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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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Ashford
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Academy
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Prologue

 I was angry.

Of course, if
you asked anyone, they’d say that I was a hothead on a good day, but that wasn’t entirely true.
Sure, I liked to fight, but it wasn’t as if I went around just
punching people in the face for no reason. I usually had a good
reason for punching people in the face; the biggest being if anyone
was stupid enough to mess with my family.

“I just…I feel
so dirty and…used,” Janette Iman cried. “I don’t know what to do.
I feel so…I feel so
ashamed.”

Because I’d
had an hour between classes,
I’d been heading home when I saw her crying inside her car in the
student parking lot. Now, normally, I’d mind my own business, but
Janette’s wails had been loud enough to cause me concern. While I
didn’t know her well, we had a couple of classes together, and I’d
seen her at a party or two during my time here at
Blaineview.

So, I had
tapped on her window to ask her if she was okay, but what
I’d gotten was a full mental
breakdown. After hearing everything that she was going through, I
also couldn’t blame her. I came from a family where the men
worshipped the women, so abuse of any kind didn’t make sense to me.
Sure, I could grasp the concept intellectually, but to understand
the act was hard.

After she told
me that she’d been taken advantage of by three guys on Friday night, my blood had immediately
begun to boil. Janette had described how she’d been seeing one of
the guys, but in her drunken state, he had invited two other guys
to join them in bed, and she’d been too drunk and weak to protest
or fight them off.

Never having
been in such a situation, I had asked her if she was
okay, and she’d gone on to explain
how it hadn’t been violent, though it had definitely been unwanted.
She’d also gone on to explain how her boyfriend was no longer
answering her calls or texts, and now she was struggling with the
shame of being used like that. She’d said that she felt like a
joke.

“Have you
talked to any of the school’s counselors?” I asked, not sure what
else to advise. Again, I’d never been through anything like that
before, and if I’d had, my family would have taken care of
it.

“I…I
already have a psychiatrist,”
she sobbed. “I just…it’s so hard to keep coming here, knowing that
I might run into them. Plus, I mean…how many other girls have they
pulled this trick on? This could be something that they do all the
time.”

That was
something that I was going to
have to ask Neo. Not sure if it was a superpower or not, but Neo
had an uncanny way of always knowing what was going on with people.
He knew all the gossip and all you had to do was ask the guy. The
family liked to tease him that he was psychic, but his reply to
that was always the same; if he were psychic, then he’d have warned
the guys in our family before letting them fuck things up with
their relationships.

The guy had a
point.

“And you’re
sure of the guys?” I asked carefully. While I didn’t want to upset her any further, she had
admitted to being super drunk.

Janette
nodded. “I’ve been seeing Gary for a few weeks. I thought…I thought he was different. When he
let Duarte and Logan into the room…I just…I should have known
better.”

No
matter what anyone said, it
was hard not to blame yourself when bad things happened to you. I
wasn’t sure if it was because we believed ourselves to be smarter
or because we deserved the criticism. Maybe it was a little of
both.

“Well, maybe
you should take a week off,” I
suggested. “Talk to the administration and see if you can attend
classes remotely for the next week.” Like most of us, Janette Iman
was rich and entitled, so I couldn’t see Blaineview not
accommodating her.

“But…but won’t
that be like…letting them run
me off?”

I patted her
shoulder as we stood outside her car. “Don’t worry about them,” I
told her. “Just concentrate on
getting your shit together, Janette. I understand not wanting to
run into any of them, but do you really want to run into them while
you’re a crying mess on top of everything else?”

She shook her head.
“No.”

I nodded
understandingly. “Get yourself
home and give yourself some time to figure out your next
move.”

“Thank you, Maggie,”
she sighed brokenly.

I smiled
kindly at her, but it was time
to find Gary Dolan, Duarte Martinez, and Logan Masters.


Chapter 1


Maggie~

I wasn’t a do-gooder or
a savior of the people; I
didn’t go out of my way to right the wrongs of the world. Sure, if
I saw something bad happening, I stepped in. However, for the most
part, I minded my own business. My family’s dynamic made it seem
like we were practically allergic to people in general. Of course,
when you grew up in a family as large as mine, there was no need to
make friends outside the family. Zane had always been my best
friend and that worked just fine for the both of us.

So,
making my way inside the guys’ locker
room wasn’t about saving the world. It wasn’t about getting revenge
on someone that I hardly knew. It wasn’t even about womankind and
how we should all stick together.

Nope.

This was about
having sisters. This was about Posie and Lennon still going to this school, and how they could
have easily been Janette.

Okay…

Not Lennon because Satan
protected his own, but Posie. Not to mention Seneca and Scarlett.
Though anyone would have to be super stupid to ever get near either
of my brothers’ fiancés, who knows what could have happened to them
before they’d gotten together with my brothers.

So, yanking
the doors open to the boys’
locker room, I had no worries that I might be overstepping or
getting into something that was none of my business. Besides, it
wasn’t like this would be the first time that I’d ever jumped
head-first into some shit.

“Incoming!” I
yelled, storming into the boys’ locker room. “Put
the dicks away, assholes!”

I could
hear a few yelps and surprised
gasps, and I could even hear some snickers. I imagine that it
wasn’t every day that a female stormed the guys’ locker
room.

“Is
that Maggie
McIntire?” someone asked, and
I just snorted.

“Fuck, what’s she doing in
here?”

“Holy shit, there’s
a girl in here.”

I
ignored them all.

My mind
was focused, and it was
focused on only one thing right now. I didn’t care about the naked
and semi-naked guys littering the locker room.

I only cared
about three of
them.

After I’d left
Janette to go home, I had called Neo, asking him if he knew where
Gary, Duarte, and Logan were.
Of course, he had asked questions, but after assuring him that I’d
tell him everything later, he had given up the information. While
Blaineview was more academically inclined, it still had an
athletics department, and quite of few students participated in
sports. Gary, Duarte, and Logan all played baseball, so they all
had gym class together.

As I continued
to storm my way through the locker room, the surrounding faces were part outraged,
embarrassed, cocky, and shocked. The crux of it all was that no one
was stupid enough to try to kick me out. After all, I was a
McIntire, and with me came all the Reeds, McCellans, and Marlows,
so I actually wouldn’t be surprised if everyone cleared out,
choosing to steer clear of why I was in here.

After passing
four locker banks, I finally
found the trio, and luck was on my side as their lockers were all
together. Not giving a shit that they were half-dressed and looking
shellshocked that I was in the locker room, I stopped when I found
them, and I could actually feel the adrenaline in my veins begin
dancing to a merry tune. While I wasn’t one to go looking for
trouble, I wasn’t afraid of it when I did.

“Well, look at
what we have here,” I said the second that I was standing before
Logan Masters, Gary Dolan and Duarte Martinez standing slightly
behind him. Logan was the tallest out of the group, but the others
were still visible.

While both
Gary and Duarte looked to be
fully dressed, Logan was standing before me with his shirt off, and
if I weren’t on a mission, I’d stop and appreciate how good the guy
looked half-naked. Logan Masters was six-foot-two, a twenty-two
Blainview senior, had black hair and grey eyes, and had the body of
an athlete. If I were a lesser female, I’d be impressed, but I’d
grown up with perfection, so looks didn’t do much for me. My
aphrodisiacs were honesty, loyalty, and faithfulness.

“What the
fuck, Maggie?” Logan snapped, not caring that his jeans were unbuttoned.

Ignoring him,
I weaved my way past him, eyeing Gary. “So, you get off on sharing your girlfriend,
huh?”

Gary’s head reared
back. “What?”

I
turned, so that I was able to
face all three guys again. “Maybe ‘share’ isn’t the right word,” I
continued. “I mean, can you really call it sharing when the girl is
too drunk to consent to being passed around like a collection
plate?”

“What the fuck
are you talking about?” Gary
practically barked before realizing just who in the hell it was
that he was talking to.

“Everyone
out!” I yelled, refusing to air Janette’s business to all and
anyone. “And if anyone thinks
that they might want to hide somewhere for the gossip, I’m sure
that Zane, Neo, and Gideon would be all too happy to turn that
decision into the biggest mistake of your lives!”

I eyed the
three guys as sounds of fleeing filled the locker
room. While Neo and Gideon
were scary in their own right, it was no secret that Zane liked to
fight. Nor was it a secret that he could fight well. In fact, all
my brothers could. Chance had started a fighting ring when he’d
been only twelve, so none of us were afraid of a little violence.
Crew was probably the most lethal out of us all, Lennon only second
to him.

Once I was
satisfied that the locker room
was empty, I said, “I’m talking about the three of you stupid fucks
taking advantage of Janette Iman,” I spat. “I’m talking about
getting her drunk enough that you three were all able to take your
turn with her before discarding her like yesterday’s
trash.”

“What?” Logan choked
out.

“What are you
talking about?” Gary asked, his blue eyes wide.

“Are you
crazy?” Duarte asked, his
voice high.

“Oh, I see,” I
scoffed. “You guys are going
to deny it.”

“Wait-”

I stopped Gary
with a look. “Are you saying
that you weren’t with her on Friday night?”

“Well, yeah,
but-”

“And you?” I looked
at Duarte, and the dude looked ill.

“Uh…I…uhm-”

“Yes or
fucking no, Duarte?” I
snapped. “It’s not a hard question.”

“Yeah, but-”

“Nobody
fucking took advantage of that
girl,” Logan bit out. “She asked for it.”

I almost knocked him
the fuck out.

“She
asked for it?” I echoed. “Is that what you
said?”

Logan stepped
to me, and I had to give the dude credit for bravery, even if I had to take some away for smarts.
“No one took advantage of her,” he repeated. “And for the record, I
didn’t even touch the girl.”

“So, you’re
tell me that she’s lying?” I
crossed my arms over my chest, tilting my head as I stared into
Logan’s grey eyes. “Because your buddies just admitted to being
with her on Friday night.”

“It…it wasn’t like
that,” Gary stammered. “I…what did she tell you?”

“That she’s
been seeing you for weeks, and
while she thought it was serious, you were just getting her ready
to let your friends have a shot at her,” I summarized.

“What?”
he balked. “That’s not
true.”

“She said that
you guys were partying on Friday and that she got super drunk,” I
continued. “When you took her
to your room, she thought it was going to be just the two of you.
However, imagine her surprise when these two assholes showed up and
you guys raped her.”

“Watch your
mouth,” Logan hissed, and I could feel my lip curve into a
grin.

I loved the stubborn
ones.

“I’ve got news
for you, Logan,” I drawled out
slowly. “No matter if you kissed her goodnight or not, without
consent, it’s rape.”

“I’ve never
raped a woman in my fucking
life,” he seethed, and I could see a brutal storm rolling in those
grey orbs of his.

“We didn’t
rape her,” Duarte echoed. “I
swear to God, we didn’t.”

“It wasn’t
like that,” Gary added. “You don’t understand-”

“Oh, I
understand more than you’d like,” I shot back. “Now, while I have
no problem with a girl taking
on as many guys as she wants, consent is the key here,
assholes.”

“You don’t
know what the fuck you’re talking about, Maggie,” Logan
snarled. “And don’t you ever
fucking call me a rapist again.”

I stepped to
him, then looked him right in the eye as I asked, “Or else what?”


Chapter 2


Logan~

I couldn’t recall a
time that I’d ever wanted to
strangle a female the way that I wanted to strangle Maggie McIntire
in this moment. However, even in my rage of anger, I knew
better.

She was Maggie
fucking McIntire.

Nevertheless, I wasn’t
going to let her get away with accusing me of being a rapist. While
I might be a lot of things, that definitely wasn’t one of them.
Gary and Duarte weren’t like that, either. Plus, we didn’t
need to rape anyone to get our dicks wet. Even
without our money, athletic talents, and decent looks, colleges
were full of chicks that were ready and willing to spread their
legs just to sow some wild oats. No one needed to rape
any-fucking-body.

“Maggie,
we didn’t rape anyone,” Gary
said, trying to defuse the situation. “It wasn’t like
that.”

Maggie
turned those amber-colored
eyes of hers his way. “So, just what was it like, Gary?
Huh?”

“She wanted it-”

“Say that
again, Gary,” Maggie dared. “Tell me again how she asked for it.”

“Look, I don’t
know what the fuck she told
you, or what it is that you think you know, but we did
not rape that girl,” I spat. “We don’t have to rape
girls to get laid, Maggie.”

She cocked her
head. “That would make sense if rape were about sex, but it’s not,”
she shot back. “So, try again,
Masters.”

“Maggie, listen to
us-”

“You’ve
got two minutes to tell me
your side and convince me that you guys aren’t the pieces of shit
that I think you are,” she said, and I could feel my hands balling
into fists at my sides.

“Janette
isn’t my girlfriend,” Gary
quickly rushed out. “She never was. We were just…seeing each other,
hooking up whenever we ran into each other. You know, that kind of
stuff.” Gary took a step closer towards Maggie, so I had to step to
the side to make room for him. “We were all partying on Friday, and
when I took her to my room, she asked me to leave the door open. At
first, I thought it was kind of weird, but…I mean…fuck, it’s what
she wanted, so I left it open.”

Maggie crossed
her arms over her chest again, and the guy in me noticed. Even though she was accusing me of
one of the most heinous things ever, there was no denying that
Maggie McIntire was fucking stunning. She was twenty-one, about
five-foot-three, and she had dark brown hair that had purple
highlights in it right now. Her face reminded you of aristocratic
royalty with sharp angles, thick lips, and a pert nose, but it was
those eyes of hers that were breathtaking. They were a golden amber
color, and with her lashes as dark as they were, those eyes of hers
popped the fuck out at you.

The woman also
had a bangin’ body. Maggie
McIntire was packing some pretty powerful curves, though they were
subtle. She didn’t have huge tits or wide hips or anything like
that, she was just feminine. That’s the best
way that I could describe her frame. She was also all natural,
which was hard to find on this campus. With the exception of the
scholarship students, almost everyone at Blaineview was filthy
rich, me included, so there were a lot of store-bought curves
walking all over the place.

If anything,
I’d say it was Maggie’s confidence that had her standing out among all the other
beautiful girls that attended Blaineview. Maggie walked around like
people should bow at her feet every time that she passed by, and
there was no denying that confidence was sexy as fuck. Now, while
it could be argued that Lennon Marlow was by far the most confident
and most beautiful girl at Blaineview, Lennon Marlow was also
reputed to be fucking insane, so that was a big no thank
you.

Maggie, however…

“Anyway, we
started having sex, and…it…everything was fine. I mean…you know, we were…just doing what
we’d done plenty of times before. After a while, I’d forgotten that
the door was even open,” Gary kept explaining. “Then Duarte walked
by, saw the door opened, then asked us if we wanted it
shut.”

“I
swear, that’s all I’d been doing,”
Duarte chimed in. “I thought…I thought the door had accidentally
swung open or something. I thought they had forgotten to lock the
door.”

“When he
asked, Janette had stopped
riding me, then turned back towards Duarte, asking him if he wanted
to join in,” Gary continued. “I’d been…shocked. I mean…while I
don’t really care what a girl’s into, Janette had never hinted to
being into that sort of thing.” Gary let out a heavy sigh. “Duarte
looked over at me, wondering what was going on, but then Janette
looked back down at me, and she asked me if I minded. She’d said
that it was something that she’s always wanted to try, and that she
trusted me enough to try it with me.”

“What
he’s saying is the truth, I
swear,” Duarte added.

“I asked
Duarte if he’d mind, and after
asking her if she was sure one last time, he joined in,” Gary
finished. “We never raped her, Maggie. Swear to God, we’d never do
some crazy shit like that.”

Maggie
looked back at me. “And where
do you fit in?”

“They’d left
the door open again,” I said
through clenched teeth, resenting that I was having to explain and
defend myself to a girl that had no idea what was going on. “So,
when I walked by to head towards the bathroom, I went to shut the
door. By that time, they had Janette in a spit-roast, and she’d
been facing me. When she saw me, she asked me to join in, informing
the entire room that she had one last opening that could be
used.”

Maggie arched
a brow. “Oh, really?” she
deadpanned.

“I
refused,” I informed her. “I
told her that I wasn’t into that kind of thing.”

Maggie’s lip
twitched in a superior smirk.
“How noble of you.”

“We didn’t fucking
rape her,” I repeated.

“Then why lie
about it?” she challenged. “If all you did was close the door to give them privacy, why
would she include you in her accusation? Why not just Gary and
Duarte?”

“I don’t
know,” I bit out. “But I’ve
never touched that girl.”

Her eyes
regarded all of us. “So, instead of believing the weeping,
hysterical, emotional girl
that was crying in her car, I’m supposed to believe you three?
Three guys who have every reason to deny what happened?”

“Look,
Maggie,” Duarte rushed out. “I don’t know why Janette would tell
you that we raped her, but we didn’t.” He shook his head. “We…she…it’s just not
true.”

“After
Friday night, Janette texted
me to meet her,” Gary said. “I did, and she…she started talking all
kinds of nonsense about being my girlfriend.” The guy kept shaking
his head. “I reminded her that we weren’t that serious, then she
kind of flipped out on me. She…she accused me of…well, lots of
things. Apparently, she thought that I’d think…her lack of
inhibitions would…I don’t know.” Gary shrugged. “Every guy wants to
date a porn star, right?”

“So,
instead of the ‘she wanted it’
story, now I’m supposed to believe that she let you share her in
hopes that her sexual liberty would entice you to become serious
about her. However, when that didn’t happen, accusing you guys of
rape is her…payback? Her revenge?”

“I…uh…uhm,
yeah,” Gary stammered. “I guess.”

“That still
doesn’t explain why she’d
include Logan in all this,” Maggie pointed out.

“Because she’s a fucking
bitch and who knows what kind of crazy she’s got going on
upstairs,” I snapped. “She’s pissed, Maggie. Pissed off people do
all kinds of unexplainable shit.”

Maggie looked over at me.
“Yes, they do,” she agreed, and the tone of her voice had the hairs
on the back of my neck standing up.

“Look,
Maggie-”

“You want to
know why else I believe her?” she asked, eyeing us all. “Because what do you think will happen
if I find out that she’s lying?”

My back
straightened as Gary let out a huge sigh next to me. Duarte was quiet as a tomb, and I didn’t
blame the guy. Hell, I knew for a fact that we didn’t rape that
fucking girl, but hearing Maggie ask that question was the exact
reason why we couldn’t fault her for believing Janette.

No
one crossed a McIntire.

“Well, then, I
guess you’re going to have to kick her ass because we didn’t rape that girl,” I bit out. “Like I
said, I’ve never even fucking touched her.”

“He’s
telling the truth, Maggie,”
Gary added. “I swear.”

“It’s too bad
that I don’t believe you,” she
replied right before turning to walk away.

Anger and
instinct had me reaching out and grabbing her arm.
“We’re telling the fucking
truth,” I seethed as I spun her around.

Maggie’s lip
curled in a predatory grin, and I had no idea what fucking
hit me until she twisted out
of my grip, then slammed me up against the lockers, surprising the
holy fuck out of me.

“Tell me again
how you don’t touch women without their permission, Masters,” she
sneered before stepping back, then storming out of the guys’ locker
room.
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