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Author’s Note

 Just a
couple of things before I let you go and get your read on. While I
am doing my best to work with better editing and proofreading
software, all my books are solo, independent works. I write my
books, proofread my books, edit my books, create the covers, etc. I
have one beta who gives me feedback on my stories, but other than
that, all my books are independent projects.

 


That being said, I apologize, in advance,
for the typos, grammar inconsistencies, or any other mistakes I may
make. Since writing is strictly a hobby for me, I haven’t looked
into commitments in regard to publishers, editors, etc. My hope is
that my stories are enjoyable enough that a few mistakes, here and
there, can be overlooked. However, if you’re a stickler for
grammar, my books are probably not for you.

 


Also, I am an avid reader-I mean an
AVID reader. I love to read above any other hobby. However,
the only downside to my reading obsession is when I fall in love
with a series, but I have to wait for the additional books to come
out. And because I feel that disappointment down to my soul, when I
started publishing my works, I vowed to publish all books in my
series all at once. No waiting here…LOL. Now, the exception to that
will be if enough readers request additional stories based off the
standalone, such as in Facing the Enemy. At that point, if I decide
to move forward with a requested series, I will make sure all
additional books are available all at once. As much as this is a
hobby for me, I am writing these books for all of you, as well as
myself.

 


Thank you, for everything!


Contact Me

 I really
appreciate you reading my book and I would love to hear from you!
Now, unfortunately, because I do have a full-time job, and a family
I love spending time with, at this time, I’m afraid it would be
very hard for me to maintain a multitude of social media sites.
However, for the sites I do participate in, here are my social
media coordinates:

 


 


Website

 


 


Facebook

 


 


Instagram

 


 


 Email

 


 


Newsletter


Dedication

 For my mother & sister –

May you never let
anyone shadow your light or
silence your voice. Ever.


Prologue


Alice – (11-Years-Old)~

I sat in the kitchen,
trying my best to mind my own
business, but it was hard.

Lyric was
getting in trouble again and I
wanted to hear what Mom and Dad were saying to her and not because
I liked it when Lyric was in trouble. I thought my sister was neat
and she wasn’t afraid of anything. I was just being
nosey.

It wasn’t
quite time for dinner yet, but
I grabbed an apple out of the fruit bowl on the counter just for a
snack and for something to do until Mom and Dad quit getting Lyric
in trouble.

I was opening
the drawer with the knives in it to cut up my apple when Mom walked into the kitchen. That must
mean they were done with Lyric.

Mom saw what I
was getting into and she automatically came over, grabbed my apple
and a knife, then went to
cutting up my apple for me.

I chewed on my
lip for a little bit before
asking, “Is Lyrical in trouble again?”

Mom sighed
and did that thing with her
lips where they disappear. After a few seconds she said, “No,
honey. Your sister is not in trouble. We just…we just had to
explain a couple of things to her.”

I pulled out a
chair and sat at the kitchen
table. “Are you sure? Because it always seems like you guys are
getting her in trouble.”

Mom stopped
cutting my apple and turned to look at me. “That’s not true, Alice,” she said, even though it
was true, and I told her so.

“Yes, it is,
Mom,” I said. “You guys are
always telling her something.”

Mom sighed again.
“That’s because your sister is…different, Alice.”

I scrunched up my
nose. “Different how?”

“Lyric
just doesn’t know how to be a proper
young lady the way you are, Alice,” she said, and that didn’t sound
right. She made Lyric sound bad, and my sister wasn’t
bad.

“She’s good,” I said
because I didn’t like her making Lyric sound bad.

She went
back to cutting my apple and
said, “Of course, Lyric is good, Alice. That’s not what I
meant.”

I put
my arms on the table, even
though we weren’t supposed to. “Then what did you mean?”

“Lyric isn’t
bad,” she said again. “She
just doesn’t always follow the rules like you do, sweetie.” She
finished with my apple and placed it on a paper towel before
putting in on the table in front of me.

“Am I boring
because I follow the rules,
Mom?” I didn’t want to get in trouble, but I didn’t want to be a
goodie-goodie, either. There were times when I wanted to do
something bad, but I didn’t want to get in trouble, so I
didn’t.

Mom’s
eyes got big. “Alice, you are
not boring,” she said in her annoyed voice. “You are a good girl
and being good is not a boring thing.”

“Are you
sure?” I asked because I
thought I was boring. I never did brave things like Lyric did or
say outrageous things like she did.

“Alice, honey,
there is nothing wrong with
being a good girl and following the rules. If you follow the rules,
then you’re less likely to have drama. And trust me, honey, you
don’t want drama in your life.”

“Drama is like
when people cry and scream a
lot, right?” I’ve heard that word thrown around a lot at school and
on television, but I never really knew what it meant.

“Exactly,”
Mom said. “And you don’t want
to be crying all the time, right?”

Heck, no, I didn’t.
“No.”

“So, all you
have to do is follow the
rules, be a good girl, and you’ll never have drama,” Mom said,
sounding like she knew what she was talking about.

“What about a
boyfriend?” I wasn’t old
enough to have a boyfriend, but one day I hoped to have
one.

“When the time
comes for you to have a
boyfriend, I’m sure you’ll pick out a nice, sweet, respectable
young man who won’t give you any drama, honey,” she
promised.

She
left the kitchen and I thought
about her words. All I had to do was follow the rules, be a good
girl, and find a nice boy who didn’t like drama, and I will always
be happy. That seemed easy enough.

It sounded
even easier when, after a while, Lyric stormed into
the kitchen and she was muttering,
“Don’t lie, but you can lie, but it has to be a nice
lie.”

Yeah. I
didn’t want drama in my
life.


Chapter 1


Alice – (Twenty Years Later)~

Lyrical
mentioned to me once that
Thall Shall Not Kill was not even in the top five list of
Commandments. That it was number six. So, having not made the top
five, how bad of a sin could it really be? Well, today was day
nineteen of my new boss’ tenure here at Science Life Labs and I was
beginning to agree with her on the seriousness of Thall Shall Not
Kill.

Dr. Bradford
Simonson had been all
professional perfect on day one. I’d say day one through…hmmm…day
seven, he’d been the epitome of what a professional Doctor of
Science should be. He had loosened up a bit on days eight through
fourteen. However, it had been on day fifteen, and since then, that
the lecherous cad had started showing his true colors.

Oh, I’m
sorry…I meant, married, lecherous cad.
Yep, that’s right, folks. The good doctor was married to his high
school sweetheart of forty freakin’ years, had four children, and
like five grandchildren or some such family perfection like
that.

The
unfortunate-or fortunate, depending on who you
asked-thing was that the man
was reputedly a genius when it came to human cell regrowth
research, development, and progress. It was his specialty and
Science Life Labs were lucky to have him.

What
baffled my mind was that he
had a picture of his wife and family hanging up on the wall in his
office for the entire world to see. It was a beautiful family photo
in which I looked nothing like his wife. She had a kind face, silky
blonde hair, big brown eyes, and…uh, big everything else. Now,
whether natural or store bought, in the photo, it looked good on
her. She was very attractive.

In comparison,
I was of average height,
around five-foot-six with barely-there curves. Oh, they existed,
but they were subtle and certainly didn’t stop any traffic. My
breast were respectable B-cups, but I could go without a bra if I
had to. I was slim everywhere and my hips flared out with just
enough femininity to suggest I’d be able to bear children, no
problem.

I had
auburn hair that hit my
shoulders because in my line of work long hair wasn’t practical. I
was always wearing it up or back anyway. I had green eyes and my
face was pretty plain. I had a nose, cheeks, lips, and all the
other parts that made up a face. Nothing remarkable to see here,
people. Move along.

Now, my sister, Lyrical,
she was a knockout. She had chocolate waves of brown hair, big
brown eyes, and a set of hips and an ass that her husband, Nixon,
drooled over constantly. Whether we were in public or not, that man
chased his wife like she was the only woman on the
planet.

He
had been so eager to have her that
they had gotten married only after dating for a couple of months,
and the ceremony had happened at a barbeque at his parent’s house
where his father-who was a retired judge-was able to still marry
them. My parents, her best friend, Rena, and I had barely had time
to make it to the barbeque to be a part of the ceremony. It was the
most impromptu wedding I’d ever experienced.

Still,
they both said ‘I do’ with the
biggest smiles on their faces and their love for each other had
been felt by everyone there. It had been perfect for
them.

And
while Lyrical was gorgeous, that
husband of hers wasn’t too shabby himself. In fact, all the St.
James men, including their father, were pretty hot. Nixon and
Lincoln were super sexy, but the oldest brother, Jackson, was a
sight to behold. The dude was a pediatrician, but he was built like
he worked out every day and he was covered in tattoos. The man also
had a set of dimples adorning his perfect face.

I could
appreciate how hot the man
was, but if I was being honest, I wouldn’t mind being bent over by
Lincoln St. James. That man just did something for me which, in
turn, did things to my panties.

Why couldn’t
my boss be a single Lincoln
St. James? Now, while Dr. Simonson was handsome, his blatant
disrespect for his family just killed all his attractiveness. At
least, it killed it for me. I wasn’t sure what the other techs and
researchers thought of him, but I knew I didn’t like
him.

It
had started out slowly where he would
casually comment on my appearance and that was just stupid since I
always wore a standard lab coat. There was nothing appealing about
it or even sexual. It was the same style coat worn by all the men
and woman of Science Life Labs. It was asexual and there was
nothing to compliment.

Then he
had gotten mouthier with comments on
my hair or about my eyes, stuff like that. And whenever he’d make a
comment about my auburn hair, I’d say something back about how I
really admire the beautiful shade of blonde his wife had. I did my
best to make sure he knew I wasn’t interested in anything remotely
personal.

Lately,
it was becoming more physical,
though. A touch here, a brushing of his arm there. It was subtle,
but still stupid little actions like that.

The problem
was that I could hardly blame the guy for being a total douche. The scientific community
treated him like a god, and while that’s no excuse, I could
understand getting wrapped up in your own hype.

Now,
stop!

After
his third, fourth, or even fifth act
of inappropriateness, you’d think that’s when you’d go over his
head to his boss and report his unprofessional behavior. You’d get
him removed and all would be well in the land of scientific
research.

But you don’t.

You don’t because, well,
that wasn’t real life, regardless of what my mother tried to
instill in me when I was younger. You can be good and follow the
rules and still find yourself in a tub full of drama.

I didn’t go to
his boss because, even though
I might be damn good at my job, I wasn’t a renown genius who was
worth more to this laboratory than ten of me. I was easy to
replace. Dr. Simonson, not so much.

But
more importantly, knowing that
Lyrical had to drop out of college because my parents had spent
every last nickel that they had putting me through college, there
was no way I was going to just throw it all away because of some
minor odd, albeit uncomfortable, comments.

Not to
mention, I didn’t want to
report him, and then when they asked me if I’ve ever told him what
he was doing made me uncomfortable, my only answer would be no. I
always believed that harassment came after you’ve told someone to
stop doing something that made you feel uncomfortable, yet they
kept doing it. To me, that was the true definition of harassment.
If I’ve never let him know that his behavior made me feel
uncomfortable, well, was that really his fault?

I needed to
take responsibility for my
reactions to his innuendoes just like he needed to take
responsibility for his douchebag actions.

I planned on
sticking up for myself, but I
wanted to do it when his actions couldn’t be explained away with a
lame excuse. And then there was still the fact that Thall Shall Not
Kill was only number six. I mean, if the man needed killing, I
could totally pull it off. After all, I was a scientist.
And I was a scientist specializing with human cells.
Hell, yeah, I could totally poison Dr. Simonson and make it look
like he expired from natural causes. Pfft…no sweat.

However, I
thought I better put murder on
the back burner and try to just firmly, but politely, make my
position clear as a respected colleague and nothing
more.

Well, okay.
Maybe I wasn’t exactly a
colleague since I didn’t possess a doctorate, but I was a respected
co-worker if nothing else.

Ugh.

Why couldn’t
people just behave
accordingly? Why couldn’t they just do the right thing and help
make the planet a better place? It didn’t seem so hard to do. I’ve
been following the rules ever since I could remember.

I had spent my
youth going to school,
studying, and playing sports. I had spent my college years doing my
best to maintain my great G.P.A., so my parents’ money didn’t end
up a big, fat waste. I had even waited until I had been a sophomore
in college to lose my virginity and I had done it with my boyfriend
who I had been dating for almost a year. And while the sex had been
nice, I had made sure to do it responsibly. I had gotten on birth
control, but I had still made him wear a condom because there were
not going to be any accidents in my life.

Even
after I had graduated from
college and had gone on to date other people, I always made the man
wear a condom. I was the good girl. The responsible girl. I wanted
no drama in my life. I wanted simple, and I was perfectly happy
living vicariously through Lyric and her crazy.

And
now, all those years of doing the
right thing, only to have a slimeball become my boss and cause me
potential drama.

And I
sure as hell didn’t understand
his point of view. I mean, men were the ones who generally did the
proposing. So, if you didn’t want to settle down with one woman,
why the hell would you ask her to marry you? I didn’t understand
it.

Maybe
I’ll ask Nixon that question.
Not that I think he’d ever cheat on my sister, but he was a guy. A
newly married guy, at that. So, he should have a reliable opinion
on the topic, right? Maybe I should ask all the St. James brothers.
I mean, Nixon could give me the married man’s point of view and
Jackson and Lincoln could give me the single man’s point of
view.

The only
problem was being that close
to Lincoln. I’ve only been around the man a handful of times, and
he wasn’t mean to me or anything, but it kind of gave me fits to be
so close to him when I wanted to tear his clothes off with my
teeth. Or…

Maybe I should
just murder Dr. Simonson. I
mean, it was way down the list at number six anyway.


Chapter 2


Lincoln~

I loved my job. I really
did.

I loved the
challenge of going up against
other sharp legal minds. I loved the puzzles I had to solve to
reach the outcome that would result in my favor. I loved giving
people hope. And I loved crushing the dirty souls who,
unfortunately, existed in the world of so-called
justice.

Before
retiring, my parents had both
been lawyers with my father ending his career as a judge. I had
gone into criminal law because that was the principle that had
called to me. And while I made good money doing it, I didn’t just
take on any ol’ clients. I did my best not to defend the guilty.
Well, with the exception of my new sister-in-law, Lyrical, and her
nutcase best friend, Rena, a few weeks back, I usually only
represented innocent people.

Lyric and Rena
had ended up in jail, and after bailing them out, I
had lied a smidge and did some minor
blackmail to make sure all charges were dropped against the
girls.

My
brother, Nixon, owed me big
time.

But
while I loved my job, it was times
like these when I wondered if Jackson would let me live on his
couch forever before I ended up losing my shit in court.

While
Nixon was my little brother at
thirty-three, Jackson Junior was our older brother at thirty-seven.
I was thirty-five and the middle child. Luckily, I never developed
middle child syndrome, and for the most part, I was pretty normal.
Still, don’t ask Jackson or Nixon about that.

Nixon had a
finance and architectural
degree, but he was more of a real estate mogul these days. I was
the shortest with Nix and Jackson spanning six-foot-two and me
being six-foot-one. But Nixon and I had gotten Dad’s brown hair and
hazel eyes, whereas Jackson had gotten Dad’s brown hair but Mom’s
blue eyes and her dimples.

And where Nix
was into real estate and I was a criminal attorney,
Jackson was a pediatrician,
though looking at him, you’d never guess.

The man was
brooding and only had a smile for his family,
friends, and patients. He
wasn’t a big social around-the-water-cooler type of guy. However,
what really made him stand out were his tattoos. He looked like he
belonged on a motorcycle or working behind a bar.

But
nope.

Big Brother
was an honest-to-goodness,
real-life doctor of the children, and the reputation that preceded
him boasted of him being the best in the city of Chicago and one of
the best in the entire state.

I had a
wonderful family, and I didn’t
take any of them for granted. Even as nutty as Mom and Dad have
become in their retirement age, I still wouldn’t trade them for
anything in the world.

And now I had
a sister and Lyric was just so
fucking awesome. Honestly, she was way too awesome for Nixon. Where
Nixon was mean-tempered and too serious, Lyric was all over the
place with her sexy little neurotic self, and I absolutely adored
her. My parents and Jackson loved her, too.

She also came with a
sister who I wouldn’t mind burying my cock deep inside, but Nixon
has made it clear that Alice was off limits unless I was ready to
propose marriage. When I had pointed out that Alice might be
opposed to marriage when we hadn’t even dated first, he had said he
didn’t care. There was no way he was letting me and/or Alice send
Lyrical into a dramatic fit. He said he didn’t have time to keep
stopping at the pharmacy for psych meds, even though I had pointed
out that he could just get them delivered.

But
back to the reason I was about to get
disbarred. I just found out my latest client, Virgil Hamper, has
been lying to me all along and I had to find out in the middle of
court as the D.A. had pulled out his powerful ace in the hole and
had started beating me on the head with it.

The
deceit didn’t happen often
because I made sure to tell every client from the gate that if they
lie to me or withhold any kind of prudent information, I will drop
them with a quickness. Even though my parents were awesome, I’ve
never ridden on their coattails to get me where I was today. I’ve
worked hard to earn my reputation as a fair, smart, and ruthless
defense attorney and I would not sacrifice all my hard work for
anyone, much less a liar.

Yeah, my
parents had paid for my
college education and law school, but the rest was all me. And it
wasn’t like Nixon, Jackson, or I had abused our parents like blank
checks. We’d had part-time jobs and had worked when we hadn’t been
pulling round-the-clock classes. We’ve paid our dues, and we
appreciated our parents, so clients making me look stupid was a
real sore spot with me.

And what did
poor Virgil do to deserve my
wrath and scorn, you ask? Virgil owned a couple of furniture stores
and he was being charged with laundering money through both
locations using a moving van company called Marshall
Movers.

Normally, it
wasn’t a case I’d usually take
on personally, but his wife was sisters with one of my first-year
law clerks and Liza had begged me to take on her brother-in-law.
She had sworn that he was innocent and that it was all a horrible
misunderstanding.

I
had taken him on, and luckily for
Liza, I thought she really believed the best in Virgil. The first
thing I had done was demand every scrap of paper for every monetary
transaction he’s ever made in the last five years. I had made it
clear that if he so much as bought a pack of gum with the change he
scrounged up from the seat in his car, I had wanted that goddamn
receipt.

Well, you can probably
guess what happened.

The D.A.
dropped a bomb in the form of
a ledger they were given by a recently fired and disgruntled
Marshall Movers employee. And not just any old, angry, disgruntled
employee…no. Tommy Cross was Marshall’s right-hand man who happened
to know just about everything involving Marshall Movers, including
how Virgil had a gambling problem and had started cooking his books
and using Marshall Movers as a padded expense account.

I was staring
out the bay windows that took up the left side of my
office, looking out at the city of
Chicago, wondering if the Mob was still as prevalent as they made
it out to be in the movies because I was really contemplating
paying someone to take Virgil out.

As I was
seriously considering murder, my phone rang with my brother’s ring tone. So, of course, I
answered. “What’s up?”

“Tomorrow
night is our first monthly
family dinner since I married Lyric,” Nixon replied. “I…well, it’s
always just been us and I wanted to make sure it was okay if she
came along. If not, I ca-”
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