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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. So, 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 one
part-time job, plus a family that 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
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 For Kam
–

For Everything.
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Chapter 1


Ross~

My phone was on
silent, but I knew it was
lighting up like a sonofabitch. While Banks was always calling and
texting me, he knew my senior year at Hales University was going to
be different. He knew that I was going to be under pressure like
never before. Still, from the way he’s been calling me these past
few days, he’s either forgotten or didn’t care.

My bet was on the
latter.

Being
a Carmichael wasn’t an easy thing to
do. The last name came with a mountain of restrictions, conditions,
and demands. From birth, our lives have revolved around a series of
agendas and obligations, and the weight of being a Carmichael
wasn’t going to lessen any time soon.

My father was
Mitchel Carmichael, but everyone knew him as U.S. Senator Mitchel
Carmichael, and he never let
us forget it. My mother was Margaret Carmichael, and she was
exactly what you’d expect her to be as a senator’s wife. She was
the perfect socialite and social crusader for my father’s political
agendas. So, yeah, being a Carmichael wasn’t easy.

However, I’ve
always been up to the
task.

My brother, Banks,
not so much.

Last year,
he’d come out as gay, and my parents had not taken it well. In
fact, for all of my father’s commercial bullshit, he’d been quick
to disown Banks the second that he realized that my brother had been serious about his
sexual orientation. It was one of the bravest things that I’ve ever
seen my younger brother do, but it had also been the
stupidest.

Banks was two
years younger than I was at only nineteen, and while I’d
been proud of him for standing
up for himself and sticking to his convictions, he could have
waited two more years before coming out. If he could have just
waited until I had graduated from college, he wouldn’t be in the
mess that he was in now.

While I had
my own money, I still answered
to my parents. My life’s plan was to go into politics, but I didn’t
want to become one of many. I wanted to run the country, and
everyone knew that a run-of-the-mill senator didn’t do that. You
needed to be the Speaker of the House. You needed to be the
Secretary of State. You needed to be the Federal Reserve Chairman.
My father was just a senator, and my plan was to exceed even all
that he’s accomplished.

To
guarantee that, I needed my
membership in The Order of the Cronus to go off without a hitch.
While I didn’t relish being beholden to anyone, even I knew that I
needed help to get where I was heading. The Order could help me do
that, and I was counting on it.

However, my
brother was jeopardizing that with all his fucking
drama. If he had just waited
until after I had graduated, my membership would have been
cemented, and my parents wouldn’t matter at that point. I would
have been able to help Banks without the threat of my father coming
down on my head. My money would be all mine-free and clear-and he
would have had no say in how I chose to help my brother.

Banks hadn’t waited,
though.

He’d been in
his feelings, had blurted out his secret, and has been getting into
various kinds of trouble ever since our parents disowned
him.

Privately,
Banks had been disowned in the
coldest act that I’ve ever seen.

Publicly,
Banks had mental health issues that my parents were
exploiting for the sympathy
votes.

Still, I loved
my brother, and though I wasn’t responsible for what he got
himself into, I couldn’t be just
another person who’s abandoned him. Sure, he was drama. Sure, it
was of his own making. Sure, he was ungrateful.

However, he was
still my little brother.

With the
ceremony finally over, I went to congratulate Stone.
“Congratulations,
man.”

He
grinned. “Thanks.”

“I
hate to eat and run, but I got
my brother blowing up my phone,” I told him honestly. It wasn’t
like he didn’t know about Banks. Well, he didn’t know that he’d
been disowned for being gay, but he knew I had major shit with him.
They all knew. Well, all, except August Remington. Stone, Saxton,
and Fox were a different breed, and I trusted them. If I were going
to go into The Order as a member, there were no better men to join
it with me than Stone, Saxton, and Fox.

“I
understand,” he replied. “It’s
not like this is a festive occasion anyway.”

I grinned. “Oh,
c’mon, Lexington,” I chuckled. “You got the girl, didn’t you?”

His eyes
darted over to where his bride was laughing with her wedding party,
and the look in them said it
all. When he looked back at me, he said, “That, I did.”

I knew it
wasn’t that he was upset about marrying Rylee. In fact, he’d
practically forced the poor
girl to marry him, so that wasn’t the cause behind his grated
remark. They’d gone through some shit to get to this point, and
Stone was marrying her in a hurriedly fashion, so that nothing
could ever come between them again. While Rylee didn’t seem upset
to be getting married at midnight in casual wear, Stone was very
aware that she wasn’t getting the grand wedding that most girls
dreamed about.

“Well, I gotta go,” I
repeated. “I’ll meet up with you guys tomorrow, yeah?”

Stone nodded. “I’ll
let the others know that you had to leave.”

“Thanks.” I
turned to leave but stopped. “Hey, Stone?”

“Yeah?”

“You know that
we’re not going to let
anything happen to her, right?”

His back
straightened as he gave me a tight nod. “I do.”

“As long as you
know,” I finished before heading out of the church.

The
second that my feet hit the
sidewalk, I pulled my phone out, and there were seven missed calls
from Banks, and six text notifications. I cursed under my breath as
I made my way to my white Koenigsegg Regera.

I called Banks
back, and he answered on the first ring. “It’s about fucking time.”

A lot of
people said that I had the patience of a saint, and for the most part, I did. I wasn’t
big on flying off the handle. I preferred having shit work out in
my favor, and patience played a big part in making that happen. I
knew my road to becoming a powerful political player was going to
take some time, and I was prepared for that.

However,
dealing with my brother had a way of testing that patience I was so
proud of. “Are you serious?” I snapped. “It’s past one in the
morning, Banks. Why would you
think that I’d be awake to answer your phone call
any-damn-way?”

“Well,
you’re answering it, aren’t you?” he
tossed back, and I had to close my eyes and take a deep
breath.

“What do you
want, Banks?” I finally asked. “What is so goddamn important that you’re calling me at this time
of the night?”

“I need some
money,” he answered
shamelessly.

It was always
money.

“Then get a fucking
job,” I replied. “How many times are we going to go over this?”

“I do have a
job, asshole,” he sniffed. “It
doesn’t pay me enough.”

Banks was
supposedly working as a
nightclub host, and from what he’s told me about it, the pay should
be enough to pay his bills. Especially, considering that he shared
an apartment with a roommate. So, if he needed money, it was
because he was partying and spending his paychecks on dick and
drugs.

“You said it
did,” I reminded him. “The
last time we spoke, you told me that you’d found a great job that
paid you plenty. So, what’s changed?”

Banks was
silent for a bit, more than
likely hating that I remembered that part of our conversation and
regretting that he’d ever told me that detail. Finally, he said, “I
went over my budget this month.”

“Your budget, Banks?
Really?” I deadpanned.

“I just need a
couple of thousand,” he said, ignoring my sarcasm. “It’s not like
you don’t have it,
Ross.”

The way
he said a couple of thousand burned
my gut. He said it as if it was an insignificant amount of money,
and it wasn’t. Sure, my family had billions, what with my mother’s
inheritance, but that didn’t mean I didn’t know the value of a
dollar. I had more money than any twenty-one-year-old student
should have, but that didn’t mean I was a dick about it.

I debated not
giving it to him, but I didn’t need him distracting me from all the
shit that was going on right now. “I’ll send it over,” I
told him. “But after that, I
need you to handle your own shit, Banks. You know I got a lot of
stuff going on right now.”

“Yeah, yeah,
yeah,” he replied flippantly. “The Order and everything.” I could
hear the resentment loud and clear. “Mom and Dad must be
so proud.”

I hung
up on the entitled
asshole.

I
didn’t need this shit.


Chapter 2


Sutton~

While wildly exciting,
I still found it hard to believe that I was already into my senior
year at Hales University. College life has been everything that I
thought it would be, and I was
hoping my senior year was going to be more of the same.

Even though I
was only twenty-one, I knew this was my last year to be young. I
knew this was my last year to be carefree and still engage in some
poor choices before guilt and responsibility took over. While I knew that a lot of people felt
it was okay to still flounder in your early twenties, I didn’t want
that for myself. I didn’t come to college to still not have a plan
for my life.

Being raised
by my grandparents, a lot of old-fashion values had been instilled in me at a very young age,
and responsibility had been one of them. My grandfather, Thomas
Hadley, had been a pediatric doctor, and my grandmother, Natalie
Hadley, had been a physical therapist before they had retired last
year. With important and respectable jobs, they had been a shining
example of success, responsibility, and security. Even before
they’d been saddled with raising me, they had already started a
college fund for me. As their only grandchild to their only
daughter, they’d been eager to prepare for me
financially.

While my story was a
depressing one, I’d been too young to feel the loss of my parents.
The story goes that my mother had married a wonderful man, and
they’d had the perfect marriage, by all accounts. However,
unbeknownst to my grandparents and…well, everyone, my father had
been an abuser. He had been fond of beating my mother, and before
she’d had the chance to push back her shame and ask for help, my
father had killed her, though accidentally.

According to my
grandparents and the news articles, they’d been fighting, and my
father had struck her, causing her to crash against the kitchen
counter. Her head had hit the edge of the counter exactly where it
had needed to in order to end her life. It hadn’t been until the
autopsy and review of the body that it’d been discovered that my
father had beaten her regularly.

While
you could still see the
heartache of losing their only child in my grandparents’ eyes,
they’d done a wonderful job raising me. I hadn’t even been a year
old when my father had killed my mother, so I hadn’t known anything
different, and my grandparents had done their best to raise me
without tainting me as a victim. It was something I’ve always been
grateful to them for. They hadn’t coddled me, spoiled me, or turned
me into an entitled, arrogant little shit because I’d lost both my
parents. No. They’d raised me to rise above life’s tragedies
because life was full of them.

As for my father, he’d
gotten sentenced to fifty years in prison because of the coroner’s
testimony of the prolonged physical abuse, but that was neither
here nor there for me. I’ve never visited the man, and I had no
intentions on ever visiting him. Being so young when it all
happened, I had no bond with him, and even if I had developed a
bond with him, the sonofabitch killed my mother. I had no mixed
emotions about any of that.

So, when it
was all said and done, I wanted to make my grandparents proud.
They’d lost their only child,
and they had rearranged their entire lives to raise me from
infancy, so it was the least I could do. I wanted all their hard
work to matter. I wanted to show them that, whether out of love or
obligation, I appreciated everything they’ve ever done for
me.

Plus, I’d
already sowed some of my wild
oats. Granted, they hadn’t been as wild as a lot of people, but I’d
done the whole freshman party thing. I’d done the meeting new guys
and dating. I’d done the slutty Halloween nights and sex in the
back of a car. Though I had stayed away from drugs or anything
felonious, I’d had my share of good times. Still, I was going to
take this year to really enjoy the freedom I had of not being a
full-blown adult yet.

Walking into
my apartment, I saw Delta in
the kitchen, and she looked to be making some lunch. “Hey,” I
greeted.

She smiled up
at me. “Hey,” she greeted back. “Are you hungry? I’m making a quick snack before I have
to get to my Communications class.”

Delta Landry
planned on becoming a
journalist, and I had no doubt that she’d do just that. At
twenty-one, she was stunning with her blonde hair, blue eyes, and
trusting face. She was petite and carried herself with the
confidence that only came with intelligence. Delta could never be
mistaken for a dumb blonde bimbo. The girl was also the closest
friend that I had.

We’d met
during our sophomore year at Hales when she’d sat next to me in Computer Science. My
future plans were to become an educational developer, but I wasn’t
exactly sure how to go about that just yet. If nothing else, I’d
have the credentials to become a teacher. However, I wanted to do
more than teach children. I wanted to guide them in their
educations and that included making changes in curriculum and
creating new and challenging ways to engage young minds.

“No, I’m
good,” I answered her as I set
my school bag and purse on the couch. “I stopped by Shane’s with
Earl and grabbed a chicken salad.” Shane’s was a popular deli right
near campus, and I was a very loyal customer. It wasn’t that I
didn’t know how to cook, but who had the damn time.

Delta grinned. “And
how is the sexy Earl?” she teased.

“Still gay,” I
replied as I made my way to the refrigerator for a bottled water.
“Still gorgeous, but still very gay.”

“All the good ones
are,” she sighed dramatically.

I turned to
face her. “Malcolm is
gay?”

She grinned.
“He’s definitely not gay,” she replied. “However, I’m not sure if he’s one of the good ones
yet.”

That surprised
me. Delta started dating Malcolm over the summer when neither one of them had gone back
home for those couple of months. According to her, they had run
into each other coming out of the same movie, and she had ended up
going to his place that very night.

Now, while
most people would judge that, I didn’t. Malcolm House was hot as hell, and his voice was
perfect for dirty talk. He was six-foot-two of solid muscle, and he
always wore his hair braided in cornrows that reached just below
the back of his neck. He had dark mocha skin, light brown eyes,
full lips, and I’ve seen him in basketball shorts. The man
was not
lacking anywhere. So, two months
later, I was surprised that Delta wasn’t all over that.

“I thought he
was the perfect sex god,” I teased.

“Oh, he is,” she
smirked.

“Then what’s the
problem?”

Delta shrugged
a dainty shoulder. “I’m pretty sure that I’m not
the only one,” she answered,
and my heart lurched a bit. “However, since we never labeled what
we’ve been doing, I can hardly object.”

I set my water
down on the counter as I took a seat in front of her. Our apartment
was small, so we didn’t have room for a kitchen table. The apartment came with a breakfast
bar, and that’s where we ate most of our meals. While the place
wasn’t crowded, it wasn’t exactly spacious. With two bedrooms, one
bathroom, a living room, and a kitchen, the only perk we had was
the balcony that came with the apartments. However, with us living
on the seventh floor, I wasn’t fond of hanging out on the balcony.
I had no desire to be a freak accident news article.

“But what
makes you think he’s seeing other girls?” I asked. Admittedly,
I didn’t know Malcolm well,
but every time that I’ve spoken to him, he’s seemed like a good
enough guy. He had no problem being affectionate with Delta
whenever he was over, either.

“Sometime when
I suggest we get together, he’ll pass but with no explanation.”

“Well…could it
be that…well, like you, he doesn’t want to be too
presumptuous?”

“Maybe,” she
conceded after a couple of
seconds. “However, I’m being very superficial right now. I’m not
willing to risk the sex to ask a couple of uncomfortable questions.
As long as we’re still using condoms, I’m okay.”

“Sex that
good, huh?” I teased because
she’s already said as much.

“Let’s just say that
he’s going to be a hard act to foll-”

“What?” I asked as
she stopped mid-sentence.

Her eyes
shined. “Maybe I can get my
answer without having to ask the question,” she said.

“How so?”

“Maybe
it’s time for me to go on a date with
someone else,” she suggested.

I winced. “I don’t
know, Delta,” I muttered. “That’s playing games. It’s better to be
honest.”

“I’d
rather play games than be made
a fool of,” she replied before taking a bite of her
sandwich.

I
didn’t agree, but I couldn’t
really fault her. It was hard being vulnerable. No one wanted to
look or feel stupid by putting themselves out there. It was hard
when you really liked someone, but they were on a different level
than you were.

I ought
to know.

I’ve felt plenty of
stupid before.


Chapter 3


Ross~

It was only Tuesday,
but it’s felt like a hell of a week. Between no sleep all weekend
long, the wedding, Banks and
his bullshit, my heavy classes on Monday, and the fucking text
staring back at me, it’s been a long few days.

 


AG:
Meeting tonight @
9

 


This wasn’t
how all this was supposed to happen. We were supposed to have been
initiated, then sent on our way. We weren’t supposed to be meeting so much or dealing with The
Order beyond the initiation. While The Order owned us, it was never
supposed to be to this extent.

The Order of
the Cronus was an organization that had come about eons ago. Picture every secret society
that you’ve ever seen in a movie or have read about in a book, and
that’s basically what The Order was. It was an organization made up
of some of the most powerful men in the country. Their power and
influence impacted a lot of what made up the nation and its
relations with other countries. We’re talking financiers,
politicians, media moguls, etc. The organization only initiated the
best of the best, and mistakes and poor choices were not
tolerated.

I’d been
fifteen when my father had pulled me aside and had explained the organization to me. A lot of
the memberships into The Order of the Cronus were hereditary, and
being the firstborn son, it had been a given that I’d be initiated
into the organization when the time came.

The
organization also didn’t
operate the way other clubs or societies did. Upon initiation, you
were obligated to grant one favor to your fellow initiates, and
that was non-negotiable. However, the favor came with an expiration
date, and that was when you reached the age of thirty. At that
time, you were freed from your obligation to the organization.
However, you were still ‘in’ the organization, no matter what the
contracts stated. You were never really free from what helped you
accomplish your goals.

The
organization was strong and
has stood the test of time because its sole purpose was to maintain
its power, and the only way it could do that was to make sure all
its members were powerful. They helped you get to where you needed
to be in order to benefit the betterment of The Order and favors
like that were never forgotten.

The initiating
classes were also random, depending on who they were recruiting. We were chosen young, but we
weren’t initiated until our senior year of college. Upon graduating
from college scandal-fee, we’d become official members of The
Order. However, in all the research that I’ve done, I’ve never
heard of someone not meeting the requirements to becoming a
full-fledged member. However, that could have a lot to do with the
stipulations that came with our senior year initiation.

Each initiate
had to pick a supporter. Supporters were supposed to make sure that none of the
initiates went off the rails during their last year of school. Our
supporters were supposed to make sure we didn’t get arrested, get
trapped by an unplanned pregnancy, fail any of our classes, get
hooked on drugs, etc. Basically, they were glorified
babysitters.

In exchange
for babysitting us, upon their graduation from college, The Order
helped them with the career of their dreams. Say one of
the supporters wanted to go into
advertising, well, The Order would get them a job at one of the top
marketing companies in the country. The lure of a dream job was
usually incentive enough for the support to take their job
seriously.

However, we
couldn’t pick our supporters
until we were freshman in college. No choosing one before that. I
wasn’t sure the reason behind that rule, but there was a lot of
shit I didn’t understand about The Order. While I knew everything
that I needed to know, I didn’t understand a lot of it. Probably
because a lot of it seemed archaic.

For instance,
the members could only be
male, and the supporters could only be female. The founding members
of this little cult believed in the saying that behind every
successful man was a good woman, and while I didn’t disagree with
that, it still felt a bit sexist. Maybe it was because I had a gay
brother and viewed relationships differently because of it, but it
still felt a bit chauvinistic to me.
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