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 Praise for “Accountable To None” 

 

 …I truly enjoyed it and recommend it to all who enjoy a fast, intriguing and entertaining story with a little mystery thrown in for good measure. 

 ~ Midwest Book Reviews Senior Reviewer


Joan A. Adamak ~ 

 

 ...you are grabbed hook, line and sinker into the story as the book becomes an almost compulsive read. 

 ~ Charlotte Foreman, reviewer for BestChickLit.com ~ 

 

 … this is now one of my favorite books of all time… even after you finish, it doesn’t let go. It stays with you. 

  ~ author Lindsay Anne Kendal ~ 

 

 …I’m exhausted. I could not put this book down. It gripped me from the very beginning and the intensity level just kept building and building…an AMAZING READ! 

 ~ author Sandy L. Wolters ~ 

 

 It grabbed me at the first paragraph...carries the reader like a runaway train. 

 ~ author Yvonne Mason ~ 

 

 A MUST READ!! ... This story ROCKS!! 

 ~ author Leslie D. Stuart ~ 

 




 Praise For “Zero Balance” 

 

 ...If a black widow spider could write a book, this might be the result. Fontainne is a fearless writer   

 ~ Jon P. Bloch, reviewer, The Kindle Book Review ~ 

 

 There are very few authors that can bring you to the places you’re afraid of...Ashley Fontainne will grab your soul and bring it deeper than you could ever go!  

 ~ author Timothy Paul Choquette ~ 

 

 ...This is a novel that will keep your eyes glued to its pages and your mind reeling. I highly recommend it... 

 ~ author Jeff LaFerney ~ 

 

 A Tour De Force! Fontainne pulls off a triumphant labyrinth maze of such great twists and turns, it had my head spinning... 

 ~ author Joanna Lee Doster ~ 

 

 I could not put the damn thing down. Accountable to None was the cause, Zero Balance is the effect... I cannot wait for the third book to come out... 

 ~ Kortney Gessler, Editor, Unforgettable Books, Inc. ~ 

 

 It is very rare that I enjoy a sequel more then I enjoy the first book but this one blew me away...  

 ~ author and reviewer Toni Sinns ~ 

 




 Praise For “Adjusting Journal Entries” 

 

 Oh what a tangled web Ashley Fontainne weaves! The attention to detail throughout the series is astounding, leading up to an intense and insane conclusion. Nothing happens by chance or coincidence...everything that happens is tied together with a great big action-packed bow...Fontainne is an undeniable talent and is...a force to be reckoned with in the publishing world.  

 ~ Charlotte Foreman, reviewer for BestChickLit.com ~ 

 

 Nothing short of mind blowing. Nothing is predictable – that is what makes this series awesome. The story twists and leaves you shocked and on tenterhooks... Ashley Fontainne has created three dimensional characters, some you love, others you really love to hate. They have an impact on you, and even after you turn the last page and you know your time with them has come to an end, they live on inside you. 

 ~ author Lindsay Anne Kendal  ~ 

 

 Fontainne...has a brilliant way of bringing to life the twisted psyches of her antagonists and she does it again in Adjusting Journal Entries. Fontainne has the unique ability to juggle several themes throughout her books as she artfully weaves them together, like a beautifully wrapped present...this last book will not disappoint. 

 ~ author Joanna Lee Doster ~ 
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  To My Love and My Reason for Living:


  thank you both for your love and being everything to me.


   


   


  Mel Berning:


  thank you for watering this bulb.


   


   


  Dr. Monte Miller:


  thank you for all your expertise and guidance.


   


  




   


   


  FIVE YEARS AGO


  prologue


   


   


   


   


   


  SHE PULLED HERSELF SMALLER and smaller into a tiny little ball as she hugged her legs so tightly with her thin, waif-like arms that her lower legs became completely numb. Her broken nails dug into the soft flesh of her bruised thighs, which caused fresh blood to trickle down and mingle with the old. Jammed up against the wall in her dark office, rocking slowly back and forth, she stared out the window at the city’s almost non-existent skyline and beyond to the darkened South Mountain Range and mumbled softly to herself.


  Twenty stories up, she had a panoramic view of the vibrant lights below, which up until tonight had always given her a sense of pride at her accomplishment for making the rank of partner and attaining the much sought after “corner office” at the tender age of thirty-three. Her shattered thoughts wandered to all the ridiculously long and grueling hours it had taken her to get there and how much she had lost in the process of her corporate ladder climb. James had left her six months ago after her miscarriage and subsequent post-partum depression; her parents barely spoke to her after the countless family events she had missed during the last three years due to her rigorous travel schedule; and lifelong friends had drifted away due to unreturned phone calls and missed special events.


  And now this.


  She sighed heavily as she stared at the twinkling lights below. What was once her major source of personal gratification now only brought her disgust and anger, for she realized that all of her hard work to attain this coveted space was just part of some sick joke perpetrated by the twisted hierarchy at her firm. She’d learned tonight that what her boss had really wanted was not the hard earned, well-educated knowledge between her ears that she had worked so hard to attain, but rather, power over the space between her legs.


  Her mindset shifted as she regressed into that small place held over from nature where animalistic instincts still resided. She hugged herself even tighter as she fought the urge to strike out and kill the thing that had caused her so much incredible pain, and she struggled to keep her carnal instincts from taking over. This internal seismic activity was how she had come to be crouched in the corner, literally holding herself together with every fiber of her being, as she labored to keep a tight rein on her slippery sanity. Earlier, right after the attack, she had been overwhelmed with visions of bloody retribution, standing over her kill as he lay bleeding all over his expensive, gaudy rug as a result of her retaliatory onslaught. Those thoughts were so foreign to her Ivy-League educated mind that they frightened her almost as much as the attack had.


  Almost.


  Two hours had passed since her rape and the blood on her legs and arms had long since congealed and now resembled rust-colored glue that sealed her torn, costly clothes to her delicate skin. She recalled how much she had worried and stressed over what she should wear to the meeting to discuss her promotion to equity partner, only to have her clothes yanked and torn to shreds at the hands of a vile monster. Her suit was now covered in dried blood and completely ruined, just as her personal views on hard work and ethical behavior were. The stench of him, fused together with the rusty odor of her blood, finally broke through her shocked stupor, and she realized she was going to vomit. Quickly, she uncurled her sore limbs and lunged for the bathroom, barely making it in time. The violent purging may have emptied her stomach, but it left an odd sense of what she was going to do next circulating through her head: purge and expose.


  She stood up, inhaled deeply and faced herself in the mirror, half expecting to fall apart when she finally scrutinized the damage for the first time. She had to cock her head slightly since her right eye was almost completely swollen shut and already had turned a dark mixture of blue and black; both her upper and lower lips were split and covered in dried blood, and several of her artificial nails had been snapped off down past the quick as she had attempted to fight him off. She knew she needed to survey the rest of her body, so she turned and limped out of the bathroom and grabbed her gym bag that sat in the corner by her desk. As she passed by her door, she compulsively checked once again to make sure it was locked before she headed back to the bathroom and the unforgiving glare of the fluorescent lights.


  A sick, warped grin slid across her swollen lips when she realized that her meticulous planning had actually paid off. Reaching into the side pocket of the bag, she found a large plastic storage bag that she had stuck there a few days ago so she could put her dirty gym clothes in it after working out and seal them up, thus keeping the smell from adhering to the remaining contents of the bag. Well, it had an even better use now.


  As she carefully shed her ruined clothes piece by piece, she gently folded each one and placed it in the bag. Once finished, she sealed it tight and shoved it back in the bag. Summoning up courage from deep within, she turned to the mirror and stared at the myriad of bruises on her breasts, upper arms, and thighs. Dear God, he had even left teeth marks on her left breast! As much as she abhorred the idea of doing so, she picked up her cell phone and began snapping pictures of her battered body. She consoled herself with the thought that at least some stranger at a hospital wasn’t doing this.


  Based on the pain she felt whenever she moved, she knew she needed to check out down below, but she couldn’t bear to think about what he had done in that area, so she decided to wait until she got home and began to painfully dress herself in her gym clothes. She leaned over the sink and filled the basin with enough cool water to wash off the dried blood on her face so she could leave the building without being stopped and questioned by the Maricopa County deputy rejects that served as security guards downstairs. While tenderly patting her face dry, she leaned in as close as she could to the mirror and began to truly grasp that the damage was worse than she thought and would most likely take weeks to heal. For once, she was glad that she happened to have a heavy mane of long hair that she could sweep across her horribly swollen eye.


  She knew she should be in a state of hysteria at the moment—or at the very least catatonic as she had been earlier—but oddly, instead of feeling victimized, she realized her battered, bloody, and bruised body was a trophy of her survival, and the fuel to the plan that had begun to form in her mind. She refused to shed a tear over what that bastard had done to her, so she shoved her traumatized emotions down into the deepest crevice in her soul to be dealt with another day and only allowed one emotion to remain unchecked: anger. She felt it pulsate through her like a drug, numbing everything else.


  As she continued to stare at her injured face, she couldn’t stop the playback of the words he had said after he had finally climbed off of her and began to buckle his pants: “Ah, thank you, Audra! That was good for me, but you look a little less than satisfied, which, as a gentlemen, I find rather disturbing. How about I make up for my lack of—shall we say, decorum?—and just go ahead with your promotion to equity partner? My treat, of course, as a reward for your troubles?”


  He had been so cavalier, almost chivalrous in his mannerisms as he stood there over her while her petite body was racked with pain and uncontrollable trembling in response to the violent beating and rape she had just suffered. And to top it off, he had offered to throw money and a promotion at her to make it better!


  It was at that incongruous moment that she had made the decision not to involve the police nor file any report or have any discussion with anyone about this evening, not even her attacker. A small snicker left her swollen lips, and she winced in pain as she realized that all the rumors and office gossip she had overheard for years, yet brushed aside as the ramblings of less than devoted slackers or money-hungry high-heeled leeches, had actually been true. She had just been so embedded in her work and her determination to be noticed, she had failed to give any credence to them. Ironic that it took her being injected with venom by the snake before she even realized one had been in the room with her the entire time.


  She started forming her plan for the entire firm, the filthy place that had destroyed so many lives over the years, including that of her unborn son. The nasty, blood sucking reptile that lured people into its lair with promises of gold, only to suck them bone dry and toss their empty carcasses aside when they were no longer interesting, would pay. She would make sure they were held accountable, and would not stop until every last one of them felt the same shame and humiliation she had experienced tonight.


  Her eyes widened as she felt a strange sensation deep inside her core, and she noticed that the eyes that looked back at her from the mirror were those of someone else, a stranger she didn’t recognize. Even through the intense swelling of her right eye, she saw that they were no longer the naïve, innocent eyes from before—the ones that had viewed the world as a place where hard work and ethical behavior prevailed and were followed accordingly by just rewards. Those had been replaced with eyes full of smoldering anger which now skewed her once lofty view of the world and had turned them deep emerald green.


  Her mind crossed over into territory unfamiliar to her, and her thoughts became dark and sinister as she began to mull over her new purpose in life. Never had the snake been exposed for all to see, for its secrets were buried deep beneath its lair under countless piles of blood money, just like the pile that had been offered to her tonight. Those piles of money had bought the silence of its victims for so long that accountability was not in its vocabulary. She would change all that, no matter how long it took. She wasn’t quite sure yet how she would do it, but she would change every single one of them from being accountable to none to accountable to all.


  




   


   


  OLIN


  chapter one


   


   


   


   


   


  “GET HIM THE FUCK on the phone!” Olin bellowed from his plush office chair, his thinning hair falling out of place as he slammed his well-manicured hand on his desk. His poor, frantic assistant, Gabrielle, fumbled with her phone to dial the office in Montana yet again. “I told you, I have to talk to him now, no excuses!”


  “Yes sir, I’m on it,” Gabrielle shot back, fighting the urge to just take the phone in there and smash it into the side of his ego-inflated head, matching the bump she had given him yesterday. She wished now she would have kicked him harder and knocked the bastard out. She consoled herself with the thought that she soon wouldn’t be his assistant anymore; surely Lily had found a new spot for her within the company after the disastrous events of last night!


  She dialed Reed’s office number, only to be told by his own assistant, once more, that he was unavailable and may she take a message? “Yes, please. This is Olin Kemper’s office again. Mr. Kemper needs to speak with him as soon as possible regarding an urgent matter. Might you be able to get word to him and have Reed return the call as soon as possible?” Gabrielle pleaded, hoping her counterpart on the other end would hear the desperation in her voice. Reed’s assistant assured Gabrielle that he would receive the message as soon as she could convey it to him.


  She hung up and decided not to walk into Olin’s office to deliver the message in person; instead, she opted for calling him on the intercom, thus steering clear of any objects he might feel the need to throw, as he had done in the past. “Olin, Reed is unavail…” was all she got out before Olin began berating her loudly, storming out of his office to her desk to continue his verbal tirade face to face.


  “Are you really that fucking incompetent? How difficult is it to get someone on the phone? Did you not hear me when I told you this was an emergency and I need to talk to Reed now? Oh, wait. I know what’s wrong!” Olin hissed as his clenched up fist pounded Gabrielle’s desk with a loud thud that sent papers flying. “That brunette color on your head is hiding the fact that you are actually a blonde, of no use to anyone except to suck their dick; and you can’t even do that right!” Olin shouted at Gabrielle as she sat frozen in her chair, his eyes turning the color of frosted ice as he glared at her.


  Too stunned and mortified to even respond to his outburst, Gabrielle felt the heat rising from the back of her neck to her face as her peripheral vision let her know that everyone in the office had suddenly stopped what they were working on and were fully engulfed in watching the freak show that was in full swing at her desk—morning entertainment for the masses that forced her to be the unwilling star of the Olin Show. Scared and shocked into silence, she just stared at Olin with her mouth slightly agape in utter disbelief. Her eyes pleaded for him to stop, yet she knew from past experience he wouldn’t. He was in his element and took full advantage of his prey being rendered helpless from his onslaught.
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  OLIN was well known to all who had ever had the unfortunate experience of working for or with him as a classic “Dr. Jekyll/Mr. Hyde” personality. The “Dr. Jekyll” side was endowed with an impressive legal mind as well as a head for numbers and held duel licenses as both a lawyer and certified public accountant. Early in his accounting career, Olin had discovered that the lucrative oil and gas sector, especially rigging manufacturers, was where he wanted to focus all his energy since he realized that everyone, everywhere, needed gas, and roughnecks tended to have pockets full of money and heads full of rocks. Olin preferred his clientele to be rich and dumb, which is exactly what he found to be the case within this niche.


  He had worked diligently for over thirty years to be known throughout the industry as the “go to” guy when financial troubles came knocking on their doors, or if the polar opposite happened, where to hide ill-gotten gains or excessive wealth from the Internal Revenue Service. Olin’s ability to finagle the books and circumvent the law drew clientele to him, along with his brash and irreverent attitude, both of which tended to come off as supreme confidence in not only his own capabilities, but the firm’s as well. Word of mouth spread quickly throughout the gas companies of his skills, and clients flocked to him like starving seagulls that spotted the lone piece of bread on an empty beach. Olin was at the peak of his career, for his firm had a stronghold on over seventy-five percent of the U.S. owned drilling companies.


  Armed with extreme intelligence and business savvy, Olin coupled that with his willingness to provide all sorts of frat boy services to his clients including hookers, strippers, drugs, and booze, which had made him an incredibly wealthy man. When it became known that Olin would be attending any convention, attendance would quadruple as CEO’s of the nation’s largest rigging entities would converge to where they knew the fun would be. If he couldn’t make a convention due to other business commitments, then he would just host a business party at his Scottsdale estate shortly afterward, which throughout the years had become legendary and rivaled only slightly by those held at the Playboy mansion. His despicable behavior had mushroomed to the point that marketing the firm’s services was truly not necessary for him anymore, and he actually had to turn down some clients as they begged to have him perform their audits and tax returns.


  After taking over the reins of the firm almost six years ago after a successful coup from Eric Jennings, the previous managing partner, no one could stop him or slow him down. He had envisioned going from one of the “Top 200” accounting firms in the United States to the “Top 50,” and his determination to do just that had put the firm in jeopardy several times over the years; yet he always seemed to find a way to turn things around in the end and make the company even more profitable than it had been before. His perceived invincibility left him believing that he could do whatever he wanted, whenever he chose to, and to whomever he saw fit.


  Olin thumbed his nose at authority and lived life on his terms; to hell with what others thought about him or his lack of morals. Although he was ridiculously rich, he wore jeans and a dress shirt whenever he decided to saunter into work and was rarely ever seen in a suit and tie. However, he was the only one allowed to do so, for he insisted upon a strict dress code for all other employees—not because he really cared about the professionalism of the firm, but more because he enjoyed having the authority over them. Controlling the strings of his petty puppets was just another way to show his superiority to those beneath him, and that arrogant attitude parlayed well to his clients. He was known for aiding even the severest of corporate criminals in bending the rules, allowing them to make even more money and stay out from behind bars, since several of the CEO’s of the gas companies were some of the lowliest pond scum around.


  His “Mr. Hyde” side, which he showed often to his employees as well as his family, was full of deplorable behavior as he relished demeaning his underlings at any given opportunity, caring nothing about the feelings of the people he hurt in his reckless pursuit of his endless lusts. And although most accounting firms were notorious for working their employees into the ground during tax and audit season, Olin’s firm was even worse. Numerous employees had suffered mental breakdowns over the exorbitant stress levels placed on them by Olin’s heavy thumb over the years, and the usual target of his wretched behavior was women.


  Olin was a textbook narcissist/sociopath that any psychologist would salivate over at the thought of actually being allowed to study him. His deep seated hatred for women was borne from his disgust at his own wretched mother, whose countless boyfriends had moved them all over the country, until they had finally settled down in this arid, desert hell with a rich one who raised show horses. Olin realized early on that women used their sexuality as a weapon as he watched his mother use her sensuality on numerous men over the years, and he refused to ever let that weapon graze him, so he learned to strike first. As a child that bounced from one place to another, Olin was constantly thrown into the “new kid” shoes. Rather than trying to adapt and make friends and then have to pack up and leave again—or worse yet, bearing the humiliation and taunting from other kids—Olin had turned his emotions inward and directed all his attention to books rather than to socializing. He spent numerous hours alone locked in his room, safely tucked away from the soaring heat that Arizona was known for, as he studied behavioral traits of people to soothe himself. He learned at a young age what inner demons drove others, and he would use that knowledge to his advantage against his enemies. Over the years, that number had grown exponentially.


  At fifty-seven, Olin’s notorious reputation for his unabashed sexual conquests had grown to mythical proportions that stemmed from the constant supply of fresh, straight-out-of-college meat that the firm had hired over the years. Winscott & Associates, which took up four floors in Phoenix’s largest office complex, was referred to at times by outsiders and ex-employees as “the den of iniquity,” and Olin never missed an opportunity to ensure that the nickname was not in vain. The firm was his personal hunting ground, and Olin hunted often.


  He had a nasty habit of treating females as nothing but sexual playthings, toys to pass the time away, and when he was finished with them, he would toss them aside like broken Barbie dolls for the next young crop. Countless sexual harassment claims had been brought against him during his thirty years at the firm, but as he learned early on in college, money in one’s pocket was what the majority of people wanted. So, as long as he paid for his toys, they stayed silent, dropped their claims, and walked away with their pocketbooks full and morals stripped. If things became too complicated or he felt as though no more money should be spent on a particular subject, Olin would just have them fired or make their lives so miserable at work that they would quit. When lawsuits were filed or pending, he would just point out that their deeds with him were not something they would want to be made public, which he always threatened to do if things progressed; and then he threw a bit more money at them, thereby ending the problem. It was a win-win situation for him, and every time he won, his ruthlessness grew even bigger.


  As he aged, Olin realized that it wasn’t the actual sex act that turned him on as much as it was the thrill of the chase and the eventual kill, for he had tapped into his dark, animalistic side at an early age. He loved the scent of the fresh, young meat as he would amble up to them, encircling them with his boy-like charm, his light blue eyes boring into their young innocent ones, convincing his prey that he only had eyes for them as he separated them from the herd, and then striking when their reserves weakened. For Olin, once the victim was down, bleeding, and no longer putting up a fight, their delicious scent would waft away and be replaced by the smell of stale, rotted flesh that he would walk away from, never looking back as his dead eyes searched the terrain for his newest conquest.


  The trail of carcasses that Olin had left in his wake over the years had begun to stack up and stink, becoming much more difficult to hide as bodies started poking through the mounds of cover money. The truth of the matter was people talked, and in the small pond that Olin was the biggest fish in, the smaller fish had begun to band together, plotting their vengeance as his deeds grew more vicious and sadistic.


  Olin didn’t care though, since he just left it to others to clean up the mess behind him as they had always done in the past. His cash reserves were long and deep. Not only was he the head of the firm, but he had married old money as well. It never occurred to him that cold hard cash wouldn’t always buy perpetual silence since so far, it had.


  As much of a predator as Olin was when it came to ensnaring his victims, he saved his nastiest side for those who had the audacity to oppose him. Not only would he feel no remorse in destroying a colleague or lower-level employee for not bending to his will, but God help the unfortunate female that had the impudence to turn him down when she sensed he was like a stag in rut, snorting and sniffing as he strutted in her direction.
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  DENIAL of Olin’s advances was exactly the reason that Gabrielle found herself the recipient of his verbal barrage on the day in question. Since her hiring as his assistant over three months ago, Gabrielle had been the object of Olin’s never-ending attempts to bed her. With her long, dark brown hair, vibrant green eyes, young nubile body, and bright smile, Gabrielle was not only a radiant beauty but was also intelligent enough to not fall for his numerous attempts at seducing her. For one thing, Gabrielle found his brash demeanor utterly revolting. She assumed he thought himself charming as he would say the most outrageous things to her, but he just sounded like a sick, horny, old pervert.


  The other thing that had kept her from succumbing to his advances was the fact that he was the same age as her father, which she found thoroughly disgusting. Gabrielle preferred young, muscled up Adonis types, and Olin didn’t fit that category at all. Over and over again, she would tell him that she didn’t date married men. In actuality, she really wasn’t morally opposed to adultery, but the mere thought of Olin naked made her stomach churn. Every time he suggested, in his most charming voice, what he wanted to do to her and dangled baubles and posh trinkets her way, Gabrielle would politely spurn his advance, never accepting any of the gifts he threw in her direction. But last night had been his boldest try yet when he followed her out as she walked to her car, then suggested that they go out for a drink so she could take a ride in his brilliant black, brand new Audi TT Roadster, even offering to let her drive. She’d had enough, and flat out shot him down.
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