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The phoenix, while mythical, builds a nest before it dies and sets itself on fire. Then rises from the ashes, symbolizing hope, life, and good over evil.

I’m neither immortal nor fucking mythical.

I gave up believing in a savior well before my balls dropped, and nothing in my thirty-one years has changed my mind.

In fact, I’m about to become the very thing I once hated.

A monster. 

Like my father.

Nature or nurture? It’s an age-old question.

One I have zero need to answer because I won’t be spawning any devils from my DNA.

I toss back the scotch in the bottom of my crystal glass and take in the mega-million-dollar view from my luxury Manhattan penthouse. Raindrops hit the floor-to-ceiling windows and slide down the glass, distracting me from the world beyond. It feels macabre standing here in the dark, but it suits my mood. 

I don’t know if I’m even capable of true joy.

My mind flicks back to my years at Phillips Academy—a boarding school for rich kids. Or should I say rich, unwanted kids. A place that likely saved what was left of my life.

Or rather, soul.

It’s where I met my “brothers”: Parker, Zayne, Travis, and Killian. We saved one another. 

If you can call it that. 

We might all be rich as fuck, but underneath our confidence, power, and—when alone—our ridiculous banter, lies five splintered souls. 

It’s how we connected and it’s what bonds us.

That and the fight club we started when we were fifteen. It caused an underground movement that attracted the rich, the poor, and the broken—all needing to smash the fuck out of someone to feel alive.

To feel power.

To take back what was taken.

Never works, of course, but it feels fucking great to bleed and ache instead of feeling numb.

Or to try to house the fury inside.

So, the Alliance Fight Club was formed.

Don’t go mistaking us for some kind of Robin Hoods. We weren’t saving anyone. We just wanted to fight. Because back then we couldn’t fight our fathers—the men who caused irrevocable harm to each and every one of us.

“Remember the code,” Parker said after the first night of the Alliance Club fights in the dark streets behind Phillips Academy. “Strength in silence: revenge is a patient man’s game. We act in the shadows and never reveal our hand too soon.” 

We haven’t. 

We each graduated and have built empires, making us powerful and influential. 

I had a helping hand, not from my father, but because my mother died while I was at Phillips. Whether she died of natural causes is still something I wonder about, but she stood by and let my father do what he did, so my cold, shattered heart simply hardened when I was told, and I focused on the multi-six-figure inheritance she left me.

One my father couldn’t touch.

He’d done enough touching of things that didn’t belong to him during my life. 

Including me. 

Every fucking inch of me.

It started from as early as I can remember until the day I left for the academy. I know the moment Pierce Sterling decided to send me away. It was the moment I found my voice and spoke back to my father in front of his fucked-up, child-abusing friends.

He didn’t like it. 

I’ve wondered many times what would have become of me if I’d stayed living at home. 

Would he have broken me completely? 

Would I have killed him?

I certainly imagined it with every dirty kick and punch in those dark streets while we were running the Alliance Fight Club.

Some nights, I hated myself for it.

Other nights, I itched to go home and follow through with it. 

“You want to spend your life in jail?” Parker would ask me. “Because that’s not revenge. That’s letting him win.”

“I won’t get caught.” I hissed back.

“Maddox.” Killian had a way of saying my name and getting through to me when the others didn’t. His deep voice, even back then, snapped me out of it.

Let me be clear, it’s not like we shook our ten-year-old hands the first day we met and openly declared my father fucked me up the ass, how about you? Also, which is your favorite, Batman or Superman?

Over time, trust formed between us, and we witnessed one another drift off into the abyss—the dark, safe, and lonely space in our minds—and brought one another out.

We shared what we felt safe to, but none of us required a lot of words.

We knew what the results of abuse looked like, simply by looking in the mirror.

The teachers were unaware—or didn’t want to know—and so it was our friendship that got us through the rest of our childhood.

That and the Alliance.

We were the children of wealthy and powerful men who paid an insane amount of money to send us away, to free them from their sins.

The sick fucks.

My stomach turns as flashes of my childhood return, and I push them back with the full force of my willpower. 

It does no good to think about it.

I’ve studied enough psychology books to know what harm it’s caused. The guilt and shame I carry is normal and all that bullshit.

I don’t remember a time when Pierce—as I now call him—wasn’t torturing or abusing me. 

The truth is, he broke me, but not completely. I know I’m not a whole man. I’m not someone capable of love, and I accept that.

How could I be?

When I was learning to walk, he would use a whip. Not that I remember. I had to ask my mother what the thin scars on my legs and thighs were. 

“You just wouldn’t do as you were told, Maddox. Your father is not a patient man.” Mom told me.

I had a visceral reaction in that moment, as if my body remembered, not my mind.

Fucking asshole.

Then it all came flooding back. Pierce telling me it was important to train my body—I was fucking six —and after dinner, at least three or four nights a week, he’d take me to our gymnasium and force me to run on the treadmill at insane levels until my legs were shaking and I almost collapsed.

Or force me to lift weights way too heavy for a little boy.

If I failed to lift them, he’d let the heavy bar fall on my chest, crushing me. 

Bruising me. 

Humiliating me.

Scaring me.

I’d have chosen those nights over the others any day of the week, but I didn’t have a choice.

Not when Pierce led me upstairs to my bedroom and locked the door. 

And my mother ignored my pleas and screams.

As the fates would have it, the boys and I all ended up at Brown University after that, sharing apartments throughout our education. 

Word spread about the Alliance Fight Club and after some pressure we started them up again. The cops arrived one night, and after paying them off the first time, they left us alone. 

I don’t know the reason half the people turned up. We did send a girl away, stating no one was going to punch her. Correction: I told her and ended up with a broken nose. 

“Still not hitting you, sweetheart, so turnaround and walk away,” I said, holding my nose as blood dripped from it.

“Bunch of pussies!” she hissed.

“I’ll eat your pussy baby, but I ain’t punching you.” Parker shrugged. He lived to regret that statement when she kneed him in the balls. Jury is still out if he can have kids.

Our code was just for the five of us. Me, Zayne, Parker, Travis, and Killian.

We fought.

We studied. 

And we each planned out our long-term strategies for revenge. 

Which sounds easier than it actually is. You need to understand your enemy to effectively destroy them. I had to learn who my father was and what his motivations were. I was a child when I left, and clearly, we weren’t close.

That took careful research.

All the while, I turned the six-figure inheritance from my mother into a billion-dollar tech business supplying security equipment to private security companies and the government.

Not just our own.

The rain eases and I pull my phone out of my pocket, staring once again at the news article that even shocked me. 

Pierce Sterling to marry Fox & Co. heiress.

Kyra Fox.

She’s breathtakingly beautiful, extremely rich, and has just become an unwitting pawn in my game of revenge.

Letting out a long sigh, I walk to the oak side cabinet and pour another two fingers of Macallan, then toss it back.

She might be innocent, but so was I. It’s only because of my grandparent’s rock-solid trust structure that I’m standing here today, a powerful man. 

I remember the day I learned my father had attempted to blackmail my lawyer into paying my inheritance into his account. 

I never would have seen a dollar if he’d been successful.

“That motherfucker!” I hissed, reading the email from my lawyer.

“Ring the cops. Have him arrested, Maddox.” Parker encouraged me when we were eighteen.

I shook my head.

“It won’t stick. You know that as well as I do. He’ll have high-powered officials in his pocket.”

“He’s right,” Zayne said. “Our fathers would do the same thing.”

“Fuck. It’s just not right.” Parker tossed a stone into the bushes as we walked along a path.

“One day,” I said, zipping up my jacket. “One day, I’m going to be a powerful man and kill him.”

“Dude really?” Travis asked, while Killian lifted his brow.

“Maddox,” he warned under his breath.

I ignored him.

Killian knows more than anyone how unstable that I am deep down. I supposed someone was bound to see the real devil within me, eventually.

Like father, like fucking son.

“Don’t know how yet. But I’m going to turn my inheritance into billions,” I declared. “Then I’m going to destroy him little by little until he takes his last breath.”

I meant every word.

I just didn’t know how.

I knew the path would be shown to me if I waited long enough. God knows I was getting impatient. At thirty-one, I’ve waited long enough.

I didn’t know it was going to come in the form of a twenty-two-year-old, blue-eyed brunette who was marrying my father.

But whatever.

I’m willing to do whatever it takes.

I could tear down his company and destroy everything he’s built. That’s way too easy.

I want to humiliate him.

I want to crush his spirit and make him beg for my forgiveness. 

I drop my crystal glass on the silver tray and roll up the sleeves of my black shirt, exposing my tattoos, thick forearms, and Audemars Piguet timepiece. Propping my hands on my hips, I glance around my penthouse.

It’s time.

I may not be a phoenix, but when I die, my ashes will contain all the sins of my father. 

And those of mine as I exact my revenge.
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I feel like I’m just a prop in this wedding as I stare at all the sample fabrics the wedding planners have laid out on the table. 

In some ways, I am.

I’m the bride in this charade, as I call it, but I may as well just be a table ornament.

All my life I knew I’d be married to a man of my parents choosing. But never did I think he’d be thirty-something years older than me. Or a man who watches me like a predator. Like I’m a juicy steak dinner being prepared for him.

Which I am.

Ugh.

Pierce Sterling—CEO of Sterling Enterprises.

Aka old gross dude.

Not that I’ve said that out loud. I’ve been raised to be compliant and do what I’m told. 

My father is the CEO of Fox & Co., and I’m grateful for the life his success has granted us. I’m proud of what he’s achieved. 

But in this day and age, I do not understand why a marriage to a business partner is necessary. I have harbored a hope that I might love, or at least strongly like, the man they chose for me.

It’s not like there is a lack of nice men in the circles my father socializes in.

Well, it’s too late now. The announcement has been made, and the world thinks I am marrying Pierce Sterling.

I am.

My stomach lurches again.

I’ve tried to speak to my mother about it, but she said we can’t change what has been agreed upon between the two men.

What about what I want?

It never factored into the decision. I stood in front of my father, tears pouring down my face, as he announced my fate to me six short weeks ago. Thankfully, he chose to tell me in private as I almost collapsed to the ground.

My pleading eyes shot to my mother, who looked away.

“Mom?” I reached out and grabbed the back of the chair to steady myself as we stood in Dad’s office.

“Kyra, contain yourself. You know this is your duty. We’ve made no secret that one day you would marry to protect this family.”

Protect?

I don’t know what that means anymore.

We have more money than ninety-five percent of the population and rub shoulders with people who are extremely powerful. 

“I thought it might be to someone my own age.” I wiped the tears from my cheek. “Or at least close.”

Dad’s eyes dipped momentarily. It was the first time I’d seen a hint that he might be regretful. But it soon vanished.

“Yes. Well, no.” He’d lifted his eyes, and they had hardened once more. “This marriage must take place. There are no more discussion to be had.”

As the shock began to fade, anger replaced it.

“No. I won’t do this.” I’d stepped back, as if I could run away from this.

But the reality was, I couldn’t.

I’d been homeschooled, and my education was limited. The focus, as if I was some eighteenth-century daughter, was on cooking, keeping a household, and other similar duties.

At twenty-two, I had no work experience. No degree. No tangible skills to earn money.

I had no money.

Everything was paid for by my father or supplied for me.

The feeling of being controlled and trapped made me feel like I couldn’t breathe some days. Perhaps that’s why I’ve suffered from asthma all my life.

My chest tightened as I’d kept walking backward and my mother reached for me.

“Kyra. Relax. Come on, calm down.” 

My hand flew to my chest as I felt an attack coming on. My lungs tried to pull in gasps of air. The world around me turned into chaos as my mother screamed for our staff to bring an inhaler and my father cursed, rounding his large oak desk.

“Breathe Kyra. For god’s sakes. You cannot act out like this every time you don’t like a decision I make.” He growled.

Act out?

Our housekeeper had run into the room and dropped to the floor, pushing the plastic device to my mouth.

I grappled with it and pressed down, sucking in the medicine. Then again.

My lungs had worked hard, my chest beating like crazy as I struggled to accept the changes about to take place.

I was getting married.

To a man older than my father.

Not quite a child bride, but it was close enough and still revolting.

“Take care of this, Sally,” Dad said, and my mother assured him she would.

Now, two weeks on, all I feel is numb. I’ve cried a million tears and screamed into my pillow.

I tried to come up with a plan to run away and hit a dozen brick walls. I’ve even sought out people to help me get out of this situation.

“Just marry him and then get divorced,” Penny, my best friend, advised. “Make him think you’re into him, get your hands on his money, and then leave.”

As if it’s that simple.

I had a feeling the prenuptial agreement I signed gave away any lingering rights I had left. Of course, when I asked for time to review it, I was chastised.

In front of my future husband.

Who wasted no time showing me exactly how things were going to be when I married him.

“Do you plan to be difficult while we are married, Kyra? I hope not. Derek? I thought you had this covered,” Pierce said, shooting a dark look toward my father.

“She won’t,” my father had replied firmly, glaring at me.

“I can’t sign something I haven’t read. I have rights,” I whispered, glancing at my mother for support.

I don’t know why I bothered. She’s never spoken up for me before. Deep down, I was still hoping she would.

In private, she has explained how essential it is I do as my father tells me. That he knows what is best for our family and the future of Fox & Co.

“Who you marry is important, darling. Your grandparents worked hard to create the fortune that we enjoy, and your father continues to ensure the Fox name is held in high esteem,” Mom said.  

My father inherited the nationwide accounting firm from my grandfather, and during the early 2000s, it began to thrive, becoming a Fortune 500 company. Our name is on skyscrapers in New York and on buildings in Los Angeles, Chicago, Atlanta, and Orlando. 

I’m good with numbers. I think I would’ve contributed far more by working in the business. If I was a boy, would they have educated me more? 

It saddens me to think so, but I know I’m right. 

I asked my father a few years ago, and he slapped me. I took it as a yes. 

The bruise was visible for a week.

“You’re lucky you’re homeschooled. I wouldn’t want to explain that to anyone.” Dad growled as I held my palm against my cheek. “Never ask me that again.”

I didn’t need to.

I had my answer.

The teen years were the hardest. I barely socialized, and who I hung out with was closely monitored. I met Penny at ballet class, which I’d fought to attend when I was little.

I’d fortunately excelled at it, and when I overheard my mother saying to my father that the other moms were all talking about how talented I was, he muttered that I could keep going.

Penny and I hit it off immediately and each year got closer and closer. She was one of my only true friends. Her family is also wealthy, so I suppose my father approved of her.

Unlike me, she has an optimistic view of life.

She’s kept me sane more times than I can count.

“What if I don’t get access to money and end up stuck married to him forever?” I’d asked her, curling my feet under my bottom on the sofa.

Penny frowned. “That’s illegal. You can’t force someone to stay married to you.”

I had a feeling Pierce Sterling could.

The only benefit being that I would outlive him. By decades.

“Anyway, pretending I like him would involve sex. And...” I had swallowed down my revolt.

Even Penny had cringed.

“Just close your eyes and pretend you’re shopping or something.”

Dropping my head into my hands, I’d moaned. “It’s rape. I don’t want to marry him.”

That’s when she had hugged me.

“I wish I could do something.”

“Help me run away.” I’d lifted my face, pleading pathetically. “What about Chad’s place in the Hamptons? I could go there and hide for a few weeks.”

Chad was her cousin.

“I’m not sure...”

“Please ask him, Penny.” I’d begged.

“Wouldn’t that be breaking some law?” Penny had asked. 

“No. How? I’m an adult. I can say no to my own wedding.” I think. “All he needs to do is pick me up. I’ll sneak out and then figure out the next steps.”

She pressed her lips together. “Pierce is a powerful man, Kyra. Chad might not agree. And how are you going to pay for things?”

“I’ll get a job.” I could cook. I’d work in a diner if I had to.

“Kyra, I don’t know...”

“Just ask him. Please.” I grabbed her arm.

That was last week, and she still hasn’t come back to me. 

Chad is five years older than us and lives by himself. I know he has space, and if I take some of my jewelry, I could pawn it for cash. I’ve even considered taking some of my mother’s.

I have to do something.

“Well, I think I have enough information for now.” The wedding planner closes her laptop and collects the samples in front of her. 

“Wonderful.” My mother pushes her chair out and stands.

I do the same.

Then Pierce follows, adjusting his blue tie as he walks around the table to join me.

A creepy shiver runs through my body.

My father slowly pushes his chair out, watching us, and nods at Pierce. “Sally, let’s walk them out.”

Mom smiles and leads the wedding planner out of the room, with my father trailing behind them.

What is happening?

Next second, I find out. Pierce moves fast, dipping his mouth to my neck, leaving a wet kiss.

As my stomach lurches, I jump and grab his arm. “Oh, my god!” 

He tugs me against his body. I feel his hard manhood and almost gag.

“It was about time I got to touch you.” Pierce growls. “I will grant you these last few weeks but just know, Kyra, that on our wedding night, I will be deep inside your virginal pussy. Fucking it.”

Um, what?

“And you’ll enjoy it.” He adds as his hand presses between my legs.

Shaking, I only just keep from telling him he’s wrong on both counts. I will not enjoy it. And I’m not a virgin.

“Tell me, Kyra, will you suck my cock and swallow my come?”

Never.

I turn my face away. “Please, Mr. Sterling.”

“You will call me Pierce. You are my fiancé, soon to be my wife.”

We were just over a week away from the wedding. My nightmare. 

Suddenly, I can’t stop the flow of my words.

“What do you expect of me? We have nothing in common. You’re decades older than me. How is this going to work?” I try to pull out of his arms, but he holds me firmly. Then laughs, sticking his tongue in my ear.

Ugh, gross.

“Whatever I want. You’ll attend events with me, show the world you’re a happy and dutiful wife, and let me fuck you whenever I want.”

My eyes dip to the floor as my heart sinks. This is worse than I thought. Pierce is cruel and doesn’t see me as a young woman with my life ahead of me. In his eyes, and in my parents’ viewpoint, I am his to maneuver and use for his benefit.

“You can’t force me. I have rights,” I argue.

His teeth bare as he grabs my chin and forces his lips to mine.

“Keep up this attitude and I might even demand you give me more children from this cunt of yours.” 

He has children?

As my eyes widen, Pierce releases me, drags his fingers over my breast, fondling my cotton covered nipple until it hardens.

“Good. Your body already reacts to me. You will enjoy our fucking. Whether you want to or not.”

God, please save me from this torture.

Tears fight for dominance against the nausea rising in the back of my throat, but Pierce simply smirks and walks away. 

When I’m alone, I let out a short, guttural noise as I fall back down into the chair. I cannot marry this man my parents are forcing on me. I think I’d rather die.

Little do I know, I'm about to meet his son.
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I wipe my mouth on the napkin and lean back in my seat. “So, are we going to ignore the elephant in the room or can we just get right to the fucking topic?”

I know they’re dying to bring it up.

So why haven’t they?

Killian lifts his brows as he slices a piece of bacon in half on his plate. He doesn’t bother glancing at me. 

Parker sips his coffee, watching me with zero expression. Yeah, he’s an excellent poker player.

Just not as good as me. 

Zayne and Travis frown.

I can’t understand why they are pussyfooting around the news. It might not be on the front page of The New York Times, but I know they all saw the announcement of my father’s upcoming nuptials to Kyra Fox.

“So, Pierce is getting married. And to a woman more than half his age. Are we surprised?” Killian replies after swallowing his bacon.

He has a point.

I lift my coffee cup and swallow the last of it down while I hold his stare. “No.”

“So, there’s no elephant,” Parker says, silencing his phone when it starts buzzing. “You hate the asshole. It’s clear the woman is a trophy bride for his midlife crisis. That’s what rich, middle-aged men who already have two Lamborghinis and ten Rolex watches do. Your father needs a new toy to show off.”

Is that what this is?

I thought my father would’ve remarried years ago—to someone more his age—but he never has. Probably because he likes playing with little boys.

Sick fuck.

“When are we supposed to get our first Lambo? Asking for a friend,” Killian asks, smirking, then chomps on a piece of toast.

He could afford ten of them, for the record.

“Why the Fox girl? Any ideas?” Travis asks.

I shake my head and drop my mug on the table. I glance around Dune, the establishment owned by Killian. It’s one of seven four-star Michelin restaurants dotted around the United States. 

We meet at Dune Manhattan every Wednesday morning. I can count on one hand the number of times any of us have missed our weekly breakfast over the years since it opened. Our fight club days have matured, obviously.

While we mostly talk about business, women, and banter like the idiots we truly are, we all know there’s a deeper purpose to these catch ups.

Support.

Our friendship is the foundation of our lives because we don’t have families. Or more accurately, we’re estranged from them because of the abuse we suffered at their hands. 

We are true brothers, bonded by a promise to not let the vile world we started life in define who we became.

Or who we are every day.

Every day we have one another’s back, motivating one another to achieve greatness...and one day, to the sweet promise of vengeance.

Clearly, they haven’t realized my time has arrived.

“Not to be crass, but have you seen her? She’s fucking gorgeous,” Zayne says, pulling out his phone.

Irritation flashes through me, and while I contain my reaction, I stiffen and do a long blink. 

What the hell was that?

Yes, Kyra is beautiful—that is unmistakable—but she means nothing to me. I don’t know her. Have never met her or seen her in person.

In fact, I’m not even sure I knew that Derek Fox had a daughter. Nor cared.

Now, I do. 

Now she has become a very important person in my life. Not that Kyra is aware of that minor fact yet.

She soon will be.

Over the years, several opportunities have arisen to destroy my father. Every company has its vulnerable times. But I’m a strategic and patient man. It’s almost like I knew something better would eventually come along.

I’m not an idiot.

I know Kyra isn’t the love of Pierce’s life. He likely doesn’t even know the girl. Unless I’m wrong and there is some fucked-up age gap chemistry between them.

She won’t be after his money. As the heiress to Fox & Co., she’ll have a trust fund to pay for all the Chanel purses and Louboutin shoes her little heart could desire.

And she is little. 

The size two brunette with icy blue eyes looks almost childlike in the photos I’ve found online.

Imagining her with my father has me scowling.

But if this isn’t a match made in fucking heaven, Kyra is in for a shock after their nuptials. My father is a cruel man. He will hurt her and enjoy every second of it.

I grind my back teeth. 

In any case, thanks to me, she won’t have to endure it because I’m going to kidnap her.

I’m about to strip him of his pride and humility. Something an insecure and controlling man like him would rather die than succumb to. 

My lips twitch. 

The moment he announced his engagement to Ms. Fox, I saw a vulnerability, and like a rapid dog, I snapped my teeth, knowing I was going right for the jugular.

Pierce won’t be marrying for love.

Kyra’s disappearance is going to cause all kinds of confusion and trouble. Trouble I’m going to coax and orchestrate like a conductor. 

“Crass is your middle name?” Parker snorts and tugs Zayne’s phone, peering at the screen. “Jesus she’s young... and smoking.”

“Congratulations, you have a hot stepmom, Maddox.” Travis gives me a lopsided grin. 

They are all fucking perverts.

Not that I blame them. 

Kyra Fox is beautiful.

“Not yet,” I reply darkly and keep my plans to myself. It’s so tempting to tell them, but while we all might have some questionable morals—I mean we spent half our lives beating kids into a bloody mess so we could sleep at night—this might be going too far.

She’s innocent, after all.

They’d stop me. 

Or try to talk me out of it. 

I know this is the right path to take. Nothing will bring my father to his knees faster than being humiliated. His young bride suddenly leaving him days before his wedding is going to be hard to overcome in today’s public world.

I have the power and financial backbone to do this. 

The five of us have spent the last ten plus years accumulating wealth and influence. 

Killian, who owns Dune, is a successful restaurateur where the rich and famous from around the globe come to dine.  

Parker is an investor. If you can call it that. He buys failing businesses, pulls them apart, and then puts them back together again. Ruthlessly. If he’s not in the business news once a quarter for letting go of a few thousand people, someone journalist hasn’t done his job. What they fail to report are the new jobs he creates, which are far more sustainable, and the contribution that has made to the economy. 

Those jobs would have gone when the companies inevitably failed. But then again, that’s a boring story and doesn’t get clicks and likes.

Zayne was an early investor in AI and works with both policy makers and industries as an independent to ensure it contributes positively to humanity and doesn’t fucking destroy us.

It scares the shit out of me, while also being exciting.

“It’s been around for a lot longer than people realize.” Zayne told me one day. “And everyone is using it. Like every stage in human civilization, we need to keep pivoting and evolving. Or we die.”

“Or the bots kill us.” I lifted my brows.

“Well, we won’t be around to complain about it, so right now we have to put policies in place to ensure it doesn’t. Not just put them back in a box. That day has long since passed.”

Jesus.

I knew he was right.

“The risk of nuclear war is the greatest it’s ever been.” He shrugged. “People should be more worried about that.”

“Very true. Just...do a good job, all right. I didn’t survive my fucking father to watch some tin can with legs destroy us all.”

He saluted me with a grin.

Cheeky bastard.

Travis almost became a pro golfer. When he didn’t, he decided to use some of his trust fund to create one of the top golf courses in the country located just outside of Manhattan. 

He didn’t stop there. 

Travis added a club to his portfolio—a grown-up’s club, if you get my point. The Alliance Club, named after our underground fight clubs, is a place you’ll find us most Friday nights if I’m not attending work events. 

The exclusive membership is outside of most people’s budget, and each person is personally approved by Travis. You won’t find innocent young women like Kyra Fox there, although I’d enjoy watching her face as she stepped inside the door.
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