
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Disgrace

        

        
        
          Heat of Night Series, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Lexy Timms

        

        
          Published by Dark Shadow Publishing, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DISGRACE

    

    
      First edition. March 27, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Lexy Timms.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215682937

    

    
    
      Written by Lexy Timms.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


[image: Shape

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

Copyright 2023 By LEXY TIMMS 

[image: Text

Description automatically generated]

[image: image]

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to an actual person, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used without permission. The publication/use of these trademarks is not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners.

All rights reserved.

Disgrace

The Heat of Night Series #3

Copyright 2023 by Lexy Timms

Cover by: Book Cover by Design



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​​​The Dead of Night Series


[image: ]




[image: Graphical user interface

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

Abduction

Bribery

Corruption



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​The Heat of Night Series


[image: ]




[image: A picture containing text

Description automatically generated]

Depravity

Scandal

Disgrace



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Find Lexy Timms:


[image: ]




[image: Lexy Timms Logo black aqua]

LEXY TIMMS NEWSLETTER:

https://www.lexytimms.com/newsletter

Lexy Timms Facebook Page:

https://www.facebook.com/SavingForever

Lexy Timms Website:

http://www.lexytimms.com

[image: The Boss Box Set BOOKBUB Small1]

Want to read more...

For FREE?

Sign up for Lexy Timms’ newsletter

And she’ll send you updates on new releases, ARC copies of books and a whole lotta fun!

Sign up for news and updates!

https://www.lexytimms.com/newsletter



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​​​Disgrace Blurb


[image: ]




[image: A picture containing text

Description automatically generated]

NO ONE CAN DISGRACE us but ourselves...

There is a mole in our organization, and until we find out who it is, all of us are in danger. We have our suspicions, but I don’t want to believe that anyone close to us—let alone our own family—would betray us.

With Layla laid up in the hospital, I launch on a dangerous mission to oust the mole once and for all, no matter what it takes. Drawn into a dark web of lies, manipulation, and backstabbing family, I don’t know who to trust—or if I’m going to make it out alive...

There’s a fire between us...

[image: Graphical user interface, website

Description automatically generated]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One

[image: ]




Tommy

––––––––
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I STARED AT LAYLA AS she sank back on to the covers, her eyes falling shut once more. She looked almost peaceful as she relaxed into sleep again, but she had just dropped about the biggest bombshell I could ever have imagined. 

“Leandro?” Josh muttered beside me as he tried to take in what she had just said to us. “Did she say—did she say Leandro was the mole?”

I nodded slowly. I was still trying to wrap my head around it myself. None of this made sense, there had to be some kind of mistake. How could she have heard enough to know who was guilty? 

I reached out for her hand, touching her palm gently, trying to bring her back to me—but she was gone, utterly and completely. I didn’t know what to do, how to react to what she had just told us. My head was spinning at a hundred miles an hour as I tried to make sense of the bomb she had just dropped on us.

“She probably doesn’t even know what she’s saying,” Josh remarked, shaking his head as he got to his feet and began to pace back and forth. “I mean, it doesn’t even make sense, does it?”

I was still trying to scramble to figure out if there was any truth to what she had just told me. I had no idea what to make of it. Was she telling the truth? Could she even think straight enough to give us a solid answer on that, one way or another? I didn’t have a damn clue, but I wanted to get to the bottom of it. I wanted to find some way to uncover if there was anything to her statements, or if she was too delirious to give us something to work with.

“I don’t know,” I muttered as I began to put the pieces together in my head. Leandro would certainly have believed he didn’t have anything to worry about from our family—he was part of it, after all. I knew he and Josh had been close when we’d been growing up, but he’d drifted away from the family as he tried to set up his own business and get that hustle off the ground. My father had helped finance it, of course, but what if Leandro had taken advantage of his inside knowledge and used it to get a little more cash in his pocket?

Would he have been stupid enough to do something like that? I had to hope not, but it wasn’t as though I could tell for sure one way or another. People would do crazy things for money, dangerous shit they would never have dreamed of had it not been for the lure of cash in their pocket they would have had no way to get their hands on otherwise. 

This family, we had always pushed for loyalty from the people close to us. It was one of the only major tenets my father had demanded from the people close to him, and, as far as I was aware, he had always managed to get it, too. 

At least, that’s what I’d thought. But maybe since his death, Leandro had seen a chance to secure his own future, to pull in all the cash he needed and wanted to make sure he could survive even if Josh and I failed in our takeover of the family. The thought of it made my blood boil, but it wasn’t impossible. It could have gone down like that.

I wasn’t sure how she had figured out he was the one behind all of this, but I was curious to find out. I would have to ask her more when she woke up, if she even remembered what she had said to us before she passed out. 

I looked over to Josh, and I could see from the frown on his face that he was considering the possibility that this was all true as well. He didn’t want to admit it, especially not to himself, but our uncle had never been the most scrupulous guy in the world. Would he have turned against his own brother? We had to hope it was just a bad guess on her part, but he was one of the only people who made actual sense. 

Josh shook his head slowly as he took it all in. He must have been thinking the same as me—praying, hoping against hope that we had made some kind of mistake and there had to be some other explanation for this.

“It could be him,” I murmured, testing the waters. I  had a feeling he would freak out on me if I said anything more than that, but I needed him to understand I wasn’t trying to push some conclusion I didn’t think was important. The only way we were going to bring all of this to a close was if we found a way to uncover the mole in our organization, and there wasn’t a hope we could do that if we just decided to ignore the people closest to us.

“I know,” Josh replied. His voice was brimming with fury, regret, and betrayal, like he was about to blow up at any second.

“So,” he continued, keeping his voice low, “what do we do about it?”

I fell silent. That was the question, wasn’t it? The part we had to find some way to get to the bottom of. I wasn’t exactly certain how we were going to work out what our uncle had to do with any of this—if he was actually responsible at all. If we pointed the finger at him, and it turned out we were wrong, what the hell were we going to do about it? He would never forgive us...

But if we let him keep roaming free, then we were going to be well and truly fucked. He could be passing on all of our secrets to anyone who’d pay enough, and the thought of what he might already know was enough to make my skin crawl. Was he aware of where we were now? That Layla was injured? The hospital we were in? He might have already passed it on to someone in exchange for a hefty payout. 

“We have to find out,” I told him. “We have to find out if he’s the one selling our information. We can’t wait until Layla wakes up again to find out more; we have to get moving with what we have now...it’s too risky to hold back.”

He nodded. His mouth was set in a hard line. I could already see him turning all of this over in his mind as he tried to make sense of it, and I was sure I was going to have to intervene to keep something happening to him. It was clear he wasn’t exactly thinking straight with all of this, probably so consumed by anger he couldn’t see clearly. 

“Dad would be devastated,” he muttered. “The two of them were so close...”

He trailed off, shaking his head, as though none of it made sense to him. It didn’t make sense to me, either. My father and his brother had been tight all their lives, tighter than Josh and I had been up until the last few months. I could hardly wrap my head around the idea of Leandro actually doing something to hurt him, but what did I know? It was clear there was so much more going on here than I understood, and the only way we were going to be able to get to the bottom of it was if we dived in and started work right now. 

“I’ll go back,” Josh told me. “I can deal with this. We don’t want any more information getting out while we’re here. If someone finds out what hospital she’s in—”

“Did you tell him?” I asked Josh, frowning. “I didn’t say anything to him about it.”

“Neither did I, but the bill will be going back to the family account, and someone will have seen it,” he replied. “If he’s really been the one leaking information, then he likely knows where to look to find it.”

Cold fear washed through me, and I looked over at the woman beside me once more. She had already been through so much, and I had been certain we’d been able to get her out—but now we were facing the reality that we might just be scratching the surface when it came to putting all this to bed. If something else happened to her, if the two of us were separated again, I wasn’t sure I would be able to take it. I knew how it felt to be away from her, and I had sworn to myself I would never go through it again, not as long as I lived. 

I rose to my feet. If this was about keeping her safe, I was going to be the one to do it. I was the head of this family, I was the one Dad had given the reins of power to, and I was going to do anything that it took to make sure I got to the bottom of this.

“I’m going after him,” I told Josh, and he shook his head.

“You have Layla to think of,” he replied firmly. “I’m going to go back. I need to—”

“I need to do this, Josh,” I told him before he could go any further. “I appreciate you trying to help, I really do, but I’m supposed to be the one in charge of this family. If I can’t find this mole, how am I going to be able to take on anything else that comes our way?”

He grimaced slightly, but he must have known there wasn’t a chance he would be able to talk me out of this. I needed to be the one to put this to bed, once and for all, to let us leave behind the mess that we had been stuck in for so long. If we could root out the mole, then our problems would be solved. There would be nobody getting in the way of me running the business exactly how I wanted, nobody to feed information about the people I loved to those who wished harm on us.

“You stay here and keep an eye on Layla,” I continued, rolling back my shoulders. “You’re the only one I trust with her.”

He nodded. I needed someone here who I knew would look out for her, no matter what it took—someone I could put my faith in. There weren’t many of those left in the world right now, but Josh was one of them, and I was grateful he was still here even after everything we had been through. Plenty of people would have lost faith in me, but not my brother. He was still here. Still standing by my side, still making sure I knew he trusted me. 

It wouldn’t be long till I would prove he was right to. I would show anyone else who had any doubts about me what they were up against. 

I turned back to Layla and dropped to my knees beside her, taking her hand in mine. I planted a kiss on her palm, silently making a promise to her—a promise that I would get to the bottom of this, no matter what it took, no matter how hard I had to work. 

If she was going to be able to trust me, I would have to get to the bottom of this. I would find the people who had put her in danger, and I would make them pay for what they had done to her. 

And make sure they never got a chance to do it again.
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Chapter Two
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Layla

––––––––

[image: ]


I KNEW I WAS STILL in the hospital room. I knew I was there with him, with them—I could hear their voices, distantly, as though they were coming from a million miles away, but I could still make them out. Whatever was happening, I had to be able to handle it...

I tried to lift my head, but my body still ached too much to allow me to move more than I already had. I groaned and fell back into sleep once more, my mind running at a million miles an hour as I tried to make sense of all of this. 

I was thrown back into a memory, my mind stirring up some event from years past. Suddenly, I was fifteen again, backpack over one shoulder, walking home from school. It was late in the year, late enough that it was already starting to get dark, and I was walking as quickly as I could to get out of there before the time came for darkness to fall completely. 

My mom always told me not to dawdle after school, but I had been studying late, and the time had gotten away from me. It was always loud in our part of Chicago, cars driving and people yelling on the street outside, and I didn’t like trying to keep focused while I was down there. It was easier for me to focus on my work while I was still at school.

I had always wanted to do better than this place. To give myself a chance to get out and build a life for myself, far from the area I had grown up in. Studying seemed to me the best way to do it. I planned to make sure I gave myself and my mother a chance to start over, a chance to get out and make something fresh for ourselves, even though sometimes, it seemed downright impossible. 

But now I was regretting coming home so late. My eyes darted back and forth as I tried to keep watch for anyone around me. The streets were quiet, but that didn’t make me feel any better. I knew how easy it would be for someone to sneak up on me here, to close the distance and back me into an alleyway before I had a chance to fight back. The thought of it made the hair on the back of my neck stand on end. I quickened my pace.

I heard someone calling after me—a man’s voice. I didn’t stop to turn around; I knew better than that. I kept my head down and kept walking, focusing on my feet on the ground below and silently urging myself to keep going. I was getting to the age now where people would look at me and see everything they could take from me, much as I wished I could hide from it. Men saw me in the street alone and assumed I was looking for company, even if I wanted nothing more than for them to leave me the fuck alone. 

I counted my footsteps, but I could hear the blood rushing in my ears. Behind me, someone was hurrying toward me. I tried to pick up the pace, but before I could get away, I felt a hand on the back of my neck and someone shoving me toward a dark alleyway beside us. 

“Let go of me!” I exclaimed, pulling away quickly and turning around to face my attacker. It was a man in his mid-twenties—his face was scarred, one long one running from just under his eye all the way down to his neck. His gaze was cold and calculating, and he took a step toward me, forcing me to pull back against the wall in fear.

“Money,” he told me. “Give me everything you have. Now.”

I wanted to argue, tell him I didn’t have anything worth taking, but I knew he wouldn’t have believed me. My mom had always told me to just go along with it when these kinds of men appeared to try and take something from me; it was so common in this part of the city, it was something she needed to prepare me for. I hated that she’d had to go so far to make sure I stayed safe, but I wasn’t about to render all of her efforts pointless.

I reached into my bag and pulled out the handful of coins I had in the bottom, shoving them toward him. I wanted to make him feel stupid for even trying this with me. What chance did he have of making big money off a teenager walking home from school? He must have been stupid.

“There,” I told him defiantly. “That’s all I have.”

He stared at the money in his hand for a long moment and then turned his attention back to me. I could see the anger written all over his face, but I tried not to let it get to me. I had to hold myself together, to make sure I didn’t allow this fucker to get under my skin. I had already given him everything I had, wasn’t that enough?

“Take off your backpack,” he told me, gesturing for the bag on my shoulder. I shook my head.

“No,” I replied, feeling a sudden rush of certainty. I wasn’t going to let him take this from me; I wasn’t going to let him snatch what little I had here. I had to make sure I kept my schoolwork. If I allowed him to get away with that, everything I had been doing would have been for nothing, and I couldn’t cope with the thought of it. 

I gripped on to the straps tightly, even though I could practically hear my mom in my ear telling me to just hand it over to him. Telling me to just get this over with so I could go back home in one piece and leave all of this behind. But I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to make it easy for him; I didn’t want him to think he could just snatch anything from me. 

“Give it to me,” he snarled, shoving his face closer to mine, close enough that I could smell his stinking breath. I twisted my head away, but there was nowhere to run.

“No,” I snapped back at him. And then, to my horror, I felt a cold pressure in my stomach. I looked down and realized he was holding a gun to my gut. 

Everything froze. I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know how to get away from this. I knew there were plenty of people with guns in this part of the city, but I had never encountered one myself, not in person like this, and it felt like everything was falling away as the panic gripped me entirely. 

“Give it to me,” he repeated, his voice lower. Would he really kill me over this damn backpack? Surely not. I slowly reached for the straps, pulling them away from my shoulders while my heart pounded so hard in my chest I was sure it was about to burst. He must have been able to tell how terrified I was, but he didn’t seem to care. His eyes were wild, as though he had made his mind up about whatever it took to get me to do what he wanted, and that terrified me.

“Faster!” he ordered, and he went to grab the back from my shoulder—but before he could get his hands on it, I grabbed for his gun and pulled it from his hand. I didn’t know what the fuck I was doing, but I knew I couldn’t hold back. I had to go through with this.

He sprang back from me, and I pointed the gun at him. Holy shit. Was I doing this? I couldn’t see, the fog descending over my vision as I tried to hold the gun steady.

“What the fuck are you doing?” he demanded, but his voice was shaking. I suddenly felt powerful, as though I could have taken on the world. I pointed the gun down, intending to just let off a warning shot—but when I pulled the trigger, he crashed to the ground, howling in pain.

“You fucking bitch!” he screamed at me. The gun slipped from my hand, hitting the ground hard. I knew I had to get out of there. I couldn’t stick around, or the cops would turn up, and they would know I had shot this guy. 

Oh, my...shit!. I had shot him. I had really shot him. 

It felt like I was going to puke right there on the sidewalk as I sprinted from the alley, the sound of the gunshot ringing in my ears. I needed to get out of here. I needed to put as much distance between myself and the scene of the crime as humanly possible. 

I ran, my legs carrying me home, the blood rushing in my veins so loudly I couldn’t think of or focus on anything else. I wanted to be gone, I wanted to forget this, I wanted to put it all behind me. 

When I got back to the empty apartment, I leaned up against the door and caught my breath. As the adrenaline began to wear off, I reminded myself—I had done it to save my own life. I hadn’t just shot him for the thrill of it. He had tried to take something from me, something I refused to hand over. That was on him. He had gotten what was coming to him; there was no other way for me to look at it...

I closed my eyes and sank down to the ground, feeling my bag against my shoulders. If I had just let him take whatever he wanted from me, I wouldn’t have been able to forgive myself. I would have been so angry I had let him hurt me like that. I needed to be stronger, to stand up for myself and show the worst people in this town that I was willing to fight to keep myself and my family straight. 

Shooting the gun had been easy, but it had been luck I’d managed to hit him in the leg. I needed to train. I wanted to make sure I could take on anyone who came my way, anyone who meant me ill. I wasn’t going to back down until I could trust that I would be able to handle myself, to trust that I would make sure I could take it when the next guy tried this shit on me. 

I couldn’t talk to my mom about it, I knew that much, but I was going to have to find some way to find it out myself. She would never have given me the chance to learn to shoot because she wanted to believe she could keep me safe if she just managed to convince me I didn’t need this, but I had seen it up-close and personal now.

And there was no way I was going to back off. 

I took my bag back to my room and planted it on my chair. I could hear the rush of police sirens outside, and I wondered if they were there to respond to reports of a shot being fired—if they had arrived to deal with the man I had taken out.

I couldn’t stop my hands from shaking, but I could at least do something to make sure this would never happen again. Next time someone squared off against me, I would be ready to take them on. I would never give them a chance to get close...

My mind drifted, and I found myself back in that hospital room again, low voices around me. I could feel Tommy touching my hand, and I longed for nothing more than to be able to reach out to him and tell him I could feel him, that I needed him there with me right now. 

But my words still felt lost to me, as though they belonged to someone else entirely. I just wanted to be able to speak to him, but I couldn’t open my mouth. All of this was impossible, impossibly frustrating, and I didn’t know how long it would be before I could actually communicate with him again.

I had told him about the mole; it was the best I could do right now. I knew it might not be enough for them to get to the bottom of it, but at least it was something—something they could use to take this a little further and get where they needed to go.

Tommy’s hand slipped from mine, and I felt a pang deep in my chest as he pulled away from me. I wished I could tell him to stay, but there must have been bigger things for him to deal with. I didn’t even know if we were safe right now, or if we were still facing off against the same danger we had been when I had been taken.

I knew it wouldn’t be so easy to leave those people behind, those people who clearly thought they were owed something. They believed they had a right to me, and I didn’t know what it would take for them to give it up. They would do anything to get me back, to force me to play the same role they had wanted from me before.

A coldness ran down my spine as I thought of it. A sex slave, sold off to pay debts I had never even incurred. It was so sick I could hardly believe anyone would really consider it.

But I was smarter than that. Smarter than the naïve belief that the world was a good place. There were people out there who meant me harm, who would have done whatever they could to make it happen.

And I had to be strong enough to fight them.
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Chapter Three
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Tommy

––––––––
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I LEANED UP AGAINST the wall next to the fish market, casting my gaze back and forth as I tried to see someone I recognized. 

It had been a couple of hours since I had left the hospital, and I knew I had to make the most of my time out here. Every second I spent away from her was a second I couldn’t be there to aid with her recovery, and I refused to waste a moment of it. I had to make it count. I had to justify how much distance I was putting between us right now, and I had to do it fast.

I had left her with Josh, and I knew he would call me if there was anything she needed, but I still felt guilty as hell for being out here without her. I wished I could be by her side, but she would have understood. We wouldn’t be able to relax until we got to the bottom of this, until we found out exactly who the mole was and what they were planning for us. Chicago wasn’t safe until I made it that way, and it had to start here. 

I had returned to a fish market, since Josh and I had gotten lucky at one before, finding someone who could give us the information we needed. I wasn’t sure exactly who I was searching for, but there had to be someone who knew something. This was the kind of place where everyone congregated, the dark and the light side of this city, and there would be at least one person who could give me what I was looking for here. Give me something to work with. 

The air was filled with the smell of fish and smoke, a sickening scent that stuck in the back of my throat. I ignored it. I knew I stood out like a sore thumb as it was and had already noticed a few people looking in my direction. I didn’t know if our names and faces had been circulated, and I didn’t much feel like finding out, either. If I could just find someone who knew something...

Someone caught my attention. He had a shaved head, much like many of the Yakuza men I had dealt with since this whole mess had started, and was wearing a suit that seemed out of place in the casualness of this setting. I watched him as he strode through the market. A few people stepped back to get out of his way. Whoever he was, he was important.

I had to take a chance. I slipped in behind him, tracing his path until he was outside, and then I shoved him into an alleyway next to the market. I managed to take him by surprise and clamped a hand over his mouth before he could get a word out.

I pulled the gun I had hidden beneath my shirt into one hand and shoved it against his stomach. I could tell from the look in his eyes that he felt it. He tore his face away from my hand, letting out an irritated growl.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” 

“Tell me where the Yakuza hideout is,” I snapped back at him. “And I’ll let you live.”

His eyes darted to the other side of the alleyway, clearly trying to calculate what kind of chance he stood of getting out of there in one piece if he ran now.

“Don’t even fucking think about it,” I warned him, shoving the gun deeper into his stomach. “I will finish you right here and now if you try to move. You understand me?”

He grimaced. He knew I was right. This wasn’t going to be easy for him, but I needed him to give me everything that he knew, everything he had on these people.

“I don’t know who you’re talking about,” he replied, his voice cooling as he looked me in the eyes.

“I know your type, don’t try and fuck with me,” I warned him, pushing my arm into his throat and pinning him against the wall. “Tell me what you know. Where do they stay when they’re in this city? There has to be some place...”

I narrowed my eyes at him, waiting for a response. He tried to shove me away, but I didn’t move, not a muscle. If he thought he was going to get rid of me that easily, he had another think coming.

Suddenly, he jerked away from me, pulling himself down and out of my grasp and spinning around to try and grab the gun. I managed to yank it back just in time and slammed a fist into his jaw. He went sprawling to the ground but gathered himself quickly, rushing at me and slamming me against the opposite wall. 

The air was knocked from my lungs, and the gun slipped from my hand. My head was throbbing as I scrabbled for it. If he got his hands on it, I was dead meat, no doubt about it. He lunged for the gun, but I managed to trip him just before he got his hands on it, and he slammed into the ground with a loud thump. I grabbed the gun again and pressed it to his temple.

“You’re not going anywhere,” I told him. “Not until you tell me where the Yakuza are hiding out.”

He eyed me, and I could tell he was weighing up his options here, trying to work out what the best choice was. He could have tried to get away from me, but I wouldn’t have hesitated to shoot him dead on the spot. The best he could hope for was that, by co-operating with me, he’d escape with his life, and I wouldn’t come after him again. 
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