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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

 


 


Pinterest

 


 


Email

 


 


Newsletter
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 Next
Generation Standalone

Resurrecting the Enemy – Ramsey Reed Jr. & Lake
Warren

 


Next Generation (1)
Series

Resisting the Enemy – Dash Marlow & Eden
Rudolph

Confronting the Enemy – Chance McCellan & Harper
Crosby

Fighting the Enemy – Maddox Reed & Cassidy
Spears

Challenging the Enemy – Crew Marlow & Athena
Ashford

Daring the Enemy – Delaney McIntire Jr. & Kadon
Sharpe

 


Storyline Notes:

 


Sands Cove – Windsor
Academy

Ramsey Reed Jr. – College

Maddox Reed – Senior

Chance McCellan – Senior

Neo McCellan – Junior

Gideon McCellan – Freshman

 


Port Lucia – Regal
Academy

Dash Marlow – College

Crew Marlow – Junior

Zane Marlow – Sophomore

Lennon Marlow – Middle School

Delaney McIntire. Jr. – Junior

Maggie McIntire – Sophomore


Playlist

 Resisting the Enemy

Stop Dragging My Heart Around – Stevie Nicks ft. Tom
Petty

Wherever You Will Go – The Calling

Live To Tell – Madonna

Against All Odds – Phil Collins

 


Challenging the Enemy

Killing Me Softly – Roberta Flack

The Rose – Bette Midler

Little Liar – Joan Jett

Walkaway Joe – Trisha Yearwood Ft. Don Henley

 


Fighting the Enemy

Stand Back – Stevie Nicks

Hit Me With Your Best Shot – Pat Benatar

Love Look What You’ve Done To Me – Boz Skaggs

Bliss (I Don’t Wanna Know) – Hinder

 


Confronting the Enemy

I Go Crazy – Paul Davis

Tainted Love – Soft Cell

Run Away – Live

Broken – Everlast

 


Daring the Enemy

Bother –
Stone Sour

Fallen –
Alicia Keys

Every Little
Thing – Carley Pearce

Piano In The
Dark – Brenda Russell

 



Prologue

 If people knew, they’d probably say that I was
obsessed with my talents, but I really wasn’t. While I enjoyed the challenge of it all, I
didn’t do the shit that I did for kicks. I did it because I’d been
raised by Ramsey Reed Sr.

Early in life,
we’d all been taught that knowledge was the key to power. Sure,
money helped, and even physical intimidation when the occasion called for it. However, nothing
destroyed your enemies the way that information did. Nothing
threatened people more than their deepest, darkest, most depraved
secrets coming out.

For me, the
beauty about this online world that we lived in was that a person’s exposed secrets had the
possibility of reaching the entire world. With social media and the
lack of real news out there, everyone had the potential to become a
world-wide headline. There was no brushing anything under the rug
once it got out anymore. There was no running from regretful posts
or past pictures. There were eyes everywhere, and mine were some of
the keenest out there.

So, I didn’t
hack into other computer systems for kicks. I did it because the
more information that I had on
people, the more powerful I was. Now, did my dick get hard from
exerting that power over people? Not really. Regardless of how I’d
been raised, I wasn’t a complete monster. While my mother, father,
and brother were a brutal combination, I hadn’t fallen into the
need to destroy first, then ask questions later. Hell, or not even
give a fuck about asking any questions at all, as was more to the
point with my family.

I did it
because I had a huge extended family, and there was no telling
when we’d have to go into
battle mode for one of them. No matter who got into what, I would
do anything to save my family, and that meant making sure that I
had the goods on almost everyone on the planet, simply to make the
problem go away.

Now, while
I’d done my fair share of
illegal shit, I had never gone after someone for no reason. If my
family called me for help, then I helped them without any questions
asked, but that was different from me just going after someone. If
I went all Reed on someone, it was usually because they deserved
it. I wasn’t Mom, Dad, or R.J.; I didn’t kill just for the sport of
it.

So, because I
wasn’t as bloodthirsty as the rest of my family, I limited my
day-to-day meddling to Sands Cove and Port Lucia, keeping up
with what was going on in my
immediate circle of life. Once a month, I hacked into different
computer systems around the country to peek around a little, and
every couple of months, I went global. After all, I was still a
senior in high school and had to graduate, so a lot of my time was
taken up with school and family.

However,
whenever something or someone new happened at Windsor or Regal, I made sure to find out
everything that I could about the situation or the person, and
that’s how I found myself taking a peek into Professor Forrester’s
office at school. He had recently replaced Professor Julia Beltran
for senior sociology because she’d gone on maternity leave. While
the replacement seemed legit enough, I wanted to know why Professor
Forrester had been available during the middle of the semester.
Because Windsor Academy catered to the top wealthiest families in
the nation, it employed professors, not teachers.

As soon as
Professor Ethan Forrester had
been added to the teaching roster at Windsor, I had done an
immediate background check on him, and while satisfied with what I
had so far, that wouldn’t be enough. I needed to know everything
about the man, down to his favorite brand of toothpaste.

Still, what I
had not expected was to see a
hooded figure making their way down the darkened hallways of
Windsor at night. Of course, had it not been for me, they wouldn’t
have gotten through the front doors to begin with, so I was pretty
sure that a thank you was in order.

All my shit
was done on burner phones, so
I’d had Windsor’s security feed playing on one of my phones as I
peeked around the office, and that’s how I’d been alerted to the
newcomer. However, the more that I studied the footage, the more I
realized that it was a female creeping along the hallway, and she
was headed straight towards Professor Forrester’s
office.

Just when I thought tonight was going to be boring.

Making this a
more interesting night, I
quickly went to unlock the professor’s door to make things easier
for my little friend. Leaning against the inside of the door, my
mind raced through the girls at Windsor to see who it could be.
Windsor educated the vain, vapid, and entitled, so I couldn’t think
of a single female who would break into the school after hours, but
it didn’t matter. I’d find out soon enough when they made their way
in here.

A doorknob
turning in the dark never
sounded so enticing.


Chapter 1


Maddox~

As the door
quietly opened, I silently thanked my
dedication to my craft. Right now, my breaking and entering-though
I hadn’t broken anything-was being recorded, and that meant that my
little burglar was being recorded, too. So, with evidence of this
nighttime crime activity in my hands, whoever was breaking into
Professor Forrester’s office was in for a seriously rude
awakening.

I waited in
the shadows until whoever it was turned around and locked the door.
As soon as that click echoed
off the walls of the room, I snuck up behind the hooded figure,
then wrapped one arm around their waist and one hand over their
mouth.

“Now, now,
now,” I whispered as they
began to squirm . “What do we have here?”

A struggle
ensued, but it was no contest. I was six-foot-one of pure muscle, and the criminal in my arms
had to be around five-foot-two and soft, deliciously so.

After a good
two minutes of struggling, I finally let go when it was obvious
that they’d exhausted themselves. Making sure to stand in
front of the door, I stepped
back, but not before I pulled the black hood from their
head.

Cassidy Spears.

Even in the
shadows of the darkness, I could see her hazel eyes burning at
me. There was no doubt that I
had probably frightened her, but as long as she wasn’t screaming at
the top of her lungs, I wasn’t going to feel too guilty about
it.

With her impressive
chest heaving, her eyes on fire, and her face flushed, she asked,
“What in the hell are you doing here?”

“Shouldn’t I
be asking you that?” I countered.

“None of your
business,” she readily replied.

“Well, there you go,” I
smirked. “It seems like that answer works for the both of
us.”

She looked
pissed, but she could hardly argue. We both weren’t supposed to be
here, so we really were in the
middle of our own little Mexican standoff. Of course, I wasn’t
going to tell her what I was doing here, neither was I going to
tell her that her success in getting into this room had been all my
doing.

I watched her
glance around the room, presumably looking for Chance, Neo, or Gideon, but it was just me. While
Neo would be good to have in a situation like this, Gideon was
probably painting, drawing, or getting his dick sucked somewhere,
and there was no doubt that Chance was with Harper, and he was
probably getting his dick sucked, too.

“Looking for
someone?” I taunted.

Those hazel eyes flew
back my way. Knowing that I wasn’t going to tell her what I was
doing here, she asked, “Are you done here?”

While
I’d gone to school with
Cassidy Spears for three years, we’d never spoken. We weren’t
friends, and we had never been paired up for school projects or
anything like that. Cassidy didn’t mingle much, though she was
friendly with most people. Her best friend was Lorna Stanley, and
as far as I knew, Cassidy mostly hung out with Lorna only. Lorna
was dating Ritchie Walker-or had been if you
believe the rumors-so I’d seen Cassidy also hang out with him on
occasion, but not often.

“Even if I was, I’m
not now,” I replied cryptically, further angering the beauty.

Even
though we weren’t friends,
Cassidy Spears was hard to miss. Though she was only five-foot-two,
she was a stunning five-foot-two. She had dark brown hair, hazel
eyes, a face that reminded you of innocence, but that was as far as
it got. Where her face looked like it’d been created by angels,
that body of hers looked like it’d been created by demons to tempt
men.

Her face was
pretty much perfect with precision-precise arched brows that sat over bright eyes that had
lashes for days. One brow was arched to a point, and it made her
look like she was always judging you. Her nose was petite and
slightly upturned at the tip, but it wasn’t obvious. Whether due to
makeup or not, her cheeks were always tinged with a bit of
rosiness, and those lips of hers were full, pillowy, and made of
fantasies.

Now, while
everyone had their own idea of what was beautiful, I’d be hard-pressed to find any guy to
say that Cassidy Spears wasn’t one hot piece of ass. Along with
that face of hers, she had one hell of a rack on her, and the
Windsor uniform did nothing to disguise just how big her tits were.
Cassidy had an hourglass figure, and those tits, that small waist,
her wide hips, and those thick thighs were enough to make any man
drool. Plus, it was rumored that it was all natural. Though she
didn’t fuck with guys from Windsor, some girls that have shared PE
with her have confirmed that she was all natural.

It was also
rumored that she was smart as fuck and wanted to be a vet. While
most students at Windsor were content to live off their trust funds, Cassidy Spears didn’t have
one. Cassidy wasn’t quite charity because she was paying the
tuition to attend Windsor, but she was paying for it with an
inheritance. Her parents worked in town, and she even lived in
town. Cassidy didn’t live in the rolling hills of Sands Cove or in
any of the mansions that littered those hills.

“This is serious,
Maddox,” she said, still pissed that I ruined her plans.

“And what makes you
think that what I’m doing in here isn’t?”

“Oh, please,”
she scoffed, crossing her arms
under her tits. “Whatever issue you have with Professor Forrester
can easily be remedied by hitting him over the head with your last
name.”

It was true.

My last name
had a habit of striking fear in the hearts of anyone who
had ever found themselves on
the bad end of it. My father’s reputation was legendary, and not
just in Sands Cove. Plus, if that weren’t enough, my brother’s
reputation was just as bad. However, together, they were still no
match for my mother’s reputation. It wasn’t that she was heartless
or anything like that, Mom was just very…uh, passionate about the
people that she loved, and the woman feared nothing. Not even my
dad. In fact, Dad lived for her, and it was one thing to incur
Ramsey Reed Sr.’s wrath, it was quite another thing to incur it on
the behalf of his wife. Dad was a nutjob over Mom.

“Be that
as it may, that still doesn’t
mean that what I’m doing in here isn’t important,” I
argued.

She dropped
her arms to her sides, and it really was a shame. While
Cassidy was hot as fuck, she’d made
it clear that she wasn’t interested in Windsor dick as soon as she
had enrolled three years ago. Though it had taken rejecting a few
guys to get her point across, she had managed, and it’d been
rumored that she had a boyfriend that attended Sands Cove High. If
I had been interested, I would have done a check on her, but I
hadn’t been. As attractive as Cassidy was, I’d always been
knee-deep in pussy that I hadn’t needed to chase the new girl,
especially if she had a boyfriend.

I watched her
run her hands through her dark
hair, and I liked how long it was on her. While most girls wore
their hair shoulder-length or near the middle of their back,
Cassidy’s hair reached all the way down to her ass, and it was sexy
as fuck.

“Maddox, I’m
serious,” she repeated. “I…you
can come back later.”

I barked out a
laugh at that. “Yeah, right.”

“Are you
fucking kidding me?” she bit
out. “I do not need your shit, Reed.”

Not many
people challenged me. They didn’t fight me, argue
with me, or push their luck with me.
My last name kept a lot of people at bay, but I’ve encountered a
few stupid people in my life, so it was known that I could hold my
own. Plus, we had all fought when Chance had started his own little
fight club back when we’d been twelve-years-old, so we’ve all
proven that we had a strong knuckle game.

So, color me a
bit surprised that Cassidy
Spears was daring to fight with me in a darkened classroom with no
one around to save her. Sure, Windsor had security, but they only
patrolled the perimeter of the grounds. Windsor was elitist enough
that the school board felt that ‘working’ people inside the actual
building might cause issues. It was stupid, ignorant, and snobbish,
but their skewed views had worked in my favor tonight.

“Baby, I’d be
careful who you talk to like
that,” I told her, and I saw the way her eyes narrowed at the
endearment. While I wasn’t big on affection and shit like that,
there was just something about Cassidy breaking into Professor
Forrester’s office that had me intrigued.

“I know
exactly who I’m talking to,”
she shot back. “I’m not scared of you, Maddox Reed.”

I
let out a whoop and a holler.
“Music to my fucking ears.”

She took a
deep breath, doing her best to rein in her temper. “Look,
Maddox,” she tried again, “I don’t
have time for this.”

“Well, that’s unfortunate
because I have all the time in the world,” I taunted. “At least,
until Monday when school starts again.”

“This is
important,” she repeated. “Do you honestly think that I’d be here if it wasn’t?” I could see her
getting worked up again. “I’m risking my attendance here, Maddox.
I’m not all rich and powerful like the rest of you. My last name
isn’t going to get me out of trouble.”

“Which
is making me all that much more
curious,” I casually remarked. ‘What’s so damn important that you’d
risk your future for?”

“What I’m
doing here can’t possibly interest you, Maddox,” she replied, annoyed as fuck.

“Baby, you’d be
surprised at what interests me.”


Chapter 2


Cassidy~

For all
that the word sounded sinful falling
from his lips, I wasn’t taking Maddox Reed’s endearment to
heart.

I knew better.

Every female
in the town of Sands Cove knew
better.

Staring at the
gorgeous god standing across from me, I had no idea how I was
going to get out of this.
Maddox’s last name shielded him from everything bad in the world,
so he could wait this out far longer than I could. He could get
caught setting this room on fire, and the school would do nothing
to him. Hell, he could probably burn the entire school to the
ground and his parents would simply write a check to rebuild it.
That’s how powerful Maddox Reed was.

He was also
the most sinister in my
opinion.

You couldn’t
live in Sands Cove-or the
state for that matter-and not know who the Reeds were. The Reed and
McCellans were beyond royalty in these parts, the Reeds more so.
However, where Maddox’s parents’ reputations struck fear in the
hearts of anyone who had ever met them, Ramsey Reed Jr. was another
animal altogether. I’d been going to Windsor Academy long enough to
have learned that people only got one chance with Ramsey Reed Jr.,
and the guy had no soul.

Still, that
being said, Ramsey Reed Jr.
was the devil you saw coming. When he went after someone, it was
usually brutal but swift, and he liked to let you know that he was
coming. He liked giving his victims nightmares for days before
delivering the final blow. While no one had a fighting chance
against Ramsey Reed Jr., you still had the chance to brace yourself
for the impact.

Maddox Reed, not so
much.

Maddox Reed
was the devil that you didn’t see coming, and I always thought that was more dangerous. While
his reputation was still as formidable as his family’s, Maddox
didn’t wear his disdain for the world on his face the way that his
brother did. Maddox Reed was like a deadly panther that snuck up on
you while you were busy looking elsewhere, and that’s what made him
more dangerous than the rest.

There was also
the fact that Maddox was so goddamn gorgeous that it hurt to
look at him sometimes. At
six-foot-whatever, he towered over a lot of the guys at Windsor,
and he had a body that made you want to run your tongue over. The
broad shoulders, muscular arms, the chiseled chest, the deep
eight-pack abs, the Adonis belt, the powerful legs…the boy was
built like a goddamn athletic model, and it was rumored that he had
a big dick on top of it all.

Then there was
that freakin’ face of
his.

Jesus Christ.

Maddox Reed
had a head of dark brown hair and these matching brown eyes that you just wanted to drown
in. They were surrounded by long, thick lashes, and he gave a whole
new meaning to the phrase bedroom eyes. A face sculpted like a
Roman warrior, he had the strong jaw, high cheekbones, straight
nose, and plumped lips. His face looked like you’d commit murder
just for a chance to sit on it and be worshipped by his
tongue.

Finally, the worst thing
about Maddox Reed? He had tattoos that no eighteen-year-old boy
should have. During the summer months, students from Windsor went
out to Lapis Creek to party at the lake’s shores, and I’ve seen
Maddox Reed without a shirt on, and holy fucking shit. His arms and
chest were completely covered in tattoos, and Maddox Reed was,
hands down, the sexiest guy that I had ever laid eyes
on.

Too bad he was
a dick.

Knowing that
there was no way that I was going to get out of this, I finally
caved. “There’s a camera in
here,” I told him. “I need to find it.”

His
entire body locked up,
standing to his full height. “What?”

“There’s a
camera in here, and I need to
find it,” I repeated.

Maddox’s eyes
narrowed a bit. “Why? Whatever it’s recording isn’t going to go away by simply finding
it.”

“I know that,”
I snapped. “I’m not stupid.”

“Then what’s the
point?”

“It’ll prove
if someone is telling the truth or not.”

Maddox leaned
back against the door, then crossed his arms over his chest. “I’m not moving until you
tell me everything, Cassidy.”

“Are you
serious?” I cried out. “I don’t have time for your bullshit right now,
Maddox.”

“Oh, so you
have time for it later?” he
asked, and I had no idea with that meant.

“What?”

The
infuriating asshole just shook his head. “Everything, Spears. Now.”

Lorna
was probably going to kill me, but I
didn’t have much choice. Even if I wasn’t scared of Maddox Reed,
the consequences for my actions would be more dire than his, for
sure. I couldn’t afford to get kicked out of Windsor, especially
being so close to graduation. All the bullshit from the last three
years would be for nothing if I got expelled now.

“Professor
Forrester and Lorna had sex in
here the other day-”

“She works
fast, huh?” he interrupted. “I mean, the dude just got here.”

Narrowing my eyes at him,
I asked, “Do you want to hear this or not?”

“My apologies,” he
drawled out like a jerk.

“They had sex,
only she didn’t know that he was recording them,” I continued.
“When he asked her to stay after school yesterday, she claimed to have been busy, and that’s
when he threatened her with the recording.” I let out a deep breath
because this really wasn’t my problem. Still, I had my reasons for
being here. “I’m checking to see if there really is a camera in
here or if it was just an empty threat.”

“Why isn’t
Lorna cleaning up this mess herself?” he asked.

I
arched a brow. “What Windsor
students do you know that actually clean up their own
mess?”

“I know four of
them,” he smirked. “But I get your point.”

“So, can you
just leave?” I asked. “Or at
the very least, stay out of my way.”

“And what
happens if there really is a
camera?” he asked.

“That’s
for Lorna to deal with,” I
told him. “I’m just doing this to call his bluff if he really is
bluffing.”

Maddox eyed me
for a bit, and then he
surprised me by saying, “I’ll help.”

“Why?” I
huffed. “Because if there is a camera, then we’re both screwed?”

“Not both
of us, baby,” he coldly
reminded me.

“Fine,” I bit
out, ignoring the endearment
again.

When I turned
to get started on searching
for the stupid camera, I felt Maddox’s hand on my arm, pulling me
back around. “Not so fast, Spears.”

“What now?”
I practically screeched. “I’ve
already wasted enough time on your bullshit, Reed.”

“What’s in it
for me?” he asked, letting go of my arm.

I could
feel my eyes bugging out of my
head. “What?”

“If I help you,
what’s in it for me?”

“Not a fucking thing,” I
replied like a banshee. “At least, not from me.”

“Well,
if Lorna is fucking Professor
Forrester, then I guess the rumors of her breaking up with Walker
are true, huh?” Before I could deny or confirm the rumors, he
added, “And according to him, the girl knows how to suck dick.
Think I can get a blowjob out of this?” He winked at me, and I
could feel myself becoming positively rabid.

All
guys were the fucking same. It
always came down to their egos and the sexual appetites that fed
those egos. One girl was never enough. It was never about love. It
was never about respect or anything that should make up a healthy
relationship. Oh, you might be a couple, but you were never in the
same relationship as your partner. While women dreamed of love,
romance, and a family, men were dreaming of other women and all the
things that they did that their girlfriends didn’t.

Now, was I
being unfair to all men? Yes.
Did I care right now? Not in the least.

“Yeah,” I
finally said. “I’m sure that
if you save the day, Lorna will be more than happy to suck your
dick, Reed.”

Those russet
orbs of his flared with
arrogance. “What about you? What would it take to get you to suck
my dick, Spears?”

I didn’t
answer that question because I
knew that it probably wouldn’t take much. If I ever thought that
Maddox Reed was serious about me, I probably wouldn’t stand a
chance. The boy was that fucking gorgeous, and I was self-aware
enough to admit that he might be worth the broken heart
afterwards.

“I don’t have
time for this shit,” I muttered before I went in search of the
camera.

An hour later,
Maddox found the offending contraption, and my heart sank with what
this meant for Lorna and me.
If it was on, then I’d just been recorded breaking onto Windsor
Academy property.
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