
Table of Contents

Vintage (Adrenaline Series, #2)

Dedication:

FULL List of My Works


[image: image]

Vintage

The Adrenaline Series #2

By Xavier Neal

© Xavier Neal 2015

Published by Xavier Neal

Cover by Angie Merriam

Cover Model Griffin Kodors

Photographer Jennifer Shelby

All Rights Reserved

License Note

No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without authorization of the Author. Any distribution without express consent is illegal and punishable in a court of law. 

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

Subscribe to my newsletter!

http://eepurl.com/bYqwLf  

––––––––
[image: image]


Table of Contents Page

––––––––
[image: image]


Dedication

PLAYLIST

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

Thank You

Follow Me

Other Works

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Dedication:

[image: image]


To The Universe. Thank you for bringing me here.

Playlist Selects
Here are songs from the “Vintage” playlist!

Feel free to follow the playlist on Spotify to find more songs I felt related to the novel.

1.  V – Jay Park (Hip-Hop/R&B)

2.  One Thing Right – Kane Brown, Marshmello (Country/ Pop Country)

3.  Wet Dreamz – J. Cole (Rap)

4.  When the Day Met the Night – Panic! At The Disco (Indie Rock/Pop Punk)

5. Every Little Step – Bobby Brown (R&B)

6.  Summertime Sadness – Lana Del Rey (Indie Pop/Pop)

7.  Girlfriend – Bow Wow, Omarion (Hip-Hop/R&B)

8.  My Love – Crash Kings (Rock)

More songs:  https://spoti.fi/3fLjTqw 

Dedication: To the Universe. May you allow everyone to find their little piece of something vintage.
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You think you know how something feels right until the moment it actually happens. Like having a Desert Eagle pressed into your temple, ready to blow your brains out across a tropical paradise. Doesn't feel good in case you're curious. Neither does my heart beating out of my fucking chest.

The Devil opens his mouth to say something else when he's cut off by Vicki, “Phone.” 

“I'm in the middle of something, pussycat.” 

His pet nickname causes me to sneer.

Can you blame me? Who the fuck calls their lady pussycat?

She adjusts her bright red one piece barely there swimsuit. “Mr. Monroe is on the phone.”

Immediately, The Devil's face changes color. Shape. Intensity.

Didn't know there was someone who could make The Devil cower. Not sure if I should find comfort in that.

“Excuse me, gentlemen.” He raises a finger to us. “Hate to be rude. This'll just be a moment.”

“Take your time,” I sarcastically mumble resulting in the gun being dug further into my skin.

Not the best moment for jokes, I know.

The Devil holds up a hand to the grape girl and takes his cell from Vicki. “Yes, sir.” His mouth tightens as he listens to the man on the other end. He scrunches his face. Fidgets with his clothing, clearly uncomfortable. “Yes, sir. Understood.” There's another brief pause, and he states, “Not a problem.” Finally, he hangs up and hands Vicki back the device. 

Without another word, she struts away back the direction she came from like a designer demon.  

“Sorry about that,” he apologizes, leaning back in his chair. “Business. Where was I?”

“About to kill us,” my reminder makes him smirk widely.

“Right.” After a finger point, he grabs another grape and tosses it in his mouth. “Tell me why I shouldn't.”

Calmly, I reply, “Besides the fact you would be out two drivers?”

“Obviously.”

“Because what a better way to find out the inside track of the man you hate than through one of the only people he fully trusts?” The minute The Devil looks intrigued I proceed. “You can play this whole thing many ways. You can have me look for insider information that you can use as leverage. You can have me plant seeds of misinformation in his daughter's head. You could-”

“I see your point.” He replies reaching for another grape. Afterward, he motions for his men to lower their weapons. 

Holy. Fucking. Shit. That was close.

“Did you know killer whales like to toy with what they plan to kill before they actually do it?” The Devil smirks mischievously. “Learned that on the Animal Planet.”

Of all the fucking things he could watch...

“I like things about wildlife. Documentaries about the ocean for instance. I love learning how other animal kingdoms work, and you know why?” Neither of us respond, which cause him to snap, “Someone ask me why!”

Knowing my big brother won't play this game, I bravely say, “Why?”

“Because at the end of all this bullshit that's all we are. Animals. And, the world we live in is our jungle.” He motions his finger once more and the guns are pressed back into our skulls. “Do not forget that as far as you two are concerned, I. Am. King.”

That may be true. But you saw what happened when he took that call. You saw that look. He may be king, but he's not emperor. He's not a God. Even he bows to someone.

Another flick of the wrists, and the guns are lowered. “Now that that's out of the way, I have a job for the two of you tonight.”

Madden speaks for the first time, “That's not enough time to-”

“Make it enough time,” The Devil cuts him off. “In fact...,” he pauses to look at his watch, “if I were you, I would stop wasting my fucking time and make the most of yours.” With a cocky grin, he pops another piece of fruit into his mouth. “Tick-tock.”

On a low grunt, Madden stands and storms off the direction of his car. 

Quickly, I go to follow him when The Devil calls out my name, “Ghost.”

Stopping, I tilt my head at him.

“It's best to remember where your loyalty lies in this jungle...” He winks before resuming his breakfast. 

Even with a gun pointed to my head, I know. It's where Jovi is. It's to protect and keep her safe. That's what's gonna get me killed. But you know what? I'd take a bullet for her anytime and anyday. I just have a feeling that's exactly what I'm gonna end up doing.

In my big brother’s vehicle, I don't say anything. He'll yell when he's ready.

Yeah. I said yell. There will be no talking. Talking is what normal people do at a tolerable volume. I wouldn't be surprised if NASA called from space and asked him to tone it down.

The other end of the ringing phone is finally answered by Drew. Through the speakers in the car, his voice sighs, “Speak.”

“Family meeting. All McCoys.”

He hesitates and then groans, “Now? I've got my hands under a hood and a wrench ready to help with a tune up.”

I smirk to myself against my better judgment.

Very rarely do my brothers ever just say they're getting laid. Ben either. Simplest subject to be blunt about, and they do the fucking opposite.

“Shut it down. Tell the rest of Triple D the same. Family. Meeting. All. McCoys.”

Drew grumbles but caves. “Fuck. Fine.” 

The line goes dead, and my smile fades.

Sadly, that's probably the only time I'll get to smile for the rest of the day. First there was Ben and his stunt with the mayor's kid. Punishment for that incident wasn't severe. This, though? This makes me feel like if The Devil doesn't kill me, Madden will.
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Fresh out of a much-needed shower and cloaked in my comfortable yoga pants with an old t-shirt, I try to erase the giant grin on my face.

Ugh. It's permanently stuck. It's an obvious just been laid smile. At least that's what Hayli kept saying in between asking me questions that I'm not sure I should've answered. Do you tell your best friend your boyfriend's size? Width? Speed? Oh God, I'm blushing again just recalling the conversation. This smile isn't anything more than just a happy to be alive smile. What do you mean that's the same thing?

Tossing my towel into the laundry basket, I give my glowing reflection another glimpse. 

You can't tell I'm not a virgin anymore, right? I mean not just from looking at me. You really can't! Stop making me blush!

I exit my bathroom, grab my school bag, tablet, and head downstairs for the kitchen table where I prefer to do most of my homework. Immediately, the soreness from my thighs screams, each movement harder not to groan about. Flopping down in the chair, I shut my eyes briefly remembering the way he had my legs parted. In the air. How tightly he gripped them. Nibbled on them. A soft whimper comes from me as my pussy, which is also sensitive, clenches.

Nadie unexpectedly drops grocery sacks on the counter. “You okay?” 

Startled, I try to quickly brush it off by burying my attention in my bag. “I'm fine.”

“You and Hayli have fun last night?”

Not nearly as much as Merrick and I had.

I reply at the same time I pull out an art book, “Yeah.”

During the process of putting the groceries away, she asks, “Where did you two end up going?”

“Olympus,” the casual lie stings a bit.

Lying to Nadie isn't something I like, okay? I wish I could tell her. I wish I could scream from the roof tops that I have the most amazing boyfriend in and out of bed. I wish I could tell her that Merrick street races, and it's not as bad as Dad thinks at all. It's actually...well safe...ish. Safe-ish. But I can't. And, it sucks. Almost as much as being rushed out of your boyfriend's apartment by his big brother and not having heard from him since.

“...what do you think?” Nadie ceases her movements. With both hands pressed on the island, she waits patiently for my answer.

Oh no! What was the question? You don't know either? Well, that's not helping!

A small smile appears on her face. “You didn't hear a word I said, did you?”

“Sorry,” I sheepishly apologize. 

She shakes her head slowly. “He must be some guy.” 

In a whisper, I swoon, “He really is.”

Cautiously, she questions, “Is that where you really were last night?” 

My bottom lip slips between my teeth. 

I don't answer.

“Jovi you're twenty-one. If you spent the night with your boyfriend, that's...well...to be expected. I just don't like you lying to me about it.” Slowly, she walks over to me. “I know that with your father being who he is it makes you worry about these kinds of things, and honestly, that's fair. When it comes to the idea of you dating, your father gets a little crazy-”

“Mental patient crazy.”

“Pretty much. But I'm here for you, Jovi. I know I'm not...” The end of the sentence seems like it pains her more than she wants to let on. “I'm not your...well...not your actual-”

“Nadie,” I interrupt. Putting a hand on top of hers that's resting on the table, I sigh, “You're as close as I'm gonna get. And, that's not a bad thing. It's kind of amazing.” 

She sweetly smiles and tries again, “I want you to trust me, Jo. Even if it's not with his name. Or occupation. Or choice of wardrobe. I would just like to know you're safe. I'd like our communication to stay open as best as possible. I'm already losing you to college. Don't make me lose you before it, too.”

With a crooked smirk, I state, “You're gonna miss me.”

Nadie quickly rolls her eyes and heads back to the task she was completing. “Not that much.”

She's right. We've always been close. Other than Hayli, she's all I've had. I can't tell her everything about Merrick for obvious reasons, but maybe just a little? Don't worry the conversation won't be as graphic as Hayli demanded ours be.

“I actually was out with Hayli last night but spent the night at his apartment,” I confess.

She grabs a box of my father's favorite crackers to put away in the pantry. “Was he respectful?”

“Yes.”

“Was he considerate?”

“Very much so.”

Making sure that I come first is super considerate.

“Were you safe?”

I was. Technically, so was he, but I don't trust EA the same way he does. I'm not sure I believe all the hype about the reasons why it's not legally for sale. Regardless, I know it works. Hayli uses it.

Nadie snaps, “Jovi!”

“Of course, I was safe!”

“Safe where?” My father invades the conversation. He looks up from his phone with a displeased expression. “From what?”

“While she was out with Hayli last night,” Nadie answers for me. 

“Safe from what?” His eyebrows shoot up. “Where were you? Were you drinking?”

“Legally speaking that's allowed,” I remind him.

He grunts, “I don't want you drinking.”

Or having sex. Or falling in love. Or breathing without permission. College is sounding better and better every day.

“Oh, let it go,” Nadie insists opening a box of crackers. “She's going to drink.”

“Do you know what they're putting in drinks at clubs now?” He puts away his phone to look me dead in the eye. “Retac or RC as we call it.”

“Like the cola?” Nadie jokes. 

Dad glares briefly at her before looking back at me. “You thought roofies were bad? Do you have any idea what RC does?”

“No. But I'm sure you're going to tell me,” I mumble looking back down at my textbook.

“Imagine if you mixed roofies and ecstasy. And now, it's making its way across college campuses and the party scenes like a plague. Another concoction we can't get a handle on,” he gripes.  “I don't want you drinking. Ever. Do I make myself clear?”

My face lifts. “You can't possibly be serious?” 

“I don't joke about drugs, Jovi.”

“Wow. You're being ridiculous.”

“You're being naïve.”

“And, who's fault is that?” I snip. “Who locked their beautiful, little princess in the highest tower away from the big bad world?”

Nadie's jaw slips open on a gasp.

Shit. Shit! Shit! Shit! Why didn't you warn me there are side effects to falling in love? Now, that should come with a warning label.

On a slow grumble, he questions, “Is that what you think I did?”

I don't answer. 

Nope. Not gonna say another word. Apparently, Merrick fucked my brains out in all the best and worst ways.

“I asked you a question, Jovi.”

Thankfully, his cell phone starts ringing and being the man that he is, he can't let it go unanswered. After a glance at it, he declares to me, “This conversation isn't over.” His tone is firm when he answers, “This is Commissioner Carter.”

His abruptly voice erupts into a roar.

King of the jungle style. No other way to describe that.

Nadie holds out the box of crackers for him to have. He snatches them and marches out of the kitchen, clearly chewing someone's ass out. “How is that possible? Are you an idiot?”

“I am,” I whisper at Nadie once he's out of earshot. With a look of disbelief on my face, I say to her, “I can't believe I said that to him.”

“I'm kind of proud you did.”

Clearly, she's lost her marbles too. Not sure I wanna know who is fucking her brains out, though. Highly doubt it's my father.

“What?”

“Look Jovi, you've gotta grow up sometime and that happens to include standing your ground with your father. You picked a light enough subject to start with. At least now when it comes time to tell him you've fallen in love with Mr. Perfect, you're better prepared to fight that battle. And believe me, Jovi Carter, when you tell your father you've got a boyfriend, it's not gonna be anything less than warfare...”

I vote we don't tell him, don't you? Or, I'll make you a deal. We tell after I'm settled far away in my apartment, actively finishing classes at the university, and about to graduate. How's that sound to you? Pretty good?
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It's rarely a good thing when there are this many McCoys in the same room, and it's not a party.

“What gives?” Destin asks, turning the kitchen table chair around to sit in it backwards. 

“We've got a job,” Madden grumbles, with his back to us.

From a safe distance across the room, I watch him grab a bottle of Patron, pour a shot, and down it.

Oh, I try to drink at noon 'cause I'm depressed, and they look at me like I'm an alcoholic. He does it, and they act like this is an acceptable everyday practice for non-Vegas vacationers.

“What?” Drew questions, from the couch where his feet are propped up on the coffee table. “When?”

“Tonight,” he answers before downing another shot.

“Tequila sunrise over there,” Knoxie snaps. “How about you stop trying to get rock star wasted and explain what the fuck is going on?”

I snicker, and immediately, he turns sharply, his eyes bulging. “It's not a joke, Knox.”

“And, I'm not a patient woman, Madden.”

Daniel pipes up from the other couch beside Ben. “Why do we have a job out of nowhere?” 

“The Devil got a call. We have an obligation,” Madden answers calmly.

I prefer when he yells. At least when he yells, I know he'll get to the other side of angry and go back to just being unhappy, but this calm, quiet bullshit is like that little sizzling sound on cartoon bombs. A giant warning to get the fuck out of the way.

Destin chimes in, “Why do I get the feeling there's more to this meeting?” 

Because he's not an idiot.

“Please, tell me, the rest is about a pay increase, or at least a big titty bonus for the impromptu inconvenience.” Ben chuckles from beside Daniel who gives him a sharp slap upside the head. 

Ben is.

Daniel cautiously starts, “Look, I get being pissed off about a job out of nowhere, Mad Man, but with the way you're fuming-”

“You'd think our kid brother was putting all our lives at risk because he can't keep his dick out of the Police Commissioner's fucking daughter?!” The bottle he was holding collides with the wall beside the table where we're sitting. Splashes of tequila rain down on us, but no one moves a muscle. “Would that be how I'm fucking fuming?!”

Destin whispers, “You're fucking the PC's daughter?” 

Daniel nods his head at me. “Is that what all the yelling was about this morning?” 

“And I thought I screwed up racing the Mayor's brat.” Ben chortles again.

Remind me...punch check him later.

“It's not fucking funny, Ben!” Madden shouts. 

Instantly, my cousin slinks down on the couch, wiping the smirk off his face. 

“And you...” He points a finger at me. “You don't go near that girl.”

I don't argue.

“Ever. Fucking. Again.”

There's an unexpected twinge in my chest that causes me to lock my jaw.

I've never laid hands on my brother. Not because there's a high chance he would flatten me into something they could serve at IHOP, but because there's never been a reason to. Even growing up, we didn't wrestle. I whooped the shit out of Ben and learned to hold my own against Triple D, but Madden refused to ever do anything like that. He wasn't a fan of even play fighting with us. Something against fighting his own blood doesn't sit well with him.

“Madden,” Knoxie warns sharply.

He's now standing directly in front of me. “I fucking mean it, Merrick! It's fucking over! You don't fucking breathe the same goddamn air she does!”

My body stiffens as the oxygen in my lungs threatens to leave and not return.

“You're done putting our family at risk! You're done with this juvenile need to do the exact opposite of what you're told!”

Weakly, I argue, “It's not about that.”

“So, it's about the piece of ass your dick is attached to? She's not that fucking important! Or that fucking special! Newsflash! No pussy is that fucking good!”

Before I have chance to think it all the way through, my fist connects to his jaw. To no surprise, it doesn't cause him to stumble. However, the shocked expression on his face tells me that punch didn't just hurt physically. 

The entire room has shifted to complete stillness. 

I'm not even sure anyone is breathing besides me. Only reason I'm certain I'm doing it is because of the ache I feel every time I inhale.

Instead of questioning my action, Madden raises his eyebrows in challenge. When I don't back down or apologize, he takes two steps back, turns, grabs his keys off the counter, and leaves without saying a word. 

As soon as he slams the door, I shut my eyes letting my head fall forward.

Ben enthusiastically jumps up. “What the fuck! Did you really just punch Madden in the face?”

Reluctantly, I lift it back up to look at him. “I'd do it again.” 

“For yelling at you? He always does that!”

“For saying that shit about Jovi.”

“He was definitely out of line for his choice of language,” Knoxie concurs as she grabs an ice pack from the freezer. Wrapping it in a kitchen towel, she shakes her head. “But he wasn't wrong for watching out for this family, Merrick.” She extends it like a weird ass peace offering. Before I can deny the need for it, she snaps, “Oh, don't even pretend. You're lucky your hand isn't shattered.”

It feels like I hit a steel wall wrapped in a brick layering. Fucking Superman would probably need an ice pack after tossing a fist at Madden.

“You're lucky you're still breathing,” Ben laughs his reply. “You hit Madden in the face!” 

I roll my eyes.

“In the face!” He repeats with exaggerated hand motions.

Hitting Ben next. I haven't forgotten.

“Shut. Up.” Knoxie commands. The minute he shuts his lips, she says to me, “I'm honestly the happiest of everyone that a McCoy fell in love-”

“Feels like the Sex Gods are weeping,” Ben comments. 

“You're gonna be weeping when I put you in time out in a minute,” she threatens. “Now, shut up.” Knoxie turns back to me. “Like I said, I'm thrilled for you, Merrick. And, unlike the big ogre that stormed out of here, I know who you fall in love with isn't really a choice. You can't explain that shit any more than you can help wanting who you want. But you can be smart about it. You can make better decisions. Especially, when all of us are at risk.”

“Stop talking about Jovi like she's some fucking disease,” I growl.

Ben shrugs. “She practically is.” 

Without hesitation, I attempt to go after him when Destin grabs my arm, pulling me back. 

Knox folds her arms across her chest. “He just punched Madden in the face, moron. What the hell did you think he was going to do? Hug you?”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa, baby bro.” Destin tugs my struggling body again. “You can't just go throwing a punch every time someone says something about your girl you don't like.”

Not fucking true. Not true at all.

“You shouldn't go throwing a punch,” Drew corrects him.

“That.” Knoxie points at me. “That shit right there is why Madden is worried. He doesn't give a fuck who the girl is or how it affects the job. He knows how it's gonna affect you. How it's gonna blind you to everything else and cause you to make impulsive decisions with consequences we'll all have to deal with.” 

Giving Madden too much credit there, isn't she?

“Now, I'm gonna say this once,” her voice stays firm but softens. “Prove him wrong.” 

Adjusting the ice pack on my throbbing fingers, I remain silent.

I want to. I want him to eat those words about my girl. My heart. My soul. I want him to come back here so I can scream and shout that everything will work itself the fuck out. It always does. That I can handle this. That I won't put them at risk. No. I'm not sure I wouldn't be fucking lying. When Jovi's what's up for discussion, she's the only thing that matters. And what that fact is going to do to my life scares me more than Madden ever could.
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“So, your night off actually means night in the office?” Nadie mocks dad from the laundry room.

Her catty remark makes me smirk. 

I don't know why she's surprised. He hasn't had a real night off since mom died. The ones he's assigned, he uses to work on finding out lost information about my mother's death. Vacation days? Same thing. Locked away in his office. Away from us. From me. Sometimes I wish instead of just keeping me in the tower, that he'd visit for longer than enough time to extend my sentence in it.

“You're really giving me shit, Nadie?” He drops his hands on the island counter. “I don't have a choice.”

“Life is a choice.” She storms in from the laundry room, a basket clutched under her arm. “You chose this lifestyle. You chose to always be available at the drop of a hat. You chose to let me raise Jovi-”

“You're telling me I haven't raised my own daughter?”

He hasn't. And please don't try to tell me creating an on-going list of rules not to break counts as raising me.

“I'm telling you that maybe it would be okay, once in a while, to tell the people on the other end of the phone no, and spend a couple hours with the daughter who is leaving for school with very little reason to ever look back.”

I plan to look back. And to come back. I'd never completely desert my dad even if at times it feels like he did me.

Dad rubs his beard. He doesn't deny what Nadie says, but he doesn't agree. “You used to like to feed the ducks.”

I grab another piece of garlic bread and shrug. “They're adorable. Little painters of the water. Unlike geese. Geese are the devil.”

“You've always
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