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

 


 


Website

 


 


Facebook

 


 


Instagram

 


 


Pinterest

 


 


Email

 


 


Newsletter
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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. & Seneca
Sharpe
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Series
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Masters
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Storyline Notes:

 


Sands Cove – Windsor
Academy

Ramsey Reed Jr. – Works for RMM

Maddox Reed – Works for RMM

Chance McCellan – Works for RMM

Neo McCellan – College Senior

Gideon McCellan – College Sophomore

 


Port Lucia – Regal
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Dash Marlow – Works for RMM
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Lennon Marlow – College Freshman
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Maggie McIntire – College Junior


Playlist

 Enticing the Enemy

Say It Right – Nelly
Furtado

Light Me Up
– Ingrid Michaelson

Use
Somebody – Kings of
Leon

Body
Say – Demi
Lovato

Leather
& Lace –
Stevie Nicks ft. Don Henley

 


Taunting
the Enemy

Don’t Want to Fall In Love –
Jane Child

Where You Belong – The
Weeknd

Love On
a Two-Way Street –
Stacy Lattisaw

Life After
You - Daughtry

The
Rose – Bette
Midler

 


Silencing the
Enemy

Bringing on the Heartbreak –
Def Leppard

Killing Me
Softly – Roberta Flack

Good is
Good – Sheryl
Crow

I Am Fire – Ghost Monroe

Power Over Me – Dermot
Kennedy

 


Controlling the Enemy

The Dark – Beth Crowley

Over My Head (Cable Car) –
The Fray

You
Know You Like It –
DJ Snake ft. Aluna George

Stay –
The Kid Laroi ft.
Justin Bieber

Only Hope – Mandy Moore

 


Playing
the Enemy

A Girl Like You – Jason
Aldean

Red – Beth Crowley

This Is How Villains Are
Made – Madalen Duke

Monster – Beth Crowley

Centuries –
Fall Out Boy


Prologue

 While me and my family were a lot of things, we
weren’t cowards. We also
weren’t bullies, even if people did move quickly to get out of our
way. We were kind of like an impenetrable wall of will that reacted
to how people came at it.

So, while we weren’t
exactly on the fast track to Heaven, we weren’t completely
corrupted. We had our own code of honor, and it was clear on what
was acceptable and what wasn’t. Yeah, there were a lot of shades of
grey when justifying some of the shit that we did, but there was
nothing grey about the scene in front of me.

Now, it
wasn’t often that Blaineview
students had bonfire parties, but it was already May, and the
weather was getting warmer. Partying down by the lake on the
outskirts of town was the perfect place to have all the
end-of-the-semester parties. The usual party houses were closing up
for shop soon, so partying at The Trees was easier for everyone
involved.

When Maggie,
Logan, Posie, and I had
decided to make an appearance, it’d been just to have a good time.
A few beers, some music, and some drunken entertainment had been
all that’d been on the menu for tonight. At least, until I’d seen
Tawny Fendilines running out of a thicket of trees that led to one
of the dirt roads that took you straight into a horror
movie.

Normally, I’d
mind my own business, but a crying female coming from a wooded area was concerning enough for me
to see if I had to kick anyone’s ass. I knew that Tawny was dating
Kenneth Thomas, but I also knew that she cheated on him regularly.
Again, though none of my business, if the asshole put hands on her
in lieu of breaking up with her…well, that wouldn’t sit well with
me, and Kenneth Thomas was a big enough dick that I could see him
putting his hands on a woman. His father was a federal judge, so
the prick thought that he was untouchable.

So, after
letting Posie, Maggie, and
Logan know that I’d be right back, I had set my beer down, then
made my way over to where Tawny had run out from. I also hadn’t
been scared by what might lurk over yonder. My last name and
reputation were like force shields all around my five-foot-two
frame.

When
I’d gotten to the clearing,
I’d seen what looked to be a three-on-one situation. Kurt Mills,
Paul Oliver, and Kenneth Thomas had been fanned out, Camden Prince
standing with his back against one of the huge pine trees that
littered the area. The guy didn’t look scared, but that was neither
here nor there. As far as I was concerned, there was no excuse for
outnumbering a person.

“Well, well,
well…look what we have here,”
I sing-songed as I walked further into the clearing.

All
four male heads turned my way,
and while Camden’s back straightened a bit, the other three were
too stupid to read between the lines.

Kenneth’s chin
tilted with some attitude. “This isn’t any of your business, Lennon,” he said, his voice
doing its best to sound strong. However, like everyone else in the
country, he knew that I came with eight brothers that loved to
fight, kill, or ruin people’s lives in a manner befitting the
crime.

“Oh, I
disagree,” I drawled out. “This looks like it’s very much my
business. In fact, it looks like it’s anyone who isn’t an asshole’s
business.”

“This is a private
matter,” he tried again.

“Then
maybe you shouldn’t have decided to
handle it in a public place.”

Before Kenneth could say
anything else stupid, Camden’s voice rang throughout the clearing.
“I don’t need your help,” he bit out.

Ah, the male ego;
such a delicate thing.

I chuckled as
I looked his way. “No? Now,
while I agree that all three of these guys must be pussies if they
can’t fight one-on-one, it still might hurt a little bit if they
all jump you at once.” I threw him a wink just to irritate the fuck
out of him. If Camden Prince knew what was good for him, he’d shut
the fuck up right about now.

“You
heard him, Lennon,” Paul said, and I
could only sigh with how stupid these fucks were. “He doesn’t need
or want your help.”

I turned to
look at Paul. “Well, maybe I just don’t like
bullies, Paul,” I replied.
“Ever think of that?”

“This coming
from a Marlow,” Kenneth scoffed.

I grinned.

Yeah, we were
assholes, but we weren’t bullies. We hadn’t ever bullied anyone; something that these
jackoffs would know if they really knew us beyond the rumors that
were spread about my family.

“Good to see
you know exactly who I am, Kenneth” I said, grinning like a
lunatic.


Chapter 1


Lennon~

“This isn’t your
business, Lennon,” Kurt said, finally chiming in.

“Seeing Tawny
Fendilines running out of this clearing in tears makes it my business,” I told him. “Even
if I didn’t care about you guys kicking Prince’s ass, I care very
much about what might have happened to Tawny back here.”

“They’re not
going to kick anyone’s ass,” Camden bit out. “I can hold my
own.”

I
glanced over at him, and while Camden
Prince was a good-looking sonofabitch, he was coming across dumb as
fuck. Granted, I’d never spoken to him before now, but he couldn’t
be as smart as he looked if he was insistent on going a round with
these three buffoons.

Now, looking
at him, Camden Prince was about six-foot-one, and since he was a freshman, I could only
assume that he had to be eighteen or nineteen. He had dark brown
hair and matching brown eyes that reminded you of that whole
bedroom eyes thing. They looked like pools of chocolate, and he
looked a little like an older Froy Gutierrez, only with dark brown
hair and brown eyes.

He was
also built like he played
sports, but I knew that he didn’t. Tall, broad shoulders, a defined
chest, a prominent six-pack, that sexy V at his hips, and muscular
legs would definitely lead you to believe that he was an athlete of
some sort, but he wasn’t. I knew this because I knew a little bit
about everyone that attended Blaineview.

I also knew
that he was studying chemical
engineering, but that was only because Camden might come from
money, but his parents were still strapped for cash. There were
only a handful of middle-class or scholarship kids attending
Blaineview, so it was hard not to know their business.

As for
Kenneth, Kurt, and Paul, they
were all privileged, spoiled, entitled, rich fucks like most of the
rest of us. Kenneth’s father was a federal judge, and his mother
was an environmental attorney. Kurt’s parents were in politics and
climbing their way up the ladder rather quickly, which smelled like
straight bribery and corruption to me. Paul’s family dealt in
diamonds or some such thing.

At any
rate, none of them or their
family’s accomplishments mattered to me. I was a Marlow, and my
last name trumped all others at Blainview. If you were a Marlow,
Reed, McIntire, or McCellan, then that’s all that mattered above
anything else in this dog-eat-dog world.

“Your bravery
is noted,” I drawled.
“However, this isn’t just about you, buttercup.”

“He was
hitting on my girlfriend,”
Kenneth said, finally explaining the situation. “I caught them back
here alone.”

Now, while I
didn’t care about Tawny Fendilines reputation, or anyone’s for that matter, her reputation
mattered in this instance. Even if Camden Prince had been hitting
on Tawny, it was well-known to everyone at Blaineview that Tawny
wasn’t faithful to Kenneth. If Kenneth knew it, then he didn’t
care, or he was too busy screwing other girls for it to matter.
Whatever the reason, Camden didn’t deserve to get his ass kicked by
these three for hitting on a chick that gave it away
freely.

“I wasn’t
fucking hitting on her,” Camden spat. “She lied and said that she
needed to look for her friend and was too scared to go looking in
the trees herself.”

“You’re
lying,” Kenneth hissed. “If
she needed to look for her friend, then she would have come and
gotten me.”

“How in the
fuck was I supposed to know that?” Camden bit out. “I don’t keep tabs on the two of
you.”

“No one
fucking asked you,” Kurt sneered, and that just pissed me
off.

“Look, I don’t
know if it’s because you really don’t know or if it’s because you
really don’t care, but I think you need to look closer to home for
the guys that are piping your girlfriend, Kenneth,” I said, sliding
my eyes Kurt’s way.

“I already
told you that I didn’t need
your help-”

“What are you
talking about?” Kenneth
barked, cutting Camden and his macho protests off.

“Only that you
have bigger problems than
Camden hitting on Tawny if you really give a shit about who she’s
fucking behind your back,” I smirked like an asshole. “Or is it
behind your back?” I tilted my head to the side. “You strike me as
the type that might like to watch.”

Kenneth took a
step back from Camden, and I was almost hopeful that he’d come
after me. I could use a good fight. Because everyone knew better than to mess with me, I
only ever got to spar with my brothers for practice. Even though
they weren’t big on holding back, it wasn’t the same as fighting
with someone that really wanted to hurt you.

“Maybe you
need to go back to the party,
Lennon,” Kenneth fired back, now standing only a few feet from
me.

“Leave her
alone,” Camden said, and that made me chuckle.

“Oh, buttercup, I’m the
last person that you need to rescue,” I said, throwing him another
wink. “Besides, you made it clear that we needn’t help each
other.”

“I think that
you should listen to the man,”
Paul suggested, and it really was a shame that Maggie was missing
out on all this fun. The girl appreciated violence like nobody’s
business.

I glanced over
at Kurt. “And what do you
think, Mills? Do you think I should get going back the way I
came?”

His blue eyes
darted over Kenneth’s way, and
you didn’t have to be a body language expert to recognize the guilt
in his blue gaze. Like most of the other random shit that I knew, I
knew that Kurt had screwed Tawny at one point or another during his
friendship with Kenneth. Uncle Ramsey had raised us to appreciate
how knowledge was power, and so we knew a lot of shit that didn’t
pertain to us.

Surprisingly,
smarter than he looked, Kenneth was quick to catch on. “What’s going on?”

You
could feel the energy in the
clearing change, and if I had a conscience, I’d feel bad for outing
Kurt, but he was a dick, so I wasn’t feeling all that bad. Plus,
he’d been about to help beat on Camden, ignoring his own
culpability for sleeping with Kenneth’s girlfriend, too. While no
one had appointed me judge, jury, and executioner, Kurt deserved to
get his ass kicked for his help in perpetuating this nonsense.
Everyone knew that Tawny Fendilines’ honor didn’t need to be
defended because she didn’t have any.

“I asked what
the fuck you’re talking about,” Kenneth said, getting in my
face.

Before I could blow him a
kiss, Camden Prince was standing between us. “Back off, Thomas,” he
growled. “Leave Lennon alone.”

“How
chivalrous,” I quipped, stepping out from behind Camden. “But like I said, buttercup, I
got this.”

Camden turned
those chocolate babies my way.
“Do you fucking mind? Grown men are trying to talk here,” he
snapped.

I stepped
back, my lips twitching with
excitement. “Grown men?” My head swiveled around, looking for these
supposed grown men. “Where? Where do you see these grown men?” I
stepped back, so that I could survey all four males. “Because what
I see are a bunch of dumbasses fighting over a chick that gives
away samples like she works at fucking Costco.”

“You
fucking-”

“Ah, ah, ah,
Kenneth,” I sing-songed, stopping him from calling me whatever name he deemed fit. “I don’t
need any of my brothers to kick your fucking ass. Plus, if you’d
get your head out of your conceited ass long enough to look around,
you’d know that Kurt’s already been between your girlfriend’s
thighs, though I’m not sure about Paul.” I gave him a pensive look.
“Though I could find out well enough.”

“What the fuck
are you talking about?”
Kenneth practically roared.

“I’m talking
about your girlfriend’s virtue
not needing to be a goddamn dawn appointment,” I shot back, though
I didn’t know if Kenneth was smart enough to get the duel
reference. “I’m talking about how Camden hitting on Tawny is the
least offensive shit happening here tonight.”

“I
didn’t fucking hit on her,” Camden
repeated.

I looked over
at him. “No one gives a shit,”
I snapped before turning back to Kenneth. “So, if you’re going to
beat up anyone, it ought to be Kurt, don’t you think?”

Kenneth turned
towards his friend. “What the
fuck is she talking about?”

Knowing better
than to call me a liar, Kurt began to panic. “Now, hold up, Kenneth,” he said carefully.
“It’s not like that…I swear. When Tawny came on to me, I was
drunk…she just…dude…”

Kurt didn’t
get to explain beyond that.
Before I knew it, Kenneth was in his face and fists were flying. I
felt a hand grab my arm, then pull me back from the fray as Paul
jumped in, trying to stop the fight and salvage whatever
friendships that he could.

“Jesus
Christ,” Camden swore, and I
could only roll my eyes.

Yanking my arm
from his hold, I looked up at him. “Don’t ever touch me again, buttercup. It won’t bode
well for you if you do.”

“What?” he
looked genuinely confused as his eyes danced back and forth between me and the
fight.

I
sighed before turning to leave. After
all, my work here was done.


Chapter 2


Camden~

The girl was
fucking insane.

She was also
very fucking beautiful,
something that was hard to ignore when her beauty hit you like a
two-by-four to the face. Though I’d never spoken to her before,
everyone knew who Lennon Marlow was. It was kind of hard not to
know who the Marlows, McCellans, McIntires, and Reeds were if you
lived anywhere in the continental US.

At
about only five-foot-two,
Lennon Marlow didn’t act like she was only five-foot-two. With long
black hair, demon-green eyes, long black lashes, arched brows with
attitude, a face carved to perfection, and the perfect complexion,
the girl was absolutely stunning. While she didn’t need makeup, I
could see that she had some on tonight to make her stunning
features pop out, but that wasn’t the only thing about her that
caught your eye.

Nope.

The
girl had a hot, tight, little
body, and you never knew what she’d be wearing from one day to the
next. I saw her a lot on campus, and she was always dressed in
whatever she felt like. Most of the time, Lennon was dressed
casually, but I’d also seen her at a few parties, and when she was
dressed up…Jesus
Christ. While she had a petite
frame, there was nothing petite about her curves. Yeah, she wasn’t
sporting double-Ds, but she looked like she fucking was. An
hourglass figure was hot as fuck on any size female. It was all
about curves for me. I liked the feminine form, and if a girl was
built like she never ate, then she didn’t do it for me. She was
welcomed to do it for other guys, just not me. I liked curves, and
flesh, and the femininity of it all.

However, for all that
Lennon Marlow was sexy, beautiful, and mesmerizing, it was reputed
that she was also crazy as fuck. The girl had a reputation for
being heartless and a bit of a sociopath. Looking at her, you’d
never guess it because she was so…just so damn female.
Nevertheless, watching her in action tonight made it kind of hard
to ignore the rumors now.

Jogging to
catch up with her, I wrapped
my hand around her arm again, stopping her, then pulling her around
to look at me. “Hold up,” I said. “What the fuck was that back
there?”

She yanked her
arm from my hold again. “That was me saving your ass. You’re welcome.”

Now, while I
didn’t suffer from low
self-esteem or a fragile male ego, a girl ‘saving’ me didn’t sit
well with me. Though I was very aware that old-fashioned ideals
were quickly going out of style, I still believed that men were
supposed to be the ones to save females, not the other way around.
Lennon had put herself in a dangerous situation, and that didn’t
sit well with me, no matter that she had an army standing in back
of her to avenge her if needed.

“I didn’t
need you to
save my ass,” I bit out, a bit irritated. “I had it
all under control.”

She arched a
brow, a condescending smirk on those pink lips of hers. “Oh, yeah? Because that’s not what it
looked like to me.”

“Just because
you haven’t seen me fight, that doesn’t mean that I don’t know how,” I pointed out, wondering
about my claim of not having a fragile male ego.

The girl
sighed like someone who’d seen
this movie before, and since she had eight brothers, she probably
had. “It’s like it’s impossible for men to see the bigger
picture.”

“And what
bigger picture is that?” I
asked, my curiosity getting the better of me.

Lennon
grinned. “My point exactly.”

She turned to
go back to the party, but I
stopped her again, unconcerned that Kenneth and his pals might come
out of the clearing at any time. For whatever reason, hashing this
thing out with Lennon felt more important than whatever Kenneth and
his friends had going.

I hadn’t
been lying when I’d told them
that I hadn’t been hitting on Tawny. Though the girl was pretty in
that fiery redhead kind of way, I’d never been interested in Tawny
Fendilines. In fact, I hadn’t been interested in a lot of the girls
at Blaineview. Right or wrong, I felt more comfortable with my own.
Though I wasn’t here on an actual scholarship, I was dubbed a
scholarship kid because I’d barely made my four-year tuition with
the inheritance left to me last year. I wasn’t a rich kid, so I’d
made it a point to stay away from the kids that were.

However, in
all fairness, when Tawny had asked me to help her find her friend, I’d had my suspicions about
her motives because the girl had a reputation on her. Still, I
wasn’t afraid to be honest with someone, so turning her down hadn’t
been that big of an ordeal. The drama had come when Kenneth and his
friends had found us together in the clearing.

I shook my
head as I thought about how
Tawny had lied, how Kenneth hadn’t believed her, then how she had
blamed me with more lies about coming on to her. There’d been some
yelling and Tawny taking off in tears, but I hadn’t cared about all
that. My attention had been on Kurt, Paul, and Kenneth.

Lennon
wrenched her arm out of my grasp again. “You’re getting awfully comfortable with putting your
hands on me, Prince,” she said, eyeing me like she was casting a
damn spell on me.

I immediately
let her go because I wasn’t looking to have eight angry motherfuckers come looking for me.
While I hadn’t been worried about Kenneth, Paul, and Kurt, the
Reed, McCellan, and Marlow males coming after me was something
entirely different.

“Next time,
mind your own business, Lennon,” I told her. “You could get hurt.”

Her lips
twitched, and she had that damn condescending smirk on her face again. “Oh, are you worried
about little, ol’ me?” The maniac started batting her eyelashes
like an airhead. “Awe, aren’t you just so chivalrous.”

“Stop
it,” I drawled out between
clenched teeth.

Lennon
straightened, though it made no difference because I still towered over her. “Listen,
buttercup-”

“Quit calling me
that,” I bit out.

Before she
could agree or disagree, the
sounds of arguing had us turning around, and we could see Kenneth,
Kurt, and Paul emerging from the clearing. Paul and Kurt stormed
past us, but when Kenneth stopped to stand in front of Lennon, I
quickly stepped in between them.

Ignoring me, Kenneth
glared down at Lennon, his lip split, but nothing more, and said,
“You’re going to pay for this.”

“Oh, goodie,”
the fucking wench quipped. “I
can’t wait.”

I closed my
eyes in a quick prayer as I reached back, pressed my hand against
her hip, keeping her behind
me. When I opened my eyes, I said, “Stay away from her, Kenneth.
She’s not the one cheating on you."

His eyes
flashed. "I'll be coming for
you, too,” he threatened.

“I’m standing
right here,” I said, daring him because I wasn’t scared
of Kenneth Thomas.

The phone in
his pocket started ringing and
the guy was all over the place. Instead of taking me on, he reached
for his phone, looked at who was calling, then stormed off, cussing
like a sailor the entire way. My guess was that it was Tawny
calling him, but I couldn’t be sure.

Turning back
to the reckless creature
standing behind me, I snapped, “Don’t you know when to keep your
fucking mouth shut?”

Those fucking
lips of hers twitched again and I could swear that she
was still laughing at me. “Know my
place? Is that it?”

I let out a
deep breath. “If you want to
antagonize people, don’t do it when I’m around,” I told her. “I
don’t feel like fending off angry villagers left and
right.”

“No need to
worry, buttercup,” she taunted. “I can take care of myself.” She shrugged like she hadn’t just
pissed off three grown males. “Plus, I have four fathers, eight
brothers, and three brothers-in-law, so I think I’m covered if I
ever need a hero.” She tapped her finger to her lower lip. “There’s
also the guy at the Fast Mart where I fill up my car. He winks at
me sometimes, so I think I could probably call on him if I’m ever
in a pinch.”

I wanted to
fucking strangle her.

“I told you to
quit calling me that,” I bit out, my anger rising out of nowhere
again.

Lennon leaned in closer,
almost like she was going to tell me a secret, but my brain got
rattled with the scent of her.

What the fuck?

“Well, buttercup, since I hardly see any reason for us to talk again
after tonight, I’m sure that fragile male ego of yours will
survive.”

Before I could
kiss or strangle the maddening
spitfire, she skipped on around past me, then went back to the
party. Though I quickly followed, instead of following her to argue
with her some more, I went back to my friends. While it looked like
only Logan Masters was with them, I wasn’t looking to have any
problems with the guy, and I knew that Lennon’s brothers would kill
him if he let anything happen to her under his watch.

However, six
beers later, I was still glaring her way, and the
fucking girl returned each glare that
she caught with a quick kiss back in my direction.


Chapter 3


Lennon~

As everyone headed towards their respective
bedrooms, I headed towards the kitchen. I was still a little wound
up from my encounter with Kenneth Thomas, and if someone were to
force me to be completely honest, I was still thinking about Camden
Prince and his ridiculous machismo.

Now,
that wasn’t to say that I
didn’t understand it, because I did. Having been raised with eight
brothers, I knew all about the perils of testosterone and how the
hormone could turn rogue all on its own. If people thought that
women were victims to their hormones once a month, that was nothing
compared to the monster that testosterone was. We might rant, rave,
and demand chocolate once a month, but we weren’t prone to ending
up in jail over some PMS. Meanwhile, testosterone had a bad habit
of sending men to jail on a regular basis, even if it was just for
throwing fists.
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