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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, at
this time, I’m afraid it would be very hard for me to maintain a
multitude of social media sites. However, for the sites I do
participate in, here are my social media coordinates:

 


 


Website

 


 


Facebook

 


 


Instagram

 


 


 Email

 


 


Newsletter
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Chapter 1


Saxton~

Lack of sleep was a
motherfucker if you had classes all day long the next day. Still,
there was no way that I would have missed last night for
anything.

It might
be unconventional.

It might be
reckless.

It
might be a lot of
things.

However, the
brotherhood that I was forming
with the guys was taking serious root. Now, would I choose any of
them over Kincaid? No, I wouldn’t. Kincaid’s been my best friend
since the second grade, and I’d kill for her and die for her. I’d
sacrifice my entire life for that girl, but as much as that sounded
like a grand gesture, I knew that Kincaid would do the same for me,
so it wasn’t that selfless.

Being
the only son of Ansel and Gwendolyn
Voss, it had been expected that I’d attend all the best school, and
that had included even goddamn preschool. So, when I’d been
enrolled to attend Penny Academy for my elementary years, it hadn’t
been a surprise. The very best in educational opportunity, PA only
enrolled the best of the best. The elite of the best of the best.
See, PA didn’t only enroll you based on your parents’ bank
accounts. No. You had to have the smarts to go with the money. PA
refused to turn out nothing but the best, so you had to take an
academic test to get in. It didn’t matter if you were only
five-goddamn-years-old because the school showed no
mercy.

So, as the
heir to the Voss Empire, I was used to unimaginable expectations. I
had two younger sisters, but I didn’t like them very much. While I did love them, they were
exactly what you would expect from rich, vain, and vapid females.
If it wasn’t bad enough that they were superficial and
materialistic, they took after our mother, and their blonde hair
and blue eyes seemed to make it worse. Not to mention that they
were twins, so that just made them more annoying.

The crazy
thing was that my mother, Gwendolyn, was a goddamn corporate
attorney. The woman wasn’t stupid, lazy, or flighty. My mother worked hard, and she was
intelligent, beautiful, and ruthless. So, I never understood how
she allowed my sisters to become what they were.

My father,
Ansel, was a media mogul and owned more news outlets than that was
probably wise or legal. My father controlled the minds of the
people with the way he
presented the world to them, and mind control was a real fucking
thing.

I’ve seen it.

It was also
part of my future. While my sisters were permitted to be useless, I
was expected to take over everything that my father and mother have
built. Oh, sure, Carissa had
mentioned wanting to start her own clothing line, and Courtney had
mentioned starting her own makeup line, but neither had the
knowledge nor drive to make something like that happened. Never
mind all the legalities that came with owning your own business.
So, that left me in charge of making sure the Voss money kept
rolling in for plenty more generations to come. Plus, at four years
younger than me, I honestly hadn’t been around much in the rearing
of my younger sisters. As far as I was concerned, they had
parents.

So, when I
had first met Kincaid at
Penny, she had fascinated me in a way that no one else ever had. I
could remember thinking that she was magical. At only seven, she
walked, talked, and stood like a grown person of authority, and I
hadn’t been able to stop looking at her. Where all the other little
girls had been blondes or brunettes, Kincaid had walked in with
long, black hair, and it had caught me by surprise because I’d been
the only other kid in the class with black hair, too. However,
Kincaid had black eyes to go with her black hair while I had grey
eyes.

Whatever it
had been about her, I’d known immediately that I had wanted her to
be my friend. While everyone
else had been wary of her, I had wanted her as my friend. So, at
first recess, I had gone over to where she’d been sitting on the
bench by herself and had told her that she was going to be my best
friend. The conversation that followed was one that I’ll never
forget.

 


“What if I don’t
want to be your friend?” she asked.

“It doesn’t matter, because I want you to be my friend,” I told
her.

Her black eyes were
pretty and squinty now. “You better not be dumb, or I’ll be
mad.”

“I’m not dumb.” I promised her.

“Okay,” she said. “Then we can be friends. But I’ll beat you up if you turn out
to be dumb.”

 


Kincaid
Black has been my best friend ever
since, and while I turned out not to be dumb at all, Kincaid turned
out to be the smartest person I knew. If she ever looked to be
president one day, I had no doubt she’d be just that. The girl was
brilliant, beautiful, and merciless. While the rest of us might be
major players in the game, Kincaid was the game master. Not many
people knew that about her, though. I was the only person who knew
all her secrets, and those puppies were going to my grave with
me.

However,
things were changing, and I
knew that. I’d have to be a fool not to see that the tides were
changing. While I’d known a lot of what was going to be expected of
all of us, there have been a few curveballs along the way, and last
night was just the latest one to hit the plate.

Sitting in class, doing
my best not to fall asleep, I was surprised that we haven’t
received a meeting text yet. I knew Ross had sent Alexander a
message this morning, telling him all about his impromptu wedding
to Sutton last night. While Ross hadn’t broken any of the rules,
things were looking a bit…chaotic. First, Stone and Rylee’s Hera
contract, then all that shit with August and Laney, and now, Ross
had married Sutton. We also couldn’t forget Alexander’s obvious
disapproval for Kincaid. Like the rest of the guys, he knew that
Kincaid didn’t belong in the role she currently held. However,
there wasn’t anything he could do about it. I’d made my selection,
and it was final.

I’d always
known that Kincaid and I were going to end up at Hales University together. Hales was nothing
more than an extension of Penny Academy. Now, while a lot of
students that weren’t filthy rich attended Hales, the obscenely
wealthy also attended Hales University. Kincaid and I weren’t the
only ones walking around campus with more money than any one family
should possess. A lot of students here were wealthy, but the top
ten included me, Kincaid, Ross Carmichael, Stone Lexington, Fox
Harrington, August Remington, Drummond Markle, Makley Choi,
Hastings Martin, and Janell Indigo. While it would take ten
lifetimes to deplete our coffers, Stone Lexington’s family was the
wealthiest of us all. The guy could use hundreds to start bonfires
every weekend, and he’d still never be broke.

When I’d
gotten accepted into Hales, I’d done my homework. I’d been given the list of names of the people
who’d be running in my circles, so I’d done my due diligence. If I
had a superpower, it’d be my mind. While my temper existed, my
first reaction to anything was to assess the situation. I wasn’t
one to panic. I wasn’t one to lose sight of the bigger picture. My
mind was like a machine, always calculating my next move and how to
achieve the desired outcome. I left the fire to Kincaid. While I
was known for exercising calm, Kincaid had no chill. She had no
filter, and she feared nothing. Throughout the years, our
friendship has been a lot of her going off the rails and me picking
up the pieces.

Still,
I’d do it forever if I had
to.

However,
as things were becoming
more…uncertain, I knew things were going to finally come to a
boiling point between her and Fox. Only I knew what the deal was
between the two, and I had no problem with it as long as he didn’t
hurt her. For the most part, I supported everything Kincaid was
about, and I stayed out of her business unless she brought me into
it. However, Fox Harrington wasn’t a pussy. The dude was a born
leader, and even with Kincaid’s unnatural ability to set her
emotions aside for the greater good, I couldn’t see Fox letting
Kincaid run all over him. They were like two lightning bolts ready
to destroy everything around them should they strike at the same
time. I’ve told Kincaid plenty of times to watch herself, but the
girl just never listens.

Before
I could just full-on take a
nap and call this class a bust, a notification buzzed in my pocket.
Pulling my phone out, I wasn’t surprised.

 


Alexander: Tomorrow @ midnight

 


There was no
place, per usual. Normally, we got that text an hour before our meeting time. Alexander George
took his cloak and dagger role way too seriously. Letting out a
smirk, my phone buzzed in my hand again.

 


Alexander: Make sure 2 bring ur lovely brides

 


I let out a
deep sigh. It was no secret that Alexander didn’t like Rylee, but I
had a feeling that he wasn’t going to be too
thrilled with Sutton, either.
Nothing divided loyalties like a woman. A real man chose his woman
above everything else, and Stone Lexington and Ross Carmichael were
as alpha as they came.

However, I supposed
we all were.


Chapter 2


Hastings~

‘I just had to get
through today’ was like a religious chant inside my head. My class
schedule was hell Monday through Thursday, but I’d done that
purposely, so that I could delude myself into thinking I had a
three-day weekend each week.

The reality of
it was very different,
though.

As
one of the daughters of Todd and
Marigold Martin, I had some pretty big shoes to fill, and my
Fridays were usually spent completing assignments or projects.
Granted, I always made sure that I was free on Friday and Saturday
nights to get my socializing on, but it made for a long
week.

Hales
University was exactly what you’d expect from an elite college. The qualifications to get in were
stringent and the expectations were way up there. Hales University
did not produce failures. It also didn’t matter if you were here on
scholarship or if you paid your tuition with diamonds, Hales did
not discriminate socially. If you were enrolled here, you were
expected to succeed.

My father,
Todd, was an engineer and my mother, Marigold, was a college
professor. However, they
weren’t just any ol’ engineer or professor.

Nope.

Not my folks.

Mom was
a Professor of Obstetrics and
Gynecology, but also a Director and Physician-in-Chief. Dad was an
engineer, but a contract engineer who only designed one-of-a-kind
structures. Though both jobs paid quite a bit, my family’s money
was a generational thing. My great, great, great, great grandfather
(not really sure how many greats) had made millions with oil way
before we knew what it would be worth today. The family fortune had
been structure like most family fortunes of its time, and the
firstborn son inherited the majority of the wealth. Well, with my
father being the firstborn Martin male, he had more money than he
knew what to do with.

However, the
expectation was to contribute
to the family bank account, not deplete it, so all offspring were
expected to make something of themselves. There were no exceptions
to those rules. My older sister, Brantley, was only twenty-five and
already a well-established expert in the field of geoscience. The
girl’s written six books and has even done three honest-to-God talk
shows.

My passion was
animals, but rather than
becoming a vet, I’d chosen marine biology because there was no way
I’d be able to deal with animals dying on me. I’d rather study life
and discover new things than cry myself to sleep three times a
week, questioning the existence of God.

Nope.

Not for me.

There
was also the freedom I had in being
able to choose whatever career that I wanted. Dad had no firstborn
sons, so the majority of his inheritance was willed to Brantley,
but my portion wasn’t anything to sneeze at. The conditions of the
trust weren’t so archaic that Mom and Dad had kept trying for a boy
for the inheritance to pass down, so they had stopped with the two
children they had wanted. Brantley and I were three years apart,
and that had been perfect for our household. As for the conditions
of the trust, as long as the money remained in the bloodline, it
was all good.

Besides, who
in the hell needed billions of
dollars? While my family was very philanthropic, my parents’
generosity still wasn’t enough to put a dent in any of the
substantial bank accounts. Though, I didn’t feel guilty for my
family’s money, I was grateful that my parents hadn’t raised
entitled assholes who didn’t have to work. I liked that some
expectations had been placed on us, and our lives were going to
mean something beyond posting the latest designer handbag on my
social media.

The sad thing
was that a lot of people mistook me and Brantley for being vapid socialites because we sort of
looked the part. We’d both taken after Mom and had inherited her
platinum blonde hair and hazel eyes. However, Brantley’s figure had
come from our grandmother on our father’s side, and she was rocking
a hell of an hourglass figure.

Me, on
the other hand, had no such curves.
Oh, I had curves, but not like Brantley. I had taken after our
mother completely, and while I had a decent B-cup, I could go
without a bra if I wanted to. I had a subtle flare in my hips, and
my thin legs made them seem wider than they really were. Plus, I
was only five-foot-two, so that threw me into the petite category,
not that I minded, mind you. I was perfectly happy with what God
gave me, and I had no problem showing it off. My plump ass was my
best feature, and I often wore jeans that played it up to
perfection. Some guys didn’t mind a small handful up top if there
was a huge handful down below.

Besides, you
had to have amazing self-confidence to be close friends and
roommates with Kincaid Black.
The girl was otherworldly gorgeous and there was no disputing that
fact. With inky-black hair, black eye, porcelain skin, a doll’s
face, and a body that could stop traffic, Kincaid was the entire
package. We’re talking hourglass figure and so much confidence in
her stride that she struck fear in the hearts of everyone who stood
in her way. Plus, I’ve seen her do Krav Maga. The girl’s no
joke.

She was also a
great person, though not a lot of people knew that. Kincaid was
intimidating as hell, so not a
lot of people approached her in order to get to know her. We’d
become friends during our sophomore year when the douchebag that
I’d been seeing had hit on her at a party. Kincaid had been
offended, but more so at knowing that I had been at the party with
him. I’d been outside while he’d been in the kitchen, hitting on
Kincaid.

Long story
short, Kincaid had made
mincemeat out of him, and a friendship had been born. It hadn’t
been until the summer of our junior year that she had invited me to
be her roommate. Kincaid owned a condo, and she thought it was
stupid for me to pay for an apartment when I was at her place all
the time anyway. Plus, her place was big enough that we’ve never
tripped over each other.

The only
thing that I couldn’t figure
out was why Kincaid didn’t date. Guys did their best to hook up
with her, but it was like she just couldn’t be bothered. I think
I’ve seen her go on two dates the entire time we’ve been friends,
and each one had ended with her coming home and no second date. At
first, I had suspected that something was going on between her and
Saxton Voss, but Kincaid had assured me that they were only
friends. When she had gone further on to explain that they’d been
friends since the second grade, his protective attitude towards her
had begun to make more sense. I still didn’t know what her aversion
to dating was, but I didn’t question it. Kincaid did her own thing.
She wasn’t a follower of the masses, so that was enough of an
explanation for me.

“So, are you
going to Drummond’s party
Saturday night?” Cindy whispered next to me. I always sat in the
back of the class, and Cindy Turner always sat next to me for some
reason. While I didn’t mind the girl, we were passing acquaintances
at best.

“That’s the
plan,” I whispered back.

While Drummond
Markle wasn’t at the top, top,
top of the food chain here at Hales, he was still up there. His
family had money, but there was more to the guy than that. He was
scorching hot, and he had a personality so charming that he was
probably the Anti-Christ, here to lure us all into a false sense of
security before devouring our souls. Everyone liked him, and his
parties never disappointed. He was also never short of female
companionship, and girls didn’t mind sharing him. If I were into
sharing, I would have thrown my hat into the ring a long time ago,
but I wasn’t into sharing.

No
matter how hot the guy was.

“Halloween is only a
week away,” she kept whispering. “I wonder if he’s going to have a
Halloween bash.”

Halloween was
next Friday, and it was always
a big deal at every college across the nation. Halloween night and
New Year’s Eve night were prime sex nights for college students
everywhere. On Halloween, there was much flesh on display that it
was hard not to feel the sexual energy in the air. On New Year’s
Eve, there was so much hope for a better year that people wanted to
start it off on an emotional high, and there was no emotional high
bigger than sex.

My thighs
clenched at the thought of how long it’s been since I’ve had sex.
Scott North had been the last
guy I’d been with, but that’d been about eight months ago. We’d met
our freshman year, and he’s sort of been a friends-with-benefits
options ever since. I liked him well enough, but there was nothing
there beyond some satisfying sex when I needed it.

“Well, if
Drummond is having a Halloween
party, the walls will be busting with people,” I told her, doing my
best to keep my voice low. I wasn’t one of those assholes who
didn’t care about disturbing class.

“Well, if he’s
having a party, I’m going to
have to find something that stands out,” she said. “This is our
senior year and my last chance at him.”

That surprised me a
bit, though I didn’t know Cindy all that well. “You like
Drummond?”

She snorted,
then caught herself so as not to draw any attention from the professor. “I heard riding his
dick is like experiencing a spiritual homecoming,” she replied.
“And since he’s not a one-woman man, I’m settling for a one-night
stand.”

“Oh, uh…well,
good luck,” I muttered. I wasn’t judging her, but I also didn’t chase guys.

However, these
days, no guys were chasing me,
either, so what did I know?


Chapter 3


Saxton~

“We didn’t find anything,”
Rylee announced. “And believe me, we looked.”

Rylee and
Stone had been tasked with searching Laney Spinner’s apartment for some burner phones. There
was no communication between Laney and August on her regular phone,
so burner phones were the only other explanation. August had Laney
doing his dirty work, but we were still trying to find proof of
that. Right now, it’d be Laney’s word against August’s and August
came with a last name that would ensure he’d be believed over
Laney.

Proof.

Considering
the members of The Order of the Cronus, I couldn’t fault Alexander
for insisting on proof before going after August Remington. August’s last name meant something in
the organization, and that counted for something. Us going against
August would be a first within The Order and would likely shake up
a lot of unpleasant shit. It wasn’t that members have never argued
or been at odds with one another before, but this would be the
first time an entire class has turned on one of its
members.

The Order of
the Cronus was an archaic secret society that has stood the test of
time. Not just anyone could join, and most
memberships were legacies. I’d
been told that I was destined for the organization when I’d only
been thirteen. My father had sat me down, explained what was to be
expected of me, and had made it clear that I hadn’t had a choice in
the matter. At the time, I hadn’t care overly much because
twenty-two had seemed so far away, but as the years passed, the
weight of those expectations had slowly started to make an impact,
and I’d been more than ready the night of the
initiation.

Like all
clubs, being a member came with ironclad rules and expectations, and if you broke any of the
rules, the existing members quickly ruined your life and the lives
of everyone that you loved as an example to the others. Anyone who
thought they could benefit from The Order without paying a price
for it was stupid. There was always a price for everything, even if
it was just a penny.

The rules were
simple for the initiating class, though. We had to stay out of
trouble until we graduated from college, our supporters bound to
make sure that we had the
guidance that we needed not to become a scandal or worse. The Order
was a firm believer that every man needed a good woman in his life,
so that he could achieve at the highest level, hence our
supporters. However, there was never any question that Kincaid
would be my supporter. Even at the tender age of thirteen, I’d know
that I was going to pick her for my partner, though we couldn’t
officially announce it until our freshman year of college. The day
after I’d enrolled in Hales, I had named Kincaid as my
supporter.
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