inches closer to Elias than I had personally authorized. She was saying something; he was nodding. Then she reached to the side and produced a lip gloss. She… she applied the gloss and gave a little smack of her lips at the end. Were there no more professionals left in this day and age? What the actual fuck?

I dropped the toner into my basket and stomped toward them.

What exactly, I thought, is she saying that he finds so funny?

I pressed two fingers between my eyebrows; I was not going to let the pharmacy whore give me a wrinkle.

The aisle ended at a small display of reading glasses. I rounded it and stopped at the register, a foot away from him. Elias spotted me first, and his whole face lifted. He was already in uniform, the blue fabric pulling across his broad shoulders, the badge catching the light above us. He had about three days of stubble he hadn’t dealt with, and his eyes were that pale hazel that turned greener depending on the lighting. He reached out and pulled me in by the elbow.

“There you are,” he said. “Find what you needed?”

I held up the basket and read the cashier’s name tag. Janet. “Jury’s still out.”

He smiled and turned back to Janet. Why did he turn back to her? I was right there. I frowned.

“She’s been doing her own hair since she was fifteen,” he informed her. “Won’t let anyone touch it.”

Why would he say that out loud? To her.

Janet laughed. It was a good laugh, I noticed. It wasn’t performed; it wasn’t fake at all. She had dark hair, smooth skin that didn’t require effort, and she was looking at Elias with such awe. They were definitely flirting.

Universe, couldn’t you pick another day to have your shitty fun with me? Did it have to be today of all days?

Then she looked at me. The laugh didn’t stop exactly; it finished earlier than it might have otherwise.

“These yours then? I couldn’t sell them to Sheriff Presley since it’s not his name on the prescription. May I see your ID?” she asked. All that was missing was a finger curling her own hair and gum for her to chew, then she would be the perfect picture of a boyfriend thief.

“Yes,” I faked a smile, and fetched my ID from my wallet.

She took it and inspected it. I watched her eyes go from the photo to my face and back again. I’d had my name legally changed years ago, but that didn’t stop my stomach from doing this nervous dance every single time someone held it a half-second too long. Like they could tell I wasn’t born with that name.

I had to remind myself that it wasn’t judgment, she was just checking I was the same person as my photo ID. My hormonal treatment had some pretty controlled substances, and all pharmacists wanted to be sure they were giving the drugs to the right person. Right? But this bitch was flirting with my boyfriend. Was she judging me or just being thorough? Fuck, I am spiraling out of control. Breathe, Ailish.

She handed it back with a smile. “All good. Here you go.”

“How much?”

“Oh, Sheriff Presley already paid.”

“But you said you couldn’t—” I shook my head. “Never mind.”

I grabbed my meds and walked out ahead of him, fast. Not fast enough to be obvious though, just enough he had to lengthen his stride to catch up. He reached me just as we pushed through the glass doors into the parking lot. The heat hit us both like we’d personally offended the sun.

“Hey.” He touched the back of my neck, his fingers light. “You good?”

“Fine.” I said.

“Ailish, you don’t seem fine. What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. I said I’m fine.”

“You are not fine. What did I do wrong?”

I laughed at that. At least he knew it was something he’d done. Good. Now stew in it, I thought with glee.

We reached the car, a green and white cruiser. As soon as he unlocked it, I got in and stared out the passenger window at the pharmacy wall. It was beige and featured a poster about flu shots. Across the lot, a woman was loading groceries into a minivan. A kid tried to climb into the trunk and got pulled out by the collar. Everyone was minding their own business like any other day.

He got in and started the engine right away, it was too hot to stay in without air con. I could feel him looking at me, deciding whether or not to push. His hand came over and settled on my thigh.

“Tell me.”

Pushing it is then.

“I told you, it’s nothing.” I said again.

“Ailish.”

“I said nothing, Elias. Let’s go.”

He looked at me, patient and unconvinced.

“I can’t believe you told her your name, Elias.”

“Who? Janet?”

“Who? Janet?” I mimicked him with an ugly expression, tilting my head side to side in an obnoxious voice. “Of course, Janet.”

A beat passed. “My last name is on my uniform.”

The ‘duh’ was implied. I narrowed my eyes at him. “So that’s really how she knew your last name? Not because you told her or anything. Right?”

“Baby, I’m the Sheriff and I’ve stopped by before. It’s not like there are many pharmacies in town and—” He stopped. Started again. “It was just a few times, so she recog—”

“Okay, I understand.” I interrupted. I didn’t want to hear any more excuses since they were all reasonable ones. Was I overreacting? Probably. So before I did something stupid, it was better to stop the argument once and for all.

“It’s a small town. People know
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