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      This non-inclusive glossary includes words in the story, many of which can be found in Merriam-Websters Dictionary (MW.com). However, it’s my hope that, while the story sounds authentic, you’re able to read without comprehension issues. So, grab a glass of wine or a frothy pint, and enjoy!

      

      Aff = Off

      Auld = Old

      Aye = Yes

      Bairn = Child

      Bampot = Idiot

      Bawbag = Ballbag; scrotum

      Baws = Balls (testicles)

      Boke = Gag/ dry heave

      Clipe = Tell on someone, a snitch

      Crabbit = Moans a lot

      Da = Dad

      Daftie = Daft/ silly person… playful insult

      Deid = Dead

      Dreich = Dull or gloomy

      Eejit = Idiot

      Geggie = Mouth

      Gub = Mouth

      Heid = Head

      Jobby = Poop

      Ken = Know

      Mam = Mom

      Mind = Remember

      Nae = No

      Ned = Petty criminal

      Nugget = Fool

      Numpty = Idiot

      Peely-wally = Pale and sickly looking

      Piece = Sandwich

      Skelp = A small smack

      Skelpit lug = A smack to the ear

      Tatties = Potatoes

      Wabbit = Exhausted

      Wean = Child

      Wheesht = Be quiet

      Wit = What

      Ye = You

      your = Your

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Chevelle

      

      At the constant, sharp sound of leveling up, one would’ve thought we were operating penny slots at a casino in Vegas. But I was only twelve years old; my fingers moved lightning fast across the PlayStation 2 controller. Sonic ripped around on the television. The thirteen-year-old beside me had a crummy cigarette, swiped from his father, between gorgeous, thick lips. Might I add Leith wasn’t a regular white boy attempting to be cool either. No, he had that shit down. Gawd, I was secretly in love with him. Or maybe the love was written all over my face.

      I should also add that Leith had an accent. After watching him toss a haymaker at the nose of a bully, we all learned Leith hailed from Scotland. Just one hit had humbled everyone’s terrorizer and crushed his nasal bone. So, I kept my opinion of how dreamy Leith sounded, and my occasional difficulty with comprehending him, to myself.

      “Turn this up,” Leith ordered, breathing out a puff of smoke.

      “Remote’s broken. Sound button fell off the tv so. . . .” I shrugged since we were at the age where everything ended on a nonchalant note.

      Leith dragged his fingers through his thick dirty blond, perfectly disheveled hair. Red gold streaks glinted in the light. Would it be creepy if I reached over and did the same? His hair smelled good. He smelled good. When he was in the zone, kicking ass on Resident Evil, I sniffed him.

      Leith groaned. “Och! I don't wanna hear your mam being fecked ten ways⁠—”

      “She ain’t my mom.”

      Eyes the color of a tropical ocean pinned me for an answer. I softly cleaved my tongue between my teeth. Spoke too soon.

      Leith pointed the cigarette at me. “Who the feck is the lass to ye, Chevelle?”

      That was the hardest question anyone would ever ask me. The lady had been my mother’s best friend since I could remember. When my parents took me on extravagant vacations, she was the house sitter or went island hopping in the Bahamas with us.

      But when I was nine years old, I remember sitting, frozen on a grand staircase in the wealthiest neighborhood of Chi-Town. A cop crouched down and rubbed the tears away from my blurry eyes with the side of his hand. As he came into focus, so did the hardened look of regret on his dark brown face. He asked me a few questions and took my hand. While escorting me to the door, he stopped to look up at a painting of quintessential black love—my parents—looming high in the foyour.

      Outside, my eyes swept over a coroner’s van near the tiled water fountain. The police officer’s voice struggled to seem excited while he mentioned the gadgets in his police cruiser. While I sat in the driver’s seat, the officer kneeled in the door. The speaker of his walkie-talkie blared. Someone ordered him to call Child Protective Services as he explained the various buttons to me with a warm smile. A second after I pressed the siren, Momma’s best friend arrived.

      The bitch was supposed to be my second-chance family. She insisted I call her New Mom, and so I did.

      For the next few years, we bounced around, lived nicely even. Later, I’d learn how we were blowing my trust fund. But that’s greedy people for you. The bigger they smile in your face, the harder you fall.

      Once broke, Lady looked at twelve-year-old me in resignation and said she’d do me the favor she and my mother had not been granted. Instead of dropping me off at foster care, where she had met my mom, she dropped me off in public school in Long Beach. When the proverbial slumber party ended, I threatened to speak with the attorney who held my trust. It was a slap in the face to know the guy had been banging New Mom and doctored the family will, hence my dilemma. I threatened to call 911. New Mom mentioned the tragedy surrounding my parents, particularly my father. I wasn’t much for dwelling on the past—those were thoughts I already needed out of my head. Checkmate.

      We forged a new relationship. A marriage of sorts, where we’d skipped over the “for better” and careened straight to the “for worse” part. Thus, I callously revoked New Mom’s suggested title, referring to the bitch as Lady.

      “She’s not your mam?” Leith mumbled, “I just guessed.”

      The edge of my mouth tipped a little. Like hell was I gonna relive that look of pity the cop gave me. I hadn’t seen it since, and I wouldn’t see it now. “You know Linny at school?”

      “Yep.” He nodded.

      Linny was biracial. On outings with her mother, people assumed their relationship was of a nanny/child capacity. I made a similar insinuation since I was lighter, with a honey complexion, like my father. Lady was black like my momma.

      I feigned annoyance, which wasn’t hard. “Today, she’s my nanny.”

      “Och, I get it.” Leith laughed.

      He didn’t get it. He had a mom who loved him, and he probably wouldn’t trade her in no matter what shady shit his parents were up to. His family was loyal. They’d die for each other. Some kids at school whispered that they’d kill for each other too. But at that moment, the mystery behind Leith’s vibrant blue eyes sent another sigh breezing through my lungs.

      “Yeah, I love her, my . . . mom.” I cleared my throat, thanking my lucky stars that, in the next room, Lady was no longer getting her brains screwed loose.

      A few minutes later, Leith had the controller, sitting back, his legs spread wide. His concentration granted me the reprieve of smiling and staring. The door burst open. I cringed at the sight of the john leaning against the doorframe.

      Eyes dead on his, I growled, “Not today, John. You see I have company.”

      The john removed the cowboy hat from his head—a non-necessity in Southern California. Although, I had hoped he’d cover up john number two, nestled against his pale thigh. “All I see is a little boy.”

      Leith was up in seconds. “Get those eyes checked. I’m nae wee boy!”

      “You a leprechaun?” The john chuckled, and I presumed he was making fun of Leith’s accent since Leith was a cool 5′ 7″ to the john’s 5′ 8″ or 9″, and still growing.

      “I’m nae feckin’ Irish paddy. And we MacKenzies have more respect for our women!”

      “MacKenzie?” The john’s eyes requested verbal confirmation from me. When I offered a smug glower, he stuttered, “You’re not . . .”

      “Aye! Next time, I’ll cut that wee tongue out your mouth, you clatty bastard.” Leith’s accent thickened. Though the rest of his statement was undecipherable, his tan skin tinged red, driving the threat home. Leith slammed the bedroom door, then his ocean blue gaze pierced through me. “Wit’s John’s surname?”

      “John? He’s, uh, one of Lady—” I gulped, not sure if it was because of Leith’s stance or my impending reference. “One of Mom’s johns.”

      “I see. I’ll know it soon.” Leith ran his index finger over his bottom lip, unaware of what it did to me, while deep in contemplation. “He seems to know ye, Chevelle. How much?”

      My eyes narrowed. World’s biggest crush or not, Leith crossed the line. “Excuse me?”

      “Och! I’m a feckin’ eejit, some idiot?”

      “Some say you’re the smartest kid in class.” So, stop looking at me like a botched science project. I’m good! Picking up the PlayStation controller, I tapped it in my hand then discarded it. Gaming enabled me to remain numb, but frayed emotions would wreck my score.

      “Still need an answer,” he insisted.

      “Not that well, Leith. Okay?”

      A slow smile came to his face as if contemplating something. My insides melted into putty. “Ye’re my hen, Chevelle.”

      “You called me hen?” I snapped each word through tensed, defensive lips. My momma had raised me to be a civilized individual before she fell by the sword. Momentarily, however, I’d forgotten. Leith could sucker punch me way across to Timbuktu. My gaze flicked over his attractive face, and I warned myself to hold tight to my fury. “How dare you!”

      Leith shook his head and laughed at me. It almost added insult to injury until I noticed the warmth in his eyes. He wasn’t laughing at me. The affection starved girl I had become thawed. My heart thumped excitedly as his smile turned my brain, my bones, my soul, into putty. The truth clicked: his hen, his girl. Speechless, I savored his words. “My hen, my lass, mine.”

      The air charged with electricity. Leith’s arms encircled my waist. Unable to recall my last hug, my heart raced, pounding in my ears as he again called me his.

      For those few years prior to the wool falling from my eyes, Lady had erased the horror that befell my parents. She’d replaced the loneliness with toys and shiny things for the two of us and drugs and alcohol for herself. Once the motivating factor drained from her bank account, the shiny things disappeared, and I was introduced to the empty vessel. That version of Lady had transformed me into a spirit in a half shell when I found out she stole my family’s money and threatened me with a worse fate. Since then, I cared for nothing until Leith came along.

      Think of your boy crush from back in the day. Not the one who just made you blush. The one you would remember until hell froze over.

      That was Leith MacKenzie. All he ever had to be was the world’s biggest crush. But in that precise second, he became more.

      You’re probably wondering what awful fate befell my parents. We were living on top of the world before they died by the gun. Their demise should’ve cautioned me against all things MacKenzie. But I was twelve, and this was love. So that day, something greater, something more exhilarating than I could ever imagine, was forged from the fear and hunger I had for Leith MacKenzie. I became his; he became mine. Still, I was my father’s daughter, no matter how much I loathed admitting it. I knew the ins and outs of Dad’s life. So, I wouldn’t make the same mistakes Momma had. But there was no way in hell I’d let Leith go.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 2

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Leith

      

      Current Day

      Keeping secrets from the one you love is a bad idea. Keeping secrets from a woman you personally taught how to shoot a .380, no matter how pink and frilly the gun is, well that makes me a feckin’ eejit.

      Chevelle threatened me on our prom night. With her tawny thighs clamped together, she promised to unlock the key to her treasure. But I had to choose her or the power of my clan. MacKenzies dabble in it all. Racketeering. Robbery. Arms dealing. Drugs. Butchery of body parts.

      Well, I said feck the family business. Not because I wanted to cut the tightest piece of pussy I would ever have.

      Nae.

      That ain’t me. Besides, the bonny girl became mine the day some bampot, some idiot, with his floppy wee baws, walked into her room naked as the day he was born.

      I’ve never pushed drugs, and my parents wouldn’t have me do shite against my moral character. I had never killed a man either. But the day Chevelle casually mentioned her adoptive mom crying about her highest paying john missing his usual time, I didn't lie to her.

      Aye, the John was deider than a wooden plank.

      Nae, I’d not personally killed him. My sweet, sweet Chevelle should have chosen her words wisely. My mam finished him off herself. Da watched, and he told all his weans, me included, to chop the ned, the petty criminal, into wee pieces. “Do away with the rubbish,” he said.

      Today is a new bloody day, though. I have a wife that I’d move the feckin’ world over for, and I’m breaking her heart. She doesn’t even know it. I look at myself through the rearview mirror of my Audi convertible. My blue-green eyes bug.

      “Feck!” I reach into the glove compartment to grab the baby wipes Chevelle stashed there. I rub the specks of blood from my jaw. My lovely wife will have so many words for me if she saw the faintest indication of blood. What happened, she’d ask. You’re not bleeding, she’d observe. Where’d the blood come from? Why aren’t you bleeding? I’d make a joke of my response, ask her why she’d want me to be bloody feckin’ bleeding? The attempt to see her smile would fall short, and in the end, I’d be fecked!

      Last Sunday, I woke up with my wife, kissed my three-year-old on the forehead, traveled to Silicon Valley for the workweek, and I wasn’t a murderer.

      Today. I glance down at my hands. Nae matter how much I washed them, red taints my nail beds and stains the grooves of my calloused fingers.

      “Breathe,” I warn myself, rubbing a baby wipe over the flecks. At least, I’d tossed the suit I was wearing.

      I pull up to our home. Getting out of my Audi, I slam the door, edging around our muscle car, a Chevelle SS. If it’s not an import, I’m a Chevy guy.

      I head through the garage into our one-level home. A glass wall offers a view of the Southern California coast of Laguna Niguel. On the balcony, a flight of stairs leads down to the beach. We had a fence put in the day Mia scoot-crawled across the deck. Another outdoor staircase leads above the house to a pool, jacuzzi, and an area where Chevelle gardens.

      I climb up the steps to the roof and glance past the custom outdoor kitchen to an area of potted plants.

      “Go back inside, Leith.” I hear her voice before I can make out where Chevelle’s squatting down between the pots. Thick, spirals of hair rustle in the wind. All I see is the top of my wife’s head.

      “Chevelle, you said as soon as I got home to⁠—”

      “Leith, get!”

      I told myself to exhale in the car. In this precise second, I do so. I breathe feckin’ easy.

      “Glad to see someone’s happy to see me,” I mutter, though her moment of genius has secured my safety. Chevelle will either beg me to come running when she’s crossbreeding various herbs or shoo me away if she’s too engrossed in something new like she is now. Like I once was about computers and coding.

      “You know I love you, baby. I’ll make it up to you later. Bye!” A slender hand with manicured fingers pops up between green foliage, pointing to a baby monitor. “Check on your minion.”

      Though our Mia is now a wee tot, she’s a very busy wean.

      Over my shoulder, I call out, “When I get out of the shower, I expect me a frothy pint.” Make it five pints, enough kick to drink me under the bloody table.

      With nothing but the sound of Chevelle’s snickering, I head back down the stairs, reproaching myself for the life we made for ourselves. The life I made for us. I step back into the house.

      Chevelle has always been content in my arms. From what she’s shared about her parents in the past, they had some money. Sometimes, she gets skittish around too much money, though.

      I lean against the door to Mia’s room. The entire area is filled with princess furniture. In the center of the bed, my lassie sleeps. Her deep chestnut hair has muted fiery red highlights. Her chubby arms are raised over a humongous head I often tease her about.

      I lean down, kiss the big forehead her mom gave her, and murmur per the norm, “I’d die for ye, Mia.”

      I stop from heading back to the garage where there’s blood and more DNA evidence in the trunk of my Audi.

      “Don’t push it, Leith.” The deid lad will have to wait until later.

      I head into my room for the shower. We live in a smart house with all the luxury we never needed. As an application and software developer, I can buy pretty much anything my family wants. My hen rarely asks for much. When Chevelle got pregnant, I got greedy, sought nothing but the best for our wee bairn.

      It feels like hot rain spilling from the massive showerhead, but I’m numb to it.

      “Incoming call from Leith MacKenzies’ cellphone. Confirm action?” the virtual assistant announces through a speaker along the shower walls.

      “Who’s ringing?”

      “Unknown.”

      “Where is Mrs. MacKenzie?” I inquire.

      “Mrs. MacKenzies’ status is on the rooftop of the MacKenzie home.”

      “Answer. Volume low. Cut call if Mrs. MacKenzie enters the house.”

      Gritting my teeth, I jab the button to turn off the water. With the steam continuing to bellow in the shower, I settle on the Venetian plaster bench.

      A voice scrambler comes in loud and clear. “You got your hands bloody, Leith. I knew you had it in you.”

      “You know shite about me,” I growl.

      “When you took a position at Infinity Corp, I assumed it was to align your interests with mine for the sake of your family.”

      The hot steam surely does not exceed my internal core. “Ye assumed I was operating on behalf of my clan. I’m a man apart from them. Don't think that makes me weak or someone you can threaten.”

      “Threatening you wasn’t my intention, Mr. MacKenzie. Though I’m not a fan of assumptions, you’re right. I presumed you created an app for Infinity Corporation to have a bit of fun. All the power in the world—data—my friend, is at the tips of our fingers.”

      Nae, I still feel the tips of my fingers pushing down the eyelids of the deid eejit from earlier. “I’m a good lad.”

      The caller laughs at my hypocritical statement. “I understand. You keep your families separate. The big, powerful one from the tiny, intimate one you have there.”

      “You don't speak of them!” I snarl so hard spittle flies from my clenched lips. “As a matter of fact, I’m parting ties with ye.”

      “You’re dissociating yourself with me? Tell me, Mr. Leith MacKenzie, what’s my name?”

      My eyelids twitch, fingers clamp along the edge of the shower seat. The name behind the automated voice is beyond me.

      “I take it you’re not aware of who I am?” A clipped snigger comes through the line.

      I bite my tongue. Let ‘em keep talking, and he does.

      “That’s alright, Mr. MacKenzie. My identity isn’t important. Earlier, you were quite the hitman. You may have thought that nobody was around.”

      “Next, ye’re gonna say that ye’re bloody everywhere?” I snort.

      “Everywhere that matters. I saw your patience when you attempted to deescalate Mr. Jiang. You had no idea why he was angry. Then you defended yourself as is your right as an American citizen. First shot to his kneecap—such a courtesy. But the one straight between the eyes, priceless.”

      I contemplate. Give me something to identify you by, you bawbag. And what was Mr. Jiang’s connection to the stranger blackmailing me? Who at Infinity Corp had reprogrammed the social media app I created for their own gain?

      “Poppa MacKenzie trained you well. Ultimately, you chose the straight and narrow for Chevelle and Mia.”

      “Say their names again,” I threaten. The steam continues to dance around my hard, focused gaze. “If my clan were to learn about you⁠—”

      “I welcome it.”

      My eyes shut, burning. All the promises I made Chevelle warp in my mind, tormenting me, reminding me of the lad I became, and how I blew it to shite today. “What of the cops, you son of a rats-faced cunt!”

      “Not possible. Your actions today made you more than culpable, Leith. Rage is not your friend.”

      I let out a heavy, silent sigh, considering the life I took.

      “Mr. Jiang’s murder has forged our relationship. I’ve taken six million and deposited it into an off-shore account with your name on it.”

      “I’m gonna kill ye.”

      “I just placed six mill in a Grand Cayman account—all for you! A ‘thank you’ will suffice. And trust me, the little shit you did today wasn’t worth it. I have a few more assignments for you, Leith. Then we can part ways or continue our mutually beneficial relationship.”

      “Listen to me good!” I command. “Stay away from my family.”

      “I respect you, Leith.” Every time the feck mentions my name, another dose of venom unleashes in me. Some fecktwad knows me, has something dark, sinister hanging over my head.

      “Therefore, I’ll give you time to come to your senses. You can thank me now for adding an extra zero after your name. Or thank me later, just don’t wait too long. Because, too long, and your appreciation will come off as begging and groveling for the lives of your family. Your call.”

      The connection cuts. Seconds later, the smart house's automated voice gives the warning that Chevelle has entered from the sliding glass doors. I continue to sit in a heated haze.

      For the last few weeks, I’ve weighed options. I could go to the cops with the information I learned about Infinity Corp. They’d read the last name on my California driver’s license and lose their shite at the thought of a MacKenzie running his gub! I haven’t finished counterattacking the hacker who’d infiltrated the Infinity Corp firewalls. The bloody bastard knows his way around code. He mentioned offshore bank accounts. This isn’t new to him. But sure as feck is new to me. He also mentioned having other neds on his team.

      My second option, reaching out to my family about a deadly predicament, will initiate a war. Though the lesser of two evils, it will break Mia’s heart, my heart, and Chevelle’s.

      How safe can I keep my wee clan while holding them in my arms?

      I’m a feckin’ MacKenzie.

      As beads of sweat glide down my pecs and abs, I beg God for a few stops to pull before we’re to the point of involving my clan. I turn the shower back on to wash the memory of the deid from my mind.
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      Chevelle

      

      Only a few precious months separate the time when Lady and I downgraded from a luxury high-rise to my meeting Leith and his family in the same crappy apartment complex. The MacKenzies were kings in the making then, and it was by pure fate that they lived in the same rundown complex for a short time after our worlds collided.

      Before Leith and I became friends, I played video games in the crummy ass living room, door open. Families would pass by. Moms and Dads with their kids going about their daily lives. I came to hate the distraction of watching neighbors pass by. Those interruptions sent me back to another life, my old life.

      As soon as I could toddle around the house, designer kitten heels embellished my small feet. Dad spoiled me to no end, carrying me to catwalks and other couture events. The short period I had with my father seemed like a vastly different life. There was no moving on up for me. Lady and I had hit rock bottom.

      However, there was a benefit to these interruptions. A potential audience walking down the halls kept some of the creepier johns in order. It also provided another nice surprise.

      I looked up one day, and Leith was standing against the front door, watching me play. While the cool kid at school complimented my game, I died, literally and physically, staring up at him in horror.

      Soon after, we became friends. The MacKenzies made the American dream their own. They soon moved into a home as imposing as their name. I thought being so near to the MacKenzie fortune might spawn old memories, but I was so caught up in Leith. Lady didn’t complain either. She stocked even fewer groceries in the refrigerator and more boxed wine in the bare cupboards.

      Now, Leith and I live in what many would call a dream home. Not me. Occasionally, the opulence takes me back to a time when my parents’ presence surrounded me, but that usually occurs when Leith is in the Valley.

      When he’s away, those fragments of my parents echo in my mind. Fragments I could easily erase with the slug of a shotgun. Luckily, Mia’s face consigns those thoughts back to hell again.

      It took ages for me to share with Leith how Lady and I played Russian roulette with each other’s emotions in the past. Only, she’d blast me to smithereens with the slightest mention of my father. Lady manipulated that one card she had to my detriment. It made me a sweep-it-under-the-rug type of person, and I always will be.

      I fully understand my history and refuse to let it repeat itself. My husband views me as a happy wife with an aversion to crime, ostentatiousness, and laziness. Being shunted to housewife, I can’t stand not helping him take care of us.

      I open the stainless-steel refrigerator and remove the gadgets and beakers from the bottom shelf. Since I stopped bartending, at Leith’s insistence, I’d begun drafting my own beer. I pull out my latest batch of brew. I place the chilled glass on a silver tray just as Leith rounds the corner. At first sight, he’s as unattainable as he’d been when I watched him from the comfort of half a courtyard away at school.

      While wet, the reddish highlights in Leith’s dark blond hair are subdued. He pushes a few strands away from the ocean that is his eyes. His bronzed skin stretches over protective, ropy arms. Basketball shorts ride low on his hips, and a dusting of hair branches up his lower abdomen.

      A sharp inhale fuses into my lungs. Damn.

      “Take a picture, hen.”

      My lips curve ever so cocky. “Nope, you alright.” I backpedal.

      He commands my arm with one hand and removes the pint with the other. Eyes wide, I observe his every move while he guzzles the lager, one of the most challenging beers I’ve ever experimented with. The amber liquid swooshes until it’s all gone.

      In breathless shock, I ask, “What do you think, Leith?”

      “I downed it, aye?”

      I shake my head, looking into those dreamy eyes of his. Why is this crazy Scot my most favorite feeling in the entire world?

      With how badly Lady treated me, meeting Leith was more than a blessing. His love has opened my eyes. A giddy feeling surrounds me. “Of course, you downed the beer, hello. But what about⁠—”

      “So good got me begging for a smooch!” His lips find mine, lush yet firm, tongue dipping into my mouth for a taste. As he moans, “how sweet,” I whimper. The notes of honey and orange infused into the lager heighten the desire brewing in my core. Our kiss builds like a forest fire, alighting my flesh from the inside out. Leith’s arms are my home as he surrounds me fully. Nothing’s better than sex with the one you love. But in these moments, the feel of his mouth along mine almost tricks me into believing his kisses even the score.

      Coming up for oxygen, I ask, “But was the beer⁠—”

      “Nae, lass!” He growls, grabbing me about the hips.

      My ass slams down onto the counter. Heady giddiness surrounds me as Leith’s frisky hands seem to be all over me, kneading my hips, skimming my cheek, tracing my collarbone. “Wait, Leith. Just tell me. Yum. You taste good. But from one to ten was the beer⁠—”

      He clamps the back of my neck and presses his waist between my thighs. “Feck the drink, Chevelle. This right here is a ten. This is a ten. And this . . .” His mouth keeps pressing down on mine, tongue sweet and delectable. Our moans are synchronized.

      Teasing, I press my sex to his thick waist, satiated by his warmth. “Leith, be serious.”

      “This is a ten, but your pussy is a pot o’ gold.” Leith closes the distance between us.

      “Hey, pot of gold?” I muster the words, half entranced by his love. The soft swoosh of Leith’s breath across my skin has made me dizzy with desire. “You usually recycle jokes, but that one sounds a little Irish.”

      “Aye? I’ve loved you a lifetime. A guy is bound to run out of jokes.” He unloops my overalls one at a time. My mouth falls open, hypnotized by the stroke of his tongue as he pushes my shirt up. “This . . . I have no bloody words, Chevelle. My heart is in there.” His voice grows husky, more Scottish, as he says, “Ye stole my entire heart, hen, placed it right in there with your own.”

      His lips clamp on my nipple, his hand clasping around my breast as he suckles. “You will keep my heart safe for me, Chevelle, forever.” This is a game we play. In a voice as soft as honey, as deep as the groan of a lion, he says, “Keep my heart safe for me, Chevelle MacKenzie.”

      I feel his love from the depth of my soul every second in his presence.

      “Mmmm. . . .” We’re years into this love story, and I’m still love-struck. Dizzy, I tell him, “Say it again.”

      “Chevelle MacKenzie.”

      “I’ll keep your heart safe,” I murmur, “guard it with my own. Forever and a day.” All the synapses in my brain fire off, causing a major power outage. There go my questions. All I have is a primal need for Leith MacKenzie.

      An incendiary heat sparks in my core and spreads across the surface of my skin. Voice filled with desperation, I beg, “Leith, baby, oh, I love you. I need you.”

      Leith peels away the layours of fabric separating my skin from his penetrating gaze. With one arm, he lifts me just long enough to snatch the overalls from me and doesn’t even attempt to save my silk thong. The material shreds from my skin, and my legs are pressed wide against the cool, marble countertop. Leaning my head back against the marble backsplash, I tremble as Leith’s kisses scorch along my hips and over the thickness of my thighs. He laps my nub. With tears stinging my eyes, my fingers curl into his hair. Pleasure flies down my spine, and my legs fly up and over his shoulders.

      My husband eats me with the dedication of a beast. He signs his name over every inch of my sex, compelling mini orgasms to pop off like fireworks.

      Heart in my throat, I relish in our connection as he climbs back up, thick lips glossed so deliciously.

      With staggering speed, my legs clamor around his waist. When he glides in, my eyelids shut, and a peaceful hum slips through my lips. His touch leaves me hot and bothered, scorched from the inside out.

      “Yes, yes, yessss!” I holler as Leith pistons inside of me, hips moving savagely. After a week away, our bodies tether on the same wavelength. We need it quick; we need it hard. All the sappy shit can and will come later. But now, we’re fighting for a climax. My fingers claw into his ass. His movements become more erratic, and his cock pummels my core.

      “Leith!” I screech when my husband drives so deep into my body that I see stars. I purr, wet walls clinching him as he throbs with release. He leans into me for a few long moments. When Leith’s eyes shade, promising round two all too soon, I huff.

      Damn, I almost wonder if I look like a wildebeest all out of breath while he’s the one who exerted more energy. But the way Leith stares at me brings a memory from the one poetry class I took at community college, a poem by Atticus.

      “Young love like drugs left us chasing first highs.”

      Knowing I’ll never forget how Leith’s eyes settled on mine the first time he called me ‘hen,’ a blush ignites across my skin.

      Leith rests his palm between my heaving breasts. “I can’t have you dying for me when I’m supposed to die for ye.”

      I swat at him as he cocks a smile. “Please don’t say that, Leith. Nobody’s dying.” His turquoise gaze moves away from mine. I grab the empty pint. “From one to ten.”

      “A number hasn’t been invented for sex with you.”

      “Of course.” I grin. “But you know damn well I’m referring to the beer.”

      “The best I ever had.”

      “Leith, me or the damn drink!” I tilt my head.

      “Both.”

      “Both?” I gush as he peppers my face with the sweet taste from between my thighs. Leith presses tight against me as we laugh. The vibrations of his abdomen and chest send shockwaves against my softer body.

      Sucking in air, I murmur, “Both?”

      Gently, he says, “That’ll do, Chevelle.”

      The opportunist that Leith is, he bites my bottom lip, hiking my legs over his. We have a visceral need to touch each other, even during conversation. This desire came way before he started traveling for work.

      “Hen, the two of us are gonna open a pub. Call it ‘Chevelle’s.’ ”

      “My name doesn’t have the ring I’m aiming for. I prefer ‘Mia’s Place.’ ”

      “Name like that, it’ll have fizzy juice as a call to action on the windows. Nae Mia’s.”

      I laugh. “Um-hmm, with my name in lights, you’ll have the place decked out with muscle cars. I’d rather it be classy.”

      “Aye right, fancy.” He rolls his eyes. “Nae nuggets belting tunes in their ale. A right naff place.”

      “Boring, really, Leith?” I pop his shoulder. “And the fools can still sing in their ales. It will just be fancy. . . posh.”

      “Och! That’s British, hen. Nae posh.” Leith laughs, taking on a serious stance. He rubs my cheek with his thumb. “So, we save more. Tell me how much you need, Chevelle.”

      I catch his thumb in my mouth, showing my appreciation for his kindness. When Leith groans deep down in his chest, I bite the bullet. “I’ll . . . bartend again,” I reply, tentatively. “Mia’s birthday is around the corner. I’ve been out of the game for almost four years.”

      He laughs. Not one of those best friend laughs, but a husband laugh where the final decision belongs solely to him. He’s vetoed my suggestion. The plains of his chest and abdominals are taut beneath my skin as I push him away. He’s been home for such a short amount of time, and yet an argument breaches our love story.
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      Chevelle

      

      “My mam’ll offer you one of her places, Chevelle. Just you and she have a chat about which one of her buildings is—less involved—in other things.” Leith clears his throat.

      What does he expect? Should I jump up and down, clap my hands together with glee?

      At my lack of response, he adds, “We’ll purchase your pub legal—with a clan discount.”

      “For the trillionth time, no thank you.”

      “I’ll call her now. Then you can add wee sparkly things all over. Aye?”

      I was shoving him away. Now, I’m tugging him near as he reaches for his pile of clothes on the kitchen floor. No doubt his iPhone is there too.

      Holding his thick, muscular waist between my thighs, I level a glare at him. “No, Leith. I love your mom more than you at times. None of your parents’ businesses are squeaky clean. Besides, we don’t have the money. But if I bartend again, we could save. Like the last time when I worked at Michie’s⁠—”

      “Nae!”

      “Leith, I haven’t said anything.” I snort. “Wow, now I see how ‘no’ became our daughter’s first word.”

      “Och, Crabbit Chevelle!” Leith snarls. But he doesn’t stop at the usual nickname. He flies off the handle in Gaelic. Though my body craves him, I’m untwining my legs from around his lean body.

      Indecisive, I shove him again. “Hey, don’t start with that Scottish lingo, where you’re talking shit, and I can’t understand.”

      “Why’d you bring up Michie’s then?”

      “I was just saying if I bartend again, we can save. And I won’t work for Mi⁠—”

      “Last time I allowed you to work there, some bampot grabbed your arse! you bloodied his nose. Bravo, Chevelle.” He chortles sarcastically. “I broke the eejit’s legs when I found out. Don't feckin’ think I’m satisfied either.”

      “You better be. We could’ve been sued.”

      A hard, foreboding look flashes in Leith’s eyes. “When you popped the nugget in his feckin’ nose, Chevelle, you had my nighean, my daughter, in your belly! Discussion over. And then there’s Michie. That eejit.”

      I roll my eyes toward heaven. I want to agree with him about the guy. I know Leith was just protecting me. The MacKenzies value family above anything. The MacKenzies would be together through thick or thin. They’d lay their heads on a paved parking lot on the hottest day in August if all their schemes went to shit. They would be together, nothing stopping them.

      All that I understand, but it’s his animosity for Michie that’s ludicrous, which hinges in part on Leith’s ability to hold a grudge and part on his unbridled jealously. Leith felt that, as the owner, Michie should have protected me. But Michie knew I could handle myself. I wish Leith felt that way, or at least, understood. It also doesn’t help that Michie’s an attractive, older man and an aggressive flirt.

      My bottom lip trembles in defiance. Though Leith doesn’t know it, there is more to this fight than family handouts, a horny, drunk barfly, and a suggestive boss. My mother depended exclusively on my father. Look how that turned out—both dead. So, I can’t shut my mouth.

      Arms folded, I retort, “I won’t work for Michie because it’s almost forty-five minutes away.” Tentatively, I run a hand over my forearm. “So, I checked in with a few bars along the beach.”

      “Without telling me?” The muscles in his jaw contract.

      “Relax, you weren’t gonna come home from a week in Silicon Valley with Mia making a pb&j on the floor while I was down the street mixing drinks. During a few evenings out with Justice,” I say, mentioning a friend of mine, “I asked around.”

      “Wit happened?”

      “Well, Detective Leith, you’ll be happy to know that, after introducing myself, all the bar managers asked why not work for Nan MacKenzie. Babe, stop looking at me like that. Leith, I shouldn’t have told them I was a MacKenzie. It’s either people are afraid to hire me or curious as to why I want to work at all. Anyway, I guess it doesn’t matter. You’re the one always flying off the handle.” I give him a knowing look, referring to the eejit with the broken legs.

      Leith nods, his handsome face contorted in a wicked smile. “Ye better be glad he can skedaddle aff now. I could’ve left ‘em arse up in a ditch.”

      We can match each other thrust for thrust in the bed or cuss for cuss out of it. But my alpha tries his dominant sometimes. I snap. “Oh, doubling down on the threats. Fine. If you’re not gonna keep promises, and you wanna do bad shit, I’m bartending again. How does that sound?”

      “We’ll see ‘bout that.”

      Throat thick with emotion, I bite my tongue. While some married couples can’t share one bank account, all of our accounts are linked, even an additional one marked Chevelle’s pub. Leith’s added more funds in it each month than I could add in an entire year. But that’s the problem, Leith making all the moves. I’m not allowed to contribute to the family income at all. Not even to the account that will fund my dream. Same as my father once did for my mom.

      He huffs. “Ye’re restless? Take the credit card, Chevelle, buy yourself something pretty!”

      Something in me shifts at his words. Leith almost sounds like my dad. My husband stares at me like I’m a foreign object. From the little about my parents I’ve shared, I didn’t include the outs-and-ins. Like how petrified I am of becoming like them. My father loved the lavish life, yet his most prized trinket was my mother.

      Chevelle, he’s doing this for you and Mia. I tell myself our daughter deserves the best. My husband always said angels coated the warm brown of her cheeks and button nose with cinnamon kisses. He’d say that I made our daughter so beautiful that he could never repay me enough. When he’s not crabby about my desire to work, he’s the most tender, loving man in the world.

      Though I wanted to marry him at first sight, it wasn’t until Mia was in my stomach that we had a backyard wedding. I opened myself up to a world of vulnerability. But we’re married now. There shouldn’t be any hesitation on my end. I have to let go of my parents for good because we aren’t them. Leith’s the good guy my father once resembled, but he’d never leave me broken like Dad left Momma.
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      Leith

      

      As Chevelle trembles in my arms, all I feel is the voracious rage I had for the man who touched what belonged to me. Touched her while my wee bairn was in her belly. And her mentioning Michie, the bawbag, doesn’t help. I’m then contemplating Mr. Jiang. How easy it would have been to bypass the attempt to reason with him and bloody feckin’ snap.

      I hold my wife tighter, praying our vows outweigh the innate craving of violence born into me as a MacKenzie. She’s asking me if we can stop arguing, hugging me with all her might.

      “Leith, you made a beautiful home for us. I’m grateful, but since the beginning of the year, you’re so busy.”

      “I know.” The muscles in my jaw twist at the thought of today. I should redirect the conversation. I should bloody give in. I shouldn’t have murdered that eejit today.

      She stares at me questioningly. “Leith, we were looking at houses in the Valley in May after the weather wasn’t so gloomy.”

      By June, I’d found us a new house near work. A beautiful place Chevelle could make her own. It wasn’t as impressive as this one. But we’d have had funds left over to put down on a business, a few blocks away. It was a coffee shop. The owner was a downright good lad, ready to sell. I would’ve taken her to the rundown shop first, blindfolded, of course. Tell her all the things she could do with the place once we bought it. Remove the canvas photos of coffee beans, toss around shiny shite. Make it her pub. Then I would’ve told her that I’m no eejit, of course, we’re moving here. Once she made that pub a success, we would upgrade to a more prime location. And my sweet hen, always humble, would’ve thanked me in every way I taught her.

      But I stop contemplating the feel of her soft body cupped in my hands. I still have more shite I should say. Like how I’ll have a MacKenzie or one of our associates watching Chevelle, keeping her and my wee one safe while I’m away. That there will be no pub in her near future. That we’re not moving to Silicon Valley. Then the lass will have questions to which I have no answers.

      “How will I run a bar if you refuse to let me work, Leith?” Chevelle asks.

      “Easy. I’m picking the arseholes on your team.” They’ll all be clan loyal and capable of keeping you safe.

      “Yeah, that’s not happening.” She huffs. “If you’re so worried about me bartending, why don’t we downgrade the house. We could save that way.”

      “Don't concern yourself.”

      “Don’t be concerned?” She chortles. “Leith, love, we can move back into our old house. It would save money in two ways. One, no mortgage, and two, you could quit Infinity Corp and freelance again, no commuting. The apps you created before working at Infinity were amazing. You enjoyed it. Plus, more time at home.” My hen slowly walks her fingers up my chest.

      In five, four, three, two, one, I drop a bomb, saying, “Erika lives there.”

      Chevelle double chortles, steaming mad. She hates Erika with a passion. A few years ago, when the redhead moved from our hometown in Northern Scotland, half the MacKenzie lads were dogs in heat over her. Then they found out she’s a crack shot. Erika needed a low-key place to stay, and we were between renters.

      “Leith, you neglected to tell me this.”

      “Slipped my mind,” I mutter the wee lie for Chevelle’s sake. Erika keeps an eye on my girls while I’m away.

      “Alright, don’t let my next statement slip your mind. Kick her ass out! We sell this house. Get some cushion money.”

      “She’s leasing the place.” I lie.

      “Leasing? Oh, I thought she was practically MacKenzie clan. Or is she paying some other way?” Chevelle folds her arms.

      “Low, low as feck,” I grumble.

      “Okay, you’re right. Sorry.” She pouts. “Leith, I apolo⁠—”

      “Nae, that mouth of yours got away from ye! Hen, we’re not flitting back to that clatty house. Mia can already swim. She has the ocean in her backyard and a pool on the roof. This house is⁠—”

      “A major bachelor pad,” she mutters. “What you bargained for. Pool on the roof. Gadgets galore. And the old house wasn’t shabby. It was cozy.”

      Aye, I selected this house as a fat-arse show of my success. But the place in Silicon Valley was meant to be our forever home, her place. The home had all the details my hen would appreciate. A reading nook. A gardening area. Her eyes would have been pools of warm mahogany upon seeing the home I had chosen. In the end, someone else got the house.

      “Chevelle, are we not living our dreams? Ye’ve almost got everything needed to start a business. These things don't happen just because the sun shites over the horizon on a new day.”

      Chevelle groans softly. “I’m not helping. I want to help. That’s all I’ve tried to say.”

      “Nae, hen. This is me and you, all the feckin’ way.” I look down at Chevelle, running my knuckles over her thick strands of hair. The color is as rich and deep as the earth in my home country. The States was the right move for my da. Though, this place pales in beauty compared to our birthplace.

      “Leith, let me help more.”

      The third round of an argument stalemates as a thought hits me. “Is this ‘bout your parents? your blood parents?”

      I never pressed Chevelle about her biological parents because opening up about her adoptive mom hurt her. Damned the promises I’ve made to my hen, though. That bitch should be deid.

      “Chevelle, is this ‘bout your parents?”

      This time she says “no” too quickly for my tastes. But with the sounds of pitter-pattering, who am I to stop my wife from rushing to shove on her overalls. Chevelle’s presentable and already washing her hands when I find my discarded basketball shorts and pull them on in the nick of time.

      Mia stumbles into the room, rubbing her eyes. I haven’t seen my wee wean in days, and I’m at war between going to her and comforting my hen about her parents. Something always comes up when we’re talking about them. Or Chevelle flat out refuses to speak. I’ve been an arse. I should’ve realized it sooner. Her da took real good care of her mam. Then he smothered her. Aye, my concerns about work are leaking over into my marriage life, but still, I must protect my clan.

      Chevelle turns her attention to Mia. “How was your nap, sweetheart?”

      From the looks of her, the nap was good. Mia’s cork-like curls are a wild birdie’s nest on the top of her head. Noticing me, Mia takes off with the swagger of a sloshed bum. “Daddy!”

      I pull Mia into my arms before she can hit the floor. Holding her in one hand, I reach over and grab Chevelle as she attempts to retreat.

      “Don't skedaddle aff, lass, I’m not done with ye.”

      “Don’t call me lass, you ass. And stop over exaggerating your words for our kid.”

      Mia laughs, and I ask, “Where you going, hen?”

      Pursing her lips, Chevelle states, “To read some smut about a Domme and her male beta.”

      “Bey-tah,” Mia mimics.

      “Lassie, Da is alpha.”

      “Daddy.” Mia’s soft fingers run along my jaw. I always fear how soft and dainty my wee girl is. Removing her hands from my stubble, I kiss her palms.

      “Where’s your da’s heart, eh?”

      She points to her pudgy belly.

      “Nae, Mia. That’s where the food goes.” I move her hand up a few notches.

      “Daddy’s heart, here!”

      “Aye.” I toss her sky-high and squeeze her giggling, wee body to me.

      “Leith,” Chevelle gasps from somewhere in the house, “the cops. They’re here!”

      My mind goes instantly to the trunk of my Audi. Humongous eyes shine up at me as I tell Mia that she needs to stay quiet in the pantry until I or her mam calls for her. For a second, my wee wean seems to be all-knowing. Bloody hell. I’m fecked.
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      I spot a small caravan of police cruisers along the slope near our driveway from the glass walls. I call out to my husband. My forehead rests against the cool glass, neck craning to peek around the corner of the street.

      When I hear him rush into the room, I glance over my shoulder. His usually tan skin is whiter than crisp, new linen. There are only two reasons my husband becomes pasty. One, we’ve returned from an extended visit to the raining highlands. Two, the friggin cops. It’s a MacKenzie thing. “Where’s Mia?”

      “The pantry.”

      “Why?” I turn around to give Leith my undivided attention. I place my hand on my hip and laugh. “Oh, is she sneaking Fruit Loops? I forgot to tell you, babe. Minion Mia’s returned to her old habits.”

      Leith lifts a brow.

      “Remember, we had the old baby gate on her bedroom after one of our many ‘I told you so’ episodes? If you forgot, I’m implying that I told you so.”

      I’d suggested baby proofing the doorknobs, but Leith said her wee hands couldn’t possibly get into trouble. I’m pretty sure my husband talked extra shit about me in his language as he laughed and walked away that day.

      I grin. “You remember?”

      “Nae.” Those dreamy eyes of his slide to the left for a fraction of a second. Friggin liar.

      “You do! We woke up frantic, only to find her in the pantry, cereal stuck to her cheeks, hand still in the Fruit Loops while she dozed.”

      He clears his throat. “Ye said the police.”

      I chew my lip, glancing Leith up and down. Then it dawns on me. In the last few months, I’ve had a few spats with his mother over the pub and my bartending. Nan loves hard, and there’s no doubt she cares for me. Leith was a dick a few minutes ago, but his only debate about my return to bartending revolves around the guy who touched me and that Michie did nothing about it. Nan would’ve killed the man who touched my ass at Michie’s while I was pregnant with her first granddaughter. Her only grandchild.

      If he’s already been talking to his mom about the bar, I assume he’s anxious since his parents are coming for dinner. He’s afraid she and I will have words. I shake my head at him, looking back out the window.

      “Yeah,” I shrug. “There are a bunch of squad cars outside. Our new neighbor has a mean backhand. So, I went by with a peach cobbler. The husband answered, had the nerve to take it without saying ‘thank you.’ I had the number to a women’s advocacy group just in case I saw her.”

      “Don't get in others business, Chevelle. you tell me.”

      “I wish⁠—”

      “Don’t!” He says in in English this time to make a point.

      “Sheesh! I get it. My attitude with somebody would make you rescind your pledge of nonviolence.” I nod, still in contemplation about the boys-in-blue outside. “Baby, I bet you twenty kisses that Hilda, across the way, called the cops on our evil ass neighbor. Old as she is, she told them to bring the calvary.”

      There’s an awkward, foreign silence between us.

      “So—my sometimes funny, super-hot Scot—are you worried about dinner with your parents tonight?”

      “Nae.” Leith rubs the back of his neck. He offers a sheepish grin. “Aye, you caught me.”

      “I know your parents want life to be easy for us. We have the same desired outcome for Mia—just a different route.” I walk over to him, place my head on his chest, and sigh. Leith holds me close. After a while, I unwrap myself from the comfort of his strong embrace. As I let go of him, Leith catches my fingers in his. It looks like there’s more on his mind. However, if it’s the turn our discussion took earlier, about my parents, the conversation is done.

      “I should cook now,” I mumble, looking down.

      “Hen, go get bonny for tonight. I’ll get Mia from the pantry. Tell her no more Fruit Loops. We’ll order Italian. Chicken parmigiana for Mam. Wee shrimp scampi for my hen.”

      “Uh-uh. Leith, you’re the only person in the world who detests shrimp.” I’m telling him how the shrimp are jumbo-sized when Leith squeezes my midriff. We’re laughing, kissing. The perfect young, married couple again.
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      The guys aren’t much for Italian, not like Nan and me. While Camdyn, Leith’s seventeen-year-old brother, sets the table on our massive deck outside with the Italian takeout, I’m zipping around the kitchen. I pour out the boiling water from the potatoes and readjust the heel of my stiletto.

      Steam rises into my face. I hiss, “Shit!”

      “Och!” The familiar voice of Leith’s mother, Nan, comes from behind. “your a long time deid.”

      “Your nana told you that.” I smile, turning around. At first, when she said so many years back, I thought it was a threat to my life, yet the context seemed way too sentimental.

      A simple tan dress covers Nan’s buxom curves and skims her wide calves. For the head of a Scottish crime family, Nan dresses like a choir conductor, and the only jewelry she wears is a cross pendant. While the rest of Leith’s brothers are various shades of blond, Leith and his mother share the same reddish highlights in their hair. Nan’s hair is cut short so that it curls around her naked ears. Their sons’ gorgeous eyes came from their father, whose loud voice carries from the dining room. He’s speaking an old Gaelic that I’ll never understand.

      A small smile begins to nudge at the edges of Nan’s chubby cheeks until it spreads wide. “How many times have I said, ‘your a long time deid,’ Chevelle?”

      “Lots. Usually, I’m running a mile a minute.”

      “Aye. you would drop textbooks, a paper cup of coffee, and be already on the ground before my laddie could help you up. But that’s what they’re for, lass. Helping you.”

      I sigh, seeing how this conversation is about to be tied up with a nice-shiny bow, Hallmark-style. “Nan, I know you want to help us.”

      “Nae.” Nan shakes her head. “Big Brody threatened to skelp me wee behind. Wee? Heh. Ain’t nothing wee about me. Listen, Chevelle. I have always valued your tenacity. you may think I wanted for you and Leith to be more like us. Many years ago, my son lost his heid for ye, Chevelle. It made you my daughter.”

      “I know,” I murmur, though, I’d rather thank her and assure her that she’s closer to me than any mother I’ve ever known. Although Leith taught me the art of love, I’m still a little standoffish. Showing affection is hard for me, except with Mia, whom I loved before I set eyes on her.

      “Chevelle, I remember when I tasted your first draft. I held the pint in my hand, could feel the passion you poured into creating it. I got so excited, knew the value of investing.”

      “Awe, I appreciate your belief in me, Nan.”

      She nods. “I’m glad you do. But still, I’m as stubborn as the hairy cow in the highlands I once ran through as a not so wee lassie. As much as I tell myself what will be will be, I watch the two of you work so hard for Mia. My instinct is just to throw a bit of money your way. Enough on that. Can I help you with the neeps and tatties?” She gestures to the steaming potatoes and another pan, containing turnips.

      “Sure.”

      “Do I smell delicious haggis?”

      “Yup.” I nod toward the Viking oven where the haggis is baking. Haggis with neeps and tatties are a MacKenzie favorite. And this is how the cornerstone of one of the biggest crime syndicates in Scotland and I squash a quarrel before it starts. We work together to feed our family.

    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/images/break-section-fell-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        GLOSSARY
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Chapter 40
      


      		
        Chapter 41
      


      		
        Chapter 42
      


      		
        Chapter 43
      


      		
        Chapter 44
      


      		
        Chapter 45
      


      		
        Chapter 46
      


      		
        Chapter 47
      


      		
        Chapter 48
      


      		
        Chapter 49
      


      		
        Chapter 50
      


      		
        Chapter 51
      


      		
        Chapter 52
      


      		
        Chapter 53
      


      		
        Chapter 54
      


      		
        Chapter 55
      


      		
        Chapter 56
      


      		
        Chapter 57
      


      		
        Chapter 58
      


      		
        Chapter 59
      


      		
        Chapter 60
      


      		
        Chapter 61
      


      		
        Chapter 62
      


      		
        Chapter 63
      


      		
        Chapter 64
      


      		
        Chapter 65
      


      		
        Chapter 66
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Join My Newsletter
      


      		
        Foreshadowing
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/die-for-you-2.jpg
MacKenzie Scottish Crime Family

AMARIE AVANT





OEBPS/images/heading-fell-flower-abc-screen.png





OEBPS/images/f2a38665-96e6-4a2c-b967-64911ced0840.jpg






