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Introduction

 

Back in 2016, I released my first G-Man Next Generation title, Walk of Shame. Readers need to know that the Next Gen series do not find the offspring of Slate or Taz doing the FBI thing; or Easton's offspring of being top-level, security cleared product and service suppliers to top global intelligence agencies.

They're simply the offspring; doing their own thing, marching to the beat of different drums, making mistakes, and not always making the choices their parents would like them to make. Sounds fairly normal, right?

Well, I've found that these next gener's have a propensity to make you laugh, take a deep breath, roll your eyes, and maybe even piss you off a bit. But that's all in the way they were raised, right?

Wrong!

Each one has their own story. They are all stand alone New Adult Romances with varying flavors.

So, Walk of Shame is Easton and Darcy's son Weston's story. And it's pretty entertaining. You'll meet him again (or for the first time maybe) in Carson: The Untold Story.

Dude Interrupted is another Next Gen book, with the main character Bryce Slater (Slate and Sammie's son) who actually meets a Next Gen character from my debut Maybe Baby Series! That's right, Bad Boy Bryce meets Trey Sinclair's middle daughter, Avery Sinclair.

So many of my readers of Walk of Shame have been asking for Carson's story for the last five years! I actually had no plans to write a story for her, but her character in WOS with the mystery and secrets she kept from her family intrigued enough readers that I decided to develop a plot from her appearance in that book which wasn't easy. I truly hope you enjoy it. 

I'm considering doing a book for Harper, Taz and Lindsey's daughter who you'll meet in this book. 

Happy Reading!

 

 


Prologue





Sometimes life is just too damn complicated. This is as true for nineteen year-olds trying to find their place in the family unit, their elite social circles, or their academic culture as it is for a ninety year-old, trying to find their mouth in order to spoon-feed themselves gruel.

Sometimes I wish I were ninety years old. That I had already found my way through the complicated maze of confusion, contradictions, poor choices, failures, successes, disappointments, doubts, and self-loathing. 

I long to stand at the precipice of my existence, watch my whole life replay in front of me in bold, neon, polychromatic flashes from a kaleidoscope that shows my story so I can see how it all finally ends.

Don’t get me wrong. I’m not depressed; truly I’m not, but I can't tell you why. Maybe it's that I’m more like . . . desperate. Yeah, that’s what I am. 

Desperate to know how it all turns out.

But I don’t have that luxury right now. It is totally my fault. I’m ass deep into something I never would have imagined in a sober moment: My investigative research paper, for a class next semester.

I’d been so pumped about getting accepted as a sophomore into the seniors’ class that I’d started my research early, complete with a journal I’m keeping this semester.

It’s going to be “cutting edge.” I am certain it will blow Professor Armentrout out of his comfort zone when he reads my final, right before fall semester ends next spring. It will be epically unique. 

The prestige of garnering a slot as a contributing journalist for the monthly publication will practically ensure my acceptance into the Columbia University Graduate School of Journalism. Yeah, the one founded by Joseph Pulitzer himself.

My aspirations are high, but almost always met. It’s the thing I do. It’s who I am.

Carson Renee Matthews.

Second child, only daughter of Easton and Darcy Matthews. 

My father, Easton Matthews, is a global industrialist; a venture capitalist dabbling in all sorts of profitable goods and services. He and my mother are thicker than thieves. Never argue. Still look at one another as if they’re meeting and falling in love for the very first time. 

Never argue.

Disagree? 

Oh yeah. Lots of times. But it’s usually about Weston. Mom thinks Daddy is too harsh with him. Her favorite line is, “Easton, he’s testing his wings. Cut him some slack; let him soar with the eagles in his own good time.”

Daddy’s response?

“For Chrissake, Darcy, how will he soar with eagles when he surrounds himself with dodo birds?”

Oh, I know he loves Weston and me unconditionally; neither one of us has ever doubted that. It’s just that . . . well, I wanted to make sure I didn’t put the unconditionally to the test. Both of our parents were über attentive, although Daddy traveled quite a bit for his global business interests. But when he was home? It was all about Mom, Weston, and me.

Daddy can be a bit over-protective. Way worse than Mom, that’s for sure. But the fact they own a condo here in the city, which they visit more often now than they ever did the whole time I was growing up, is their way of making sure they keep parental tabs on me. Which is fine. I happen to love my parents to the moon and back.

But nothing in my formative years, my teen years, or my college years had prepared me for the ramifications of the choices I made.

 


PART 1

Down The Rabbit Hole 






Chapter 1

The Abyss

I feel like I’m floating in darkness. My eyes refuse to open, my limbs refuse to move, and the only sense not shut down appears to be my hearing.

Hushed voices.

Repetitive beeping.

I hear the sounds of air being pumped and then released into something with a long sigh. Doors swishing open and closed. Echoes of footsteps in the distance. 

And then I hear a voice. A familiar male voice with an unfamiliar timber. He’s talking quietly to someone. I then process that he’s talking to me.

It’s my older brother, Weston. He’s blaming himself for some shit I clearly don’t understand. What the hell does he think I’ve been involved in?

Silence follows. Is he still here with me? Then his voice floats to my ears. It calms me.

“Anyway, Sis, when you wake up, you and I are gonna have a long talk about that shit, you hear me? You’ve been playing Russian Roulette with your life, and I need to know you’re going to stop that shit. So, for right now, you focus on getting better. After that, I will make sure that you’re safe from here on out. I love you, Sis.” 

He said when I wake up. Then I’m not dead? Thank fuck! I’m in the hospital. It explains the beeping noises, which, quite frankly, are really getting on my nerves. 

So, apparently, something horrible has happened to me that has landed me here in the hospital. I’m trying like hell to recollect what it could be. 

I feel someone else is standing over me. But somehow I know that it’s not Weston.

“My sweet baby girl. Mommy’s here. If you can hear me, please give me a sign.”

The sound of sniffling follows. Mom is here and she’s crying. I want to give her a sign, I really do! But I can’t because nothing is working like it should.

“I feel like this is my entire fault. Like maybe I should’ve kept a better eye on your activities at college.”

Oh hell. She’s beating herself up. If I could talk, I would immediately blurt out to her that nothing is her fault because I know I have a mind of my own.

I hear distant footsteps getting closer. Someone else is now here with Mom. I hear his comforting words to Mom. It’s my father.

Family dynamics are funny. Not ‘har-har’ funny, but rather odd. The reality is Weston’s connection with Mom is much tighter than mine, though I do love her to pieces, but with Daddy, it’s like I can do no wrong. Same dynamic between Mom and Weston. He of course doesn’t see it.

My brother and I are a couple of years apart, but growing up, Daddy was gone a lot and Mom was the disciplinarian. It seemed like I was forever grounded for this reason or that, but not Weston. All he had to do was turn on the charm and Mom melted like a snow cone in hell.

I can hear his comforting words to her right now, in that lovely British accent.

“Darcy, love, Carson is strong. She will pull through this, I promise.”

“Oh Easton, you can’t make that kind of promise. I need her to give me a sign. I’ve been talking to her for the last two days, and no sign she even knows I’m here.” 

I want to scream, “I hear you Mom! I hear you Daddy!” but nothing will come out. I’m frozen but not cold. I can’t feel anything. Am I paralyzed?

My father’s voice now sounds tortured. I hate that I’ve caused this pain to my family.

“Easton . . . don’t.”

My mother’s voice sounds strange. Like there’s some dark secret they share. 

“My God, Darcy, even you must consider the possibility that this . . . this proclivity could be inherited in which case, I’m to blame.”

“Easton, stop, please. We shouldn’t discuss this in front of her. Anyway, put that thought out of your mind. I assure you, it’s not genetic.”

Oh shit. What the hell are they talking about? 

“We don’t know that, Darcy. Nobody knows if sexual proclivities are a result of nature or nurture.”

“Hush, Easton. Let’s talk about it later and not here.”

Huh? Sexual proclivities? Did I get here because of some kinky shit Daddy thinks I inherited from them - or more specifically, him? Isn’t that just like parents to want to assume guilt for something they played no part in? I think back to when I was eleven or twelve years old.

I was snooping around in my parents’ suite before Christmas. Suffice it to say, I found no hidden presents, but I was able to uncover some . . . well, for lack of a better word, interesting gadgets. At the time, I was clueless to their purpose, but years later, it became perfectly clear to me. Crops, leather harnesses, nipple clamps, furry wrist and ankle cuffs. 

So, yeah, later on I understood what those gadgets were all about. So my parents were into some kink? It was no big deal, although I didn’t actually want to dwell on it, they were my parents for Chrissake. But now Daddy had just outed himself as being the instigator. Apparently, he thought it was genetic. If I could have mustered up a giggle in Coma World, believe me, I would have in that moment. 

Ah, so yeah, that must be what landed me here. I connect the dots and recall the things my brother Weston mentioned while talking to me and it now makes perfect sense. I’m sure bits and pieces will surface, though a part of me doesn’t want it to because I may not survive the memory emotionally. I can choose not to remember. I’m stubborn that way. So, I need to sleep now; to shut out the sounds and let my mind rest. And just as I think that thought, I hear a nurse murmuring something to my parents.

“She needs to get some deep rest, Mr. Matthews. This will help her.”

“But all she does is sleep,” he argues.

“Comas are not the same thing as restful sleep, Sir. Actually, they can be exhaustive as the brain works to heal. This won’t hurt her, Sir. She’ll just get the rest she needs.”

And no sooner than I absorbed her words, I did indeed drift off into a restful sleep. 

 


Chapter 2

The Dream Sequence

 

“Carson, come on!” Shelby yells from the hallway outside my dorm room. “If you’re coming with me, I’m leaving now!”

“Okay! I’m coming,” I yell back to her, grabbing my backpack and opening the door. “Geez, in a hurry much?” I ask.

“What is that?” she asks, pointing to my backpack with a look of disgust on her face.

“Uh . . . a backpack?” I reply giving her the bug eye.

“Leave it inside,” she says tersely. “I’ve been over the rules with you already, Carson. Anything you want to bring inside the club has to be inspected. I’m not going to wait for twenty minutes while the bouncers inspect your backpack. Anything you need to have like your keys, have to be in a small purse or wallet.”

“Well damn,” I snap. “I wanted to take notes and shit. I know my phone can’t go inside, but still I’d like to have it with me.”

“You can check it at the door and they will hold it until you leave. No note taking either. This isn’t a lecture you’re going to, this is a sex club.”

“Shh,” I hiss, tossing my backpack inside my room and closing the door. “You don’t have to let the entire floor know where I’m going.”

“Hey,” Shelby replies, “Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it. It’s not nearly as dark and seedy as you might think. It sure as hell helps me take the pressure off. Oh, and just so you know, if you don’t want to stand out in this place, you need to look like you’re willing.”

“Willing to what?” I ask, a hint of alarm showing itself.

“Don’t be dumb. Willing to partake or at least not get snotty if you’re approached. I told Derek this was your first time as a guest. And please - don’t let anyone know your purpose for being there. No names, no descriptions, and you’ve got your fake I.D. right?”

“Yeah, got it,” I reply. “No sweat. I’ll just say I’m in it for the voyeurism aspect. I’m sure many of the members are quite happy to watch.”

Shelby was doing me a major favor by allowing me to be her guest. I wasn’t about to go into a sex club as an SWF looking for sex in all the wrong places. This was research for my investigative journalism assignment. These clubs weren’t illegal, because it was all consensual, twenty-one and over, and there was no charge per anything. It was a private, by membership only club. 

We’re standing in the plush lobby area of The Sanctuary. Thick piled, deep red carpeted flooring, red velvet settees and sofas line the walls as members do a meet and greet for tonight’s party. Parker is a junior at Columbia. We met in a Communications class we attend together. She’s a Jersey girl with no shame or filter, and I kind of dig that honestly. 

When I learned about her sex club hobby, I immediately knew this would be the topic of my project next semester. 

A large, intimidating Sumo Wrestler type walks over to us. I marvel at his shiny shaved bald head and multiple piercings. His upper arms are covered with a myriad of colorful tats, all of them professionally done. But he isn’t intimidating; he’s more like a business-like gentle giant.

“This is Carson, Derek. She might be interested in a membership but wants to check it out first.”

“So you said,” Derek replies, his voice deep and commanding. “Carson, please come into my office so we can get you a guest stamp.”

I walk dutifully behind Derek as we head into his office. “I’ll need your I.D. to ensure you’re twenty-one or over, and also, I’ll need to take a picture for our files. It’s regulation.”

I reach into my wallet and present him with the very authentic looking driver’s license I paid a hefty price for back in D.C. “Here you go,” I say with a smile, handing it over.

He looks at it, and then at me, and gives a nod, and then hands it back over to me. “I’ll also need you to sign and date our club’s rule list. Make sure you read each one carefully as we have a zero tolerance policy for violations.”

I take the paper from him and read through each bullet point rule:


		The Sanctuary is an adult lifestyle (swinger) party studio in the heart of NYC, where on-premise play is allowed.

		Single ladies are highly respected in The Sanctuary community. Stalking or harassment of single ladies is never permitted and, if excessive, can result in temporary or permanent suspension of a couple’s membership.

		The Sanctuary does not release a guest’s private information to other guests.

		Whether you are a man or a woman, please ask for the consent of others before touching.

		All guests should respect the dignity of others. No rude conduct toward guests or staff will be tolerated.

		If you enter a play area, and are not playing, we kindly ask that you whisper or do not talk at all. 

		NO PROSTITUTION. Anyone who solicits prostitution, engages in prostitution, or appears to be involved in prostitution will be removed from the premises immediately and their membership revoked.

		NO JOKING ABOUT PROSTITUTION. 

		NO DRUGS

		NO GUNS OR WEAPONS OF ANY KIND shall be permitted on the premises.

		No cameras, cell phone cameras, or recording devices are permitted for use. All personal items must be checked at the welcome desk in the lobby and picked up as you leave The Sanctuary.



I sign and date at the bottom, handing it back to Derek. “Sounds reasonable,” I remark with a smile. He takes that exact moment to snap a picture of me with his cell phone camera, and less than a minute later, his label printer spits out a color copy with the imprint of “Guest” over the top. It doesn’t have my name on it, thank God, and I notice later that none of the paying club members have to wear any identification tags, but their hands are ink stamped with a male or female symbol (♂ or a ♀.)

“You ready?” Shelby asks, eager to get to the fun stuff. “You can put your purse in my locker right here.”

I put my small handbag in the locker and Shelby spins the combination lock and directs me toward the bar area which is right outside the lobby.

“Let’s have a drink at the bar to relax,” Shelby suggests. 

“Fine by me,” I reply with relief. 

“What can I get for you lovely ladies?” the bartender asks.

“Two cosmopolitans, Grady,” Shelby says. “Put it on my tab.”

Our drinks arrive in a few moments, and I readily take several long sips. 

I’m starting to get really anxious. I need some preliminary information from Shelby. “Okay, Shell, after this, what is the routine?” I ask.

She laughs good-naturedly. “Well, hopefully, you’ll be relaxed enough to go with the flow. There is no routine, per se. But since this is your first time, how about I act as your guide? I’ll refrain from playing this evening. I don’t want you to feel abandoned. We’ll start off with some quirky stuff, and then work our way to the more sensual playrooms. Won’t go to the real kinky rooms this evening.”

“Perfect,” I reply exhaling a soft sigh of relief. A prude I was not, but I wasn’t ready for any really gross kink just yet. 

 


Chapter 3

Wake-Up Call

 

“Her fingers moved! Did you see that Easton?” my mother’s excited voice floats up to my ears and I realize she’s talking about me. I never thought the fact that my fingers moved would set off such joy and relief.

And then I realize my Coma-World is lifting. I can feel things. Pain for one. I feel pain all over and for a brief second, I want to go back to Coma-World where at least the pain didn’t resonate throughout my body.

I hear someone groan. 

“She’s in pain,” my father announces. “Nurse quickly, my daughter’s in pain here.”

My eyes flutter open, and it’s been so long since I’ve seen light, I have to squint to make out who’s here with me. I blink several times and then my sight gets into focus and mere shadows become my parents. Both wearing concerned looks of relief. 

“Mom? Daddy?” I croak out. I don’t think my voice has come back from Coma-World yet. It hurts like hell to talk. My tongue feels like it’s stuck against something or is numb.

“Honey, they removed the ventilator from you yesterday morning. That’s probably why your voice isn’t back yet and your mouth is sore. Just relax. The doctor is coming in to check you. We love you, Carson.”

I smile and nod my return ‘I love you too’ and notice that Daddy is so quiet and I reach my hand out to him. There are tubes going into it, but he steps over and takes my hand. “Carson,” he says, his voice is filled with compassion and love, “we will find whoever did this to you, and make sure they never hurt anyone again. I promise.”

The doctor comes bustling in, a woman who looks to be in her early to mid-forties, dark hair pulled up in a knot, and some dark-rimmed glasses. But she has a warm smile on her face when she sees I’m awake.

“Welcome back, Ms. Matthews,” she greets, my chart in her hands. “Let’s see how you’re doing today.”

After twenty minutes of poking and prodding, she spills the news that I will need to stay in the hospital a few more days, and will have my work cut out for me with physical therapy in stages. 

“Don’t worry,” she assures me before leaving my room, “I’ve assigned Krew Beckett to be your physical therapist. He’s one of the best, and I just know you two will get on splendidly.”

 


Chapter 4

No Pain, No Gain



Dr. Talbert is now officially on my hit list! Great physical therapist indeed! Satan, thy name is Krew Beckett!

I’m barely back from Coma-World when dark brown-hair, green-eyed and yes, quite hot looking dude comes strutting into my hospital room early one morning, carrying a clipboard and as I later see, an attitude!

“Ms. Matthews,” he greets cheerily, “I’m Krew Beckett, your physical therapist and my job is to get you off your ass and back into the active collegiate world! My goal is to get you back on the jogging track at Columbia as soon as possible. It will require hard work and tenacity, but I’m sure you can produce.” He tosses a panty-melting wink at me, which serves to piss me off even further since its way too early for any of this crap.

“Excuse me? Before I entrust anyone with my physical well-being, what exactly are your credentials?” I ask, and yes, I’m kind of snippy about it, I admit.

“Oh, I get it,” he replies with a wide grin. “Wanna make sure I’m a product of an appropriate Ivy League institution, right? Well, I assure you, I’m top shelf, babe.”

Full of yourself? I think to myself, smiling.

“Whatever,” I respond, not hiding my disinterest. “I’m not really feeling up to it just yet–Krew is it?”

“Krew it is,” he replies with a smug smile. “And quite frankly, it’s not up to you. It’s under your attending doctor’s orders.”

Now my dander is up. “I don’t give a flying fuck whose orders you’ve been given, I’m telling you right here and right now that I’m not ready for this. I’m still in pain. So, if you don’t–”

My words stop when Daddy comes into my hospital room, having heard at least part of my diatribe against Krew Beckett.

“Is there a problem?” my father asks, looking at me and only me.

“Umm, Daddy,” I remark, giving him my soulful look. “This . . . this therapist wants me to get out of bed and do some sort of torturous physical therapy, which I know will be excruciating. It’s just too early,” I whine, giving him a pleading look. “The pain is still so debilitating.”

Then Krew butts in. “Hello Mr. Matthews. I’m Krew Beckett,” he says, holding his hand out to shake my father’s. “Dr. Talbert has ordered Carson’s physical therapy to start today. There’s a graduated plan, and yes, it’s not going to be pain-free, but the most important thing is to start early with this so there’s no permanent damage to her muscles or nerves. You don’t want her to have chronic pain, I’m sure. Especially with the current opioid epidemic in this country, I’m sure you’ll agree this is a much safer and healthier option, Sir.”

Oh, brother!

“Carson,” my father says calmly, but firmly, “You need to cooperate with this therapy strategy. Dr. Talbert is one of the best around. You didn’t survive this without the strength and tenacity you already possess. Now I want you to put that strength and determination to use here. You can do this and you will be that much stronger for having succeeded.”

Yes Daddy.

“Sure, I’ll do my best,” I reply giving him a warm loving smile. 

“That’s my girl,” Daddy replies, giving me his fatherly look of approval.

I. Hate. You. Krew. Beckett.

***

To say Krew Beckett is the Master of Torture is an understatement. He is more like the King Nazi of Human Torture. This ‘starting off slow’ thing is clearly a figment of his imagination.

The words spewing from my mouth are not only filthy, but in some cases, can be considered viable threats. But Krew seems to enjoy my verbal abuse. 
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