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	Heads-up

	This Interracial/ Multicultural Suspense Romance 

	book contains 

	Adult… Themes
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	Fortune Favors

	Fortunate Favors the Bold; Noah

	 


TWs

	This Book is chalk full of
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		On Pg. Mild Sexual Situations 

		 On PG. Written Scottish/Irish Accent 

		Implied Murder

		Attempted Murder

		Murder 

		ON Pg. Slang

		On Page AA-Afro-Latina Colloquial Speech/Slang

		Lots of Profanity



	please adhere to Advisement.
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	Once Again…Rated R…Reader Discretion is Advised 18++++

	 


We Hope you Enjoy this book!
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Downtown 

	Manhattan

	Replay....
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	I could barely …

	[image: Image] walk into the kitchen the next morning, and as I did, he grinned and wiggled his eyebrows as he handed me the cup of coffee, then kissed me.

	“So, what are we doing today?” I asked sipping my coffee as he placed the plate of pastries in front of me, and I shook my head no.

	“Did you want something else? I can make it.” He asked frowning slightly, and I smiled as I rose, kissed his lips, then shook my head no again.

	“No, for some reason, I’m not really hungry. But then that could be because of what we did with the intervals and food.” I said, and he laughed as I walked into the living room, then sat down. I heard my cell phone, then commenced to search for it. When I found it, I saw it was Papa Jack.

	“Hey Papa Jack, what up?” I asked smiling as I answer the call. I listened intently, then promptly fainted.

	“Choko!” Bellincioni cried, then rushed from the kitchen. “Sweetheart!" He called as he patted Choko's face, when her eyes began to flutter. She burst into tears, then began to hyperventilate. 

	“Baby...what is it!" He cried embracing her tightly.

	“My parents Ben!" She wailed hiccupping, he gasped, then lifted her into his arms.

	 


1.5 Police Station

	Downtown Manhattan...
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	Chief … 
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	Jackson frowned as he peered down at the cases in front of him. 

	He was livid! 

	For six months, they hadn't been able to catch hide or hare of this fucking psycho! 

	Ben and Akemi had been some of his closest friends!

	 The Chief gave mournful eyes to Bellincioni as he held Choko in his arms, but she was basically incoherent.

	“What happened Chief?” Righ asked, when O'Malley shook his head, then nodded to Choko.

	“Bellincioni, take Ckoko home, have Sims stay with her, then get back here.” The Chief said, he nodded, then drew her up.

	“No wait! I want to stay here.” Choko wailed, when the Chief drew her into his arms embracing her tightly.

	“No baby, now go on home with Ben, your parents wouldn't want you here sweetie.” The Chief sighed, then kissed her forehead as he turned her into Bellincioni's arms, he nodded, then walked her from the room.

	“I want to know what the fuck is going on…and going on now!” The Chief bellowed, when his officers scrambled around the station collecting files.

	“Yes Sir!” Banes cried, then began to relegate the Chief with the scene.

	 


Chapter One..

	London....
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	“Every evil screams only one message: 'I am good.”

	~Alexander Schmemann

	Jeremy exhaled …  

	[image: Image] as he looked over the poem again in the article, then sighed again. He wasn't sure how this made its way to England, but Scotland Yard refused to look at it. 

	They claimed that jurisdiction was in America, but they would have a detail set up on him, his sister, her husband, and his parents. He had no clue why he would be sent this, but as he looked at the article again and saw the names of his best friends, he could only surmise that it had something to do with college.

	His heart broke as he saw that Mr. and Mrs. Harper had been killed on a cruise to the Bahamas, but the killer had left a poem addressed to the New York Police Department, specifically Chief Jackson. Jeremy rubbed his temples, exhaled deeply, then frowned.

	He'd begged his editor for months now to allow him to go to America to report on the grisly murders going on in the entertainment field, but he just wouldn't. When he saw it was directly linked to Jeremy, his editor was even more adamant about him not going. He looked at the poem again and frowned.

	It made no sense!

	Although it was written in what he hoped wasn't blood, it was a love poem by; 

	 

	E.E. Cummings...

	 

	love is more thicker than forget more thinner than recall more seldom than a wave is wet more frequent than to fail it is more mad and moonly and less it shall unbethanall the sea which only is deeper than the sea love is less always than to winless never than aliveless bigger than the least beginless littler than forgive it is most sane and sunny and more it cannot die than all the sky which only is higher than the sky...

	 

	Jeremy exhaled for what seemed the 100th time, snatched up the paper, the poem in the evidence bag, then marched towards his editor's office.

	“Look Nigel...I am going. They’re me mates, and now that her parents have been killed; how can you expect me not to go! I will abide by yer standards, to leave off the article; but you will not deny me the chance to give proper respects to people who loved me as if I were their own child.

	I shall simply take sick holiday for the next two weeks." Jeremy stated, drew himself up for the fight he just knew was coming; but Nigel simply nodded, then sighed.

	“Fine...however it shall be sick holiday only. Ye’ll not touch that case. Tis bad enough that former Chief Constable Styles is already in the mists of this bloody mess. We need no links to Scotland Yard.

	Chief Inspector Holloway has already told you that we have no parts in this case, and make sure it stays that way.” Nigel warned, Jeremy nodded, then rushed from Nigel’s office, snatched up his rucksack, then bolted from the office.

	 


Pine Wells

	Funeral Home...

	17 Hours Later...
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	Jeremy sighed…
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	then frowned as he walked into the church. He saw Hannah first, she gasped, then rushed to embrace him. 

	“I know lovie, I am so sorry. Where is she?” He whispered, Hannah drew back from him, wiped her eyes, then nodded to the front of the church. Jeremy stepped from Hannah, squeezed her hand, then quietly walked to the front of the church. 

	He and Choko had been the best of mates, and there wasn't a day after the six grade that he wasn't at her house. He'd also fancied himself in love with her at one point by the time they reached freshmen year of high school, but then his parents decided to go back to England, and there he remained until he graduated secondary school. 

	He headed back over the pond to America for college, and those were the most amazing four years of his life with his mates, and even through the mood was somber now he smiled slightly. 

	In sophomore year of college, she met Collen and Jeremy’s hopes had been dashed once and for all.  He relegated their relationship to friendship only, and he was just fine with that; especially because of her amazing loyalty.

	There wasn't a day in Iraq that he didn't hear from her, and she'd even gotten clearance to visit him with goodies from home while on one of her digs in Syria. 

	There was no way in hell he wouldn't be here for her now!

	Jeremy nodded to the man seated next to her, he inclined his head, when Jeremy motioned towards the seat. The guy frowned but moved over anyway. Jeremy caressed her face, she gasped, looked up, then threw herself into his arms sobbing.

	“I know lovie I’m so sorry. Shush.” Jeremy whispered, the guy next to him frowned deeper; and Jeremy sent it right back as he continued to hold her. 

	“You know they loved you more than anything on this earth, right?” Jeremy smiled as she drew back, he wiped her tears with his knuckle, when she gave him a watery smile. 

	She nodded, he gave her a kiss, caressed her face, then rose pointing towards the back; indicating that is where he would be. She nodded but was reluctant to let his hand go. Jeremy walked towards the back, when he was jerked into someone's arms, gasped, then chuckled as he realized it was Meghan. He embraced her tightly, then allowed her to tug him to where she was sitting. 

	He grinned as he saw Jordy and Kel. They each embraced, then took their seats as the Reverend and his entourage walked from the side of the church.

	 

images/image.jpeg
ey
-





images/image-9.png








images/image-2.png







images/image2.jpeg






images/image.png







images/image3.jpeg





cover.jpeg
a2 2
= \ 4 e
3 LR i
\

A buspie Ise Rbmande Serjal

REVIE WS




















images/image-4.png
Warnings





images/image-5.png





images/image-6.png





images/image-7.png
Coeh e f§ You...Con







images/image-1.png
Mﬁﬂw (otee...







images/image-8.png









images/nypd.jpeg






images/image-3.png





images/thames_bdridge.jpeg





images/funeral2.jpeg














