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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!
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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, I’m not very active on social media. However, for the sites I do participate in, here are my social media coordinates:
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Other Books 

Dedication

For my readers-

We’ve come such a long way together, let’s keep it up!
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Prologue
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I hated doing interviews.

Not for nothing, I was a busy man; I didn’t have time for this shit. The whole point of an HR Department was so that I didn’t have to waste my time with this crap, regardless of whether or not it was in my best interest to sit in this time around.

Last month, my personal/professional assistant had announced that she was quitting to be a stay-at-home-mom, and while I’d been happy for Lucy, it’d felt like she was dumping me like a high school senior dumped his girlfriend for all that college pussy that he was going to be swimming in next. Lucy had been with me for ten fucking years, taking the job when my father had finally decided to give me some real responsibility in the company. Twelve years later, I was already the CEO of Moore Industries, and my secret weapon was leaving me to go be happy.

It was bullshit.

So, for the past three weeks, we’d been conducting interviews for her replacement, and I’d hated every single moment of it. Not only was I too busy for this shit, but I trusted Lucy enough to have faith in whoever she thought was capable of following in her footsteps.

Still.

Here I was.

Here I was, not liking the seventh applicant, and at this point, I’d be better off hiring a robot. I didn’t do feelings, and I’d been lucky that Lucy had understood that enough to never take anything personally. If I walked in the office without telling her good morning, she didn’t curl up into a weeping ball, wondering what she’d done to upset me. She knew that I worked crazy hours, and she also understood the pressures of running a multi-billion-dollar conglomerate. I remembered her birthday, her work anniversary, and made sure to get her a Christmas gift every year; but that was the extent of it.

“Just one more for today.” I glanced across the conference room table, shooting Lucy a knowing look. “I promise.”

“If this applicant mentions anything about their ‘online presence’, then you’re doing the rest by yourself,” I told her. “I need someone that is dedicated to earning their paycheck more than they’re concerned about how many likes their latest post got.”

Lucy’s lips twitched. “You’re such an old man.”

I was thirty-two.

When the conference door opened, our receptionist escorting our latest applicant into the room, I almost swallowed my tongue at the stunning beauty that walked in, and that was saying something. I was one of the youngest billionaires in the world, so I was surrounded by beautiful women all the time. In a tale as old as time, women and money were always seen together; it just was.

I stood, saying nothing as Lucy greeted the woman. “Hello, I’m Lucy Averal. You must be Merritt Dale.”

“It’s good to meet you,” Merritt replied, and her voice had my dick twitching inappropriately.

Lucy gestured my way. “This is Cutter Moore,” she said, introducing us. “He’s Moore Industries’ CEO, and the man that you’ll be working for.”

Merritt looked my way, and her smile could end wars. “It’s nice to meet you.”

I didn’t make any effort to shake her hand, and I wanted them to hurry and sit down, so that I could do the same, hiding my growing dick. Admittedly, I had a past full of immoral escapades, but having a hard dick during an interview hadn’t never been on that list, and I wasn’t too crazy about it being on that list now. The size of my dick was the last thing that Lucy needed to know.

As soon as the ladies took their seats, I sat down, then waited patiently as Lucy gave Merritt the same rundown that she’d given all the other applicants before her. Lucy was very transparent about the job expectations, and she wasn’t sugarcoating anything. I needed someone that knew what they were getting into, and Lucy knew that.

When Lucy was done with the overview of the job, Merritt looked over at me, then asked, “So, basically, I’ll be keeping the same office hours that you do, and still be at your beck and call the rest of the time?”

With no sense in lying, I nodded. “Exactly.”

She nervously tucked a wild strand of hair behind her ear, and that’s when I saw it.

Merritt Dale was fucking married.
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Chapter 1
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Cutter – (Two Years Later)~

If I had one more senior vice president tell me that ‘they didn’t know’, I was going to take a fucking match to the entire building and just be done with it because nothing irritated me more than the words ‘I don’t know’. At this level in the corporate game, and with as much as we paid these sonsofbitches, that was an unacceptable answer to whatever questioned I asked. Luckily, it didn’t happen often, but when it did, no one was safe from my wrath, and I never felt bad about that. People should see what happened when they didn’t do their jobs at the level that was expected of them.

At the ripe old age of thirty-four, I was the CEO of Moore Industries, and though my father, Phineas Moore II, was only seventy-two and still very capable of running the company, he’d chosen to slow down considerably, being a better grandfather to my older brother’s kids than he’d been a father to any of us. Granted, after moving in with my older brother all those years ago, Phineas had gotten a lot better at being a father, and we were forgiving enough to give him credit for that.

My father had been a workaholic all my life, but that’d been because he’d been trying to forget the grief of losing his first wife, Rita. Of course, that wasn’t anything that we’d known until later in life, and because my mother had only been in it for the money, she hadn’t really cared that my father hadn’t been in love with her. Yeah, to say that our family was fucked-up was an understatement.

When my father had lost Rita, he’d found my mother a few months later, marrying her not even a year after the death of his first wife. He’d married my mother only because a man of his position was supposed to have a wife, and I wasn’t sure when they had stopped fucking around on each other, but their marriage had never been anything more than a business arrangement.

At any rate, seven years later, my mother had accidentally gotten pregnant, and she’d gotten pregnant with twins, me and my twin brother, Cotter. My older brother, Phin, had been sent off to boarding school while we’d been raised by the help, and though there was a significant age gap between us and Phin, we’d still been close. After slipping free from our father’s grasp soon after graduating high school, Phin had come home a lot to spend time with us, and when we’d been fourteen, he’d gotten custody of me and Cotter. Phin and Sheridan had done their best to undo some of the damage that had already been inflicted on us by Phineas and our mother, Candy, and I like to think that they’d had, to some extent anyway.

Luckily for our father, Cotter and I hadn’t had any objections to going to college, then taking over Moore Industries when the time had come. With our intelligence levels being what they were, we’d started our internships at Moore Industries during our junior years in college, and by the time that we’d graduated with our degrees, walking into Moore Industries to take over had been a piece of cake. Granted, Phineas hadn’t been ready to step down at that time, but as Sheridan had begun to give him more grandchildren, Cotter and I had gotten more responsibility.

Now, all these years later, I was the official CEO of Moore Industries, Cotter was the official CFO, and Phin and Sheridan had four kids total. Phin had retired from snowboarding at thirty-five, and between all the money that he’d made during his career as one of the best Olympic snowboarders ever, his endorsement deals, and what he made from his shares of Moore Industries, Phin was a great stay-at-home-dad while Sheridan still taught science at Seeland Prep.

There was also no mistaking that we were all Moores. We’d all taken after our father, though Cotter and I had gotten our mother’s hazel eyes, whereas Phin had gotten our father’s green ones. Still, we were all tall, Cotter and I at six-foot-two, and Phin at six-foot-three, and had dark auburn hair, a dimple in our right cheek whenever we smiled or cursed, and even without the snowboarding career under all our belts, we were still all athletically built. Cotter and I were also identical, except for a small scar on the apple of Cotter’s left cheek that told us apart.

Now, while Phin was a good guy, and Sheridan still tried to do her best by us, Cotter and I were what most people would consider assholes, but we’d come by our personalities honestly. When you were wealthy and neglected, nothing good ever came of that toxic combination. There was also our intelligence to factor in, and it was hard not to act superior when you were surrounded by idiots.

Cotter and I also had that ‘twin connection’ that people weren’t sure was real or not. Granted, I had no idea if it was real or not myself, but Cotter and I were more than just twins. Our father and mother had neglected us enough that we’d been everything to each other growing up, so like most abandoned siblings, our bond was deeper and a lot stronger than the one of siblings that’d been raised in a normal, healthy, loving household.

I was also the nicer of us two. Sheridan had once described me as diabolical and Cotter as calculating, and she hadn’t been far off the mark. The best way to explain how my brother and I worked together was that my brain analyzed all the data, and Cotter’s mind made all that data add up to its final result. That was why I’d chosen the CEO role of Moore Industries and why Cotter had chosen to be its CFO. Cotter was aware of every penny that came and went, and I was aware of how each of those pennies had been earned. That was also the reason that we’d been able to take Moore Industries from a multi-million-dollar conglomerate dealing in renewable resources to the multi-billion-dollar powerhouse that it was now, our fingers in damn near everything on the market. We were also a privately held company, so we answered to not a motherfucking person outside the family.

Granted, that kind of success didn’t come without a lot of sacrifices. Neither of us had slept much during those early years when we’d been hellbent on proving ourselves to our father, and there hadn’t been much time to form any meaningful relationships outside the company. For years, I’d chosen to get my dick wet with escorts that new the deal, and up until a couple of years ago, Cotter had been of the same mind. Luckily for him, he’d found a woman that had agreed to sex-only, and for the past couple of years, he’d been able to live the dream. He didn’t have to go looking for pussy, but he also didn’t get yelled at if he forgot an anniversary.

Now, as for me, my situation was a little different. Though I still chose escorts to relieve the tension, I had a thing for my personal assistant, and it was a torture that I wouldn’t wish upon my worst enemy. When my faithful assistant, Lucy Averal, had quit to be a stay-at-home-mom, I’d left it up to her to hire the person that she believed could do the job, and she’d chosen Merritt Dale, the first and only woman that had ever grabbed my attention upon meeting her. Granted, Cotter and I had been a little hormonal upon first meeting Sheridan, but we’d been fourteen, and our opinion of her had quickly changed when she had become our sister-in-law.

At any rate, I’d been wrong when I’d first met Merritt, soon discovering that she’d been engaged back then, not married. Still, after watching my parents cheat on each other throughout their entire marriage, infidelity had always left a bad taste in my mouth, so every day, I made a conscious decision to treat Merritt with professional curtesy and that was it. Anything more, and I’d be in court, fighting a sexual harassment case. Of course, there’d be nothing to fight since she’d probably have a solid case, but still.

When my desk phone rang, I answered it as soon as I saw the extension on the screen. “Yeah?”

“I heard that heads are rolling,” Cotter snorted.

“R&D left the Copper Trunk prototype out all weekend, instead of securing it in the temperature-controlled vacuum,” I informed him. “The original prototype.”

“Are you fucking serious?” he rushed out. “What the fuck, Cutter?”

“Still feeling sorry for those rolling heads?” I drawled out.

“How in the fuck does something like that happen?”

“Well, let’s see...there’s the ‘I don’t know’ reason, the ‘I’ll have to look into it’ reason, the ‘I have no idea how this could happen’ reason...should I go on?”

“Have you looked at the surveillance yet?” he asked, and I automatically knew why he was asking.

“Not yet,” I answered. “The meeting just ended five minutes ago.”

“How stupid do you have to be to lie about something like that?” he asked incredulously. “Everyone knows that we have cameras all over the R&D departments.”

“I have a better question,” I countered. “How stupid do you have to be to make that huge of a mistake when you know that we have cameras all over the damn place? Whoever fucked up has to know that it’s going to cost them their job.”

“Well, I’m on my way,” he said, not surprising me in the least. “I want to see the surveillance with you.”

“Why? It’s just going to piss you off more.”

“My meeting with Sundial got cancelled,” he answered easily. “So, I have an hour to kill.”

“Do you really?’ There was no such thing as downtime in our jobs.

“My next meeting is with Garrett Connelly about the erased files that he can’t seem to find,” he said. “Seeing the surveillance will help keep my anger fed in between meetings.”

I laughed at that. “Like you need help keeping your anger alive.”

“Whatever I can do to keep you the nicer boss,” he retorted.

Yeah, we both knew that there wasn’t anything nice about either of us.
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Chapter 2
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Merritt~

When I had signed up to be Cutter Moore’s personal/professional assistant, I had underestimated the man, and now I was half-convinced that he was superhuman. Both he and his brother, Cotter, were like machines, and it was like they were allergic to sleep or rest of any kind.

Now, while the job paid enough to keep me dripping in diamonds if I chose, my life’s dream hadn’t been to be at someone’s beck and call twenty-four-hours a day. Growing up, I’d dreamt of becoming a professional gymnast. However, at the age of sixteen, I’d gotten hit by a drunk driver after leaving a high school party, and the accident had shattered my ankle, ending that dream. Although my parents had paid for the best to repair the damage, it hadn’t been enough to sustain the kind of physical stress that came with any kind of athletic sport.

Luckily, I hadn’t had to face that dark time alone. I’d had the support of my parents and brother, and it’d been the perfect balance of reassurance that I’d needed. My dad, Curtis Dale, was a research chemist, so his advice had been all about my other options in life. My mother, Brenna Dale, was a pastry chef, so her advice had been all about taking as much time as I needed to find the right path for me. My brother, being only two years older than me, had been only eighteen and already enlisted in the Navy, so his advice had been to fight for the life that I wanted, no matter the obstacles. To no one’s surprise, he was a Navy Seal now and a career military man.

At any rate, after high school, I’d gone to college as planned, but as I’d witnessed everyone else around me following their dreams, I’d begun to feel sorry for myself. So, instead of going into teaching or something that’d been close to my heart, I’d chosen to get a degree in business, and I’d hated it so much that it was still one of the biggest regrets of my life. Nonetheless, not wanting all that time and money to be for nothing, I’d started my career as a professional assistant right after college, and if there was anything that I’d learned over the years, it was that finding a decent boss was like looking for a unicorn in the wild. Wealthy and powerful people were horrible more often than not, and I’d worked for my fair share of bridezillas in the past.
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