
        
            
                
            
        

    
	On Judgment day it is said the dead will rise, their sins forgiven... but can Garrick Cross ever forgive the person who stole his beloved Vendetta?

	 

	 

	Garrick Cross is devastated when his house is ransacked in an online scam. Somebody posted his address on Craigslist and saying Free for all. They take everything, even his garden hose. He finds his rare, beloved Vendetta guitar on an online auction and bids on it, distraught when he loses the bid by a buck. The police are trying to help him locate his stolen property, but the auction is a done deal. His precious Vendetta is gone. He emails the man who beat him to it, asking if he would consider selling the guitar to him, at a higher price. Micah Drake, a reclusive collector who won the auction says no and is quite rude... until they start emailing each other and discover they share the same unusual passions for obscure music and movies. They accidentally meet—or do they?—and Micah overcomes his shyness, telling Garrick he will give him the guitar if he spends a weekend in bed with him. How badly does he want the Vendetta? Garrick agrees, only in spite of their scorching lovemaking sessions, he finds some vendettas are so one-sided. He’s falling for Micah and learns that Micah wants him, too. Then Garrick discovers who was behind the theft and starts to falter. Can he let go and trust love again?

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

	This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	 

	The Vendetta

	Copyright © 2020 A.J. Llewellyn

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-2954-6

	Cover art by Martine Jardin

	 

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	 

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc or

	Devine Destinies, an imprint of eXtasy Books Inc

	[image: Image]

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com or www.devinedestinies.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	The Vendetta

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	A.J. Llewellyn

	 


 

	 

	Dedication

	 

	 

	To the great slack key guitar legends, Keola Beamer, The Brothers Cazimero, and Gabby Pahinui, whose music always inspires me.

	 

	And to the memory of Rell Sunn, the First Lady of Surfing. Sleep with the dolphins and surf with the angels, Rell. The world is a lot less sunny without you. Xxx

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	“You know, Garrick, I think you’re being a little paranoid.”

	I stared at Dr. Vicky Royce and wanted to choke her. From the start, I’d felt she wasn’t a good fit for me, and now I was convinced. She had said this more than once. Trust me to find the least sympathetic, least warm and fuzzy therapist in the entire state of California.

	She toyed with the long chain around her neck as she inched her legs a little to the side. She often flirted with me, but then counter-punched with a rebuke. At least it seemed that way to me. I hated the way she liked us to sit—very close, facing one another, knees touching. My pal, Sarah Swan, had warned me that Vicky used this intimate method of therapy. Now it just seemed... intrusive.

	It took me a few moments to calm down. I felt the weight of her stare. She’d already upset me by telling me she’d written a song, inspired by me: ‘Moth to the Flame.’ The nerve of her! She’d even played it for me in the middle of my session! Was it appropriate for a therapist to use her patients as songwriting fodder and then make them cringe through the end result? I would ask Sarah if this had ever happened to her during one of their sessions.

	My therapy had turned into a music critique.

	I shifted in my seat.

	“Vicky,” I said, “I don’t think I’m being paranoid. On a scale of one to ten, this breakup with Brad is an eleven.”

	She rolled her eyes. “I think, once again, you’re exaggerating.”

	I stared at her. Was she kidding? What did she think a bad breakup was? I didn’t ask her, because I knew she would highlight her response by using one of her own breakups as an example. A lengthy and boring example. Or—God help me—force me to listen to the musical version of it.

	The rose incense she insisted on burning in her tiny office started to get to me. She may have been the therapist to writers and musicians all over the universe, but for me, she was a catastrophe. I’d been devastated by Brad leaving me for one of our closest friends, Joshua, and then doing everything he could to turn all our other friends against me.

	Brad didn’t like Sarah because in his words, she was “a nut.” He had tried to turn her, but she and I were working together on a big project for a chain of restaurants. I’d brought her into the deal. She needed me. Brad had gotten to a few people I worked with, but Sarah and I had a bond. I stood, just as Vicky picked up her iPod to flick through and play me another song.

	“I have to get going,” I said. “I’ll listen next week.”

	She reached for her massive appointment book. “Same time next week?”

	“I’ll have to let you know.” I already knew I wasn’t coming back, but I preferred not to have a confrontation in person. I just wouldn’t call her again. Ever.

	Scanning her cramped, warped bookshelves, I blamed myself. I should have known she was the wrong therapist for me, judging by her collection of commercial, paperback crap. She had the worst taste in fiction of any person I knew—even my grandma. And I knew my fiction, being an online antiquarian bookseller.

	My mom, up in Santa Barbara, had been unhappy when I called her with my therapy updates. She called Vicky hard core and felt she was cruel in her handling of me. My mom knew how badly I’d taken the breakup. Eight years was a long time with one guy, especially a gay guy in Los Angeles. Don’t ask me why, but this city was rough on relationships where seventy-seven percent of all marriages ended in divorce.

	It had only been three weeks since Brad had left, but with his nasty phone calls and the horrible emails from Joshua, telling me what an asshole I was, I felt I had a right to be in the midst of the breakdown I was struggling with.

	“Have a great day.” Vicky picked up her guitar and barred my exit. “Are you recording this week?”

	I hesitated. The guitar was practically in my face. She was desperate to get into the studio, any studio, and cadge some recording time. She’d recorded her latest piece of rubbish at her current boyfriend’s home studio. Now they were on some rocky terrain. She’d already mentioned a couple of times that she felt creatively robbed. I was fighting for my life, trying to think up good reasons to stay alive. She hadn’t given me many during our session. In fact, she might just have pushed me over the edge. I was, by nature, a strong man, but like I said, I was under duress.

	But she, the great therapist, was being creatively robbed.

	“Not sure yet,” I said, desperate to get out of her office.

	She followed me into the hallway.

	“I’d love to see you work,” she said. It was another of her standard refrains. “I am dying to see the Vendetta.”

	The Vendetta. It had been the one spark in my few sessions with her. She’d heard from Sarah that I owned one of the original Dean From Hell guitars. Only one hundred and fifty had ever been made. Vicky owned a damned fine second edition Dean From Hell, but it wasn’t an original.

	“I’ll let you know.” I stifled the urge to scream and slap her—and her guitar. I paid her the seventy-five dollars I owed for our session. Even that hurt. I was stuck with paying full rent and all the bills on the Toluca Lake cottage I’d shared with Brad until a few weeks ago.

	Outside, sunshine hit me, and I felt my body respond. Los Angeles in June could be gloomy, but this day was gorgeous. Around seventy degrees, the temperature was soft and warm, a slight chill starting on the afternoon breeze. The nasty heat the San Fernando Valley was famous for wouldn’t unleash itself until right around Independence Day.

	I retrieved my car from the parking lot behind the Century Eight movie complex. I shook my head. The next time I came here would be to see a film, not endure another pointless session with Vicky Royce.

	Traffic was heavy and the talk radio show I normally enjoyed in the afternoon had a different, bombastic host, who was irritating. Right wing rhetoric wasn’t my thing. I switched it off and pressed the button for my CD player to kick in. I loved the Hawaiian band, The Sunday Manoa, and found myself soothed by the wondrous guitar and double-bass duo of Roland and Robert Cazimero, The Brothers Cazimero. I shot down Laurel Canyon and turned left on Moorpark, heading east. I idled at the corner of Lankershim outside St. Charles church when I saw a dog amble past Angelino’s Pizzeria on the southeast corner. I did a double take as the dog glanced inside the restaurant as if he could smell good eats. He ignored the swoosh of traffic and stepped off the curb. I screamed when I realized it was my own dog, Cassady, running along the street.

	I almost ran the red light trying to get to him. Not only was this about the busiest intersection in the city, but Cassady shouldn’t have been anywhere near the street. He crossed the road, looking disoriented, as cars and buses slammed on brakes.

	I knew something bad was going on for my baby to be on the street. The light was about to change, but I didn’t care. I threw the car into park, jumped out, and ran for my dog. Cassady ran from me, thinking it was a game. My elderly golden retriever had the personality of a puppy still, but his bad back leg prevented a full run. I grabbed him by the collar and hauled him to my car.

	The people behind me honked. I’d had no choice but to rescue my guy. I got him into the front seat and held up a hand in apology. I was the only driver to make it through the green light, and I cringed at the cacophony of horn blasts as I made it to the other side of the intersection.

	Cassady sat in his usual passenger seat beside me. He panted heavily, soon tiring of the familiar view. I caught his sad gaze. He thought he was out for an adventure. Going home was so disappointing. He plopped down, his head leaning across the gears to rest on my lap. I would have stroked his lovely, soft head, but I
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