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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!
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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:
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Other Books 

Dedication

For my readers and their endless supply of patience.
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“I mean, what are people going to think? Honestly, Jasmine,” Grandmother scolded.

“What more do you want me to do?” my mother asked. “I’ve cut out everything bad from my diet, and I exercise four days a week.”

“Well, maybe you should make it seven days a week,” Grandmother said meanly.

“I don’t have that kind of time,” my mother argued. “I have a job and a child to raise.”

“Oh, please, that’s what nannies are for,” Grandmother huffed. “Besides, it’s not like you need to work. You could easily quit to find time to work on yourself.”

I could hear my mother sigh, and she only did that when she was losing her patience. “I enjoy working, Mother. Plus, everyone knows how hard it is to maintain your figure after you’ve had kids.”

“That excuse might have worked before, but Dylan is seven-years-old already, Jasmine,” Grandmother said. “Seven years is plenty of enough time to get rid of your pregnancy weight.”

“Are you forgetting about Janet?” my mother asked, mentioning my little sister. “She’s only five.”

“Same principles apply,” Grandmother said, but I didn’t know what principles were.

“I’m five-five and weigh a hundred and twenty pounds, Mother. I’m healthy enough,” my mother argued, and I knew that I shouldn’t be listening, but no one would ever tell me anything if I didn’t listen.

“Well, if your husband won’t pay for a little nip-and-tuck, then I suppose that we’ll just have to figure something else out,” Grandmother went on, and I wondered if she knew that she was hurting my mother’s feelings.

“Don’t make this about Federick,” my mother said. “Surgery of any kind comes with risks, and I’d rather stick to diet and exercise than jeopardize my health with an operation for vanity reasons.”

“Well, if your husband ends up cheating on you, don’t say that I didn’t warn you,” Grandmother told her, and I wasn’t sure what that meant, but it didn’t sound good.

“Not all men are Dad,” my mother said, and I also didn’t know what that meant, but I knew that she was talking about my grandfather. He sent me cards and money a lot, but we never saw him. He was in The Netherlands with his new family. At least, that’s what my mother told us.

“Every woman should take pride in her appearance, whether her husband is a cheating scumbag or not,” Grandmother said, and I wondered what a cheating scumbag was.

“I do take pride in my appearance,” my mother told her.

“You’d never be able to tell with that extra five pounds that keeps plaguing you,” Grandmother said in her angry voice.

“I’m not having surgery for five damn pounds, so leave it alone.”

“If you’re not going to do it for yourself or your husband, then do it for your daughters,” Grandmother said, her voice getting louder.

“What do Dylan and Janet have to do with any of this?”

“Do you really want them to grow up thinking that it’s okay to be ugly?” Grandmother asked. “You want them to think that it’s okay to just let yourself go because the upkeep is too tiresome?”

“My children are seven and five,” my mother said, almost yelling like my grandmother. “They’re too young to even care about that stuff.”

“Well, if you don’t teach them now how important their looks are, then they’re going to grow up to be the ugly girls of the world,” Grandmother said, and I didn’t want to be ugly.

Not wanting to hear Grandmother be mean anymore, I went to go look for Janet, and when I found her, she was in the playroom, and it looked like she was having a sleepover with her toys.

“Do you want to play with me, Dylan?” she asked when she saw me. “I’m playing sleepy time.”

I sat down next to her and said, “Sure.”

Janet smiled. “It’s called camping. Daddy said.”

I nodded. “Okay.”

“But there aren’t any bears here,” she said, and I hoped not. “Daddy says there’s bears when you camp out in the trees.”

I didn’t want to talk about bears. “Janet?”

“Yeah?”

“You’re very pretty,” I told her. “You will never be an ugly girl.”

“You’re pretty, too.”

I smiled back at her, but too bad Grandmother didn’t think so.
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Dylan~

The worst and best part of my job was the traveling. While I loved seeing new places and experiencing different cultures, I could also go back home to hide from the world whenever I was out of town and encountered someone too stupid to be left unattended, which was what this trip had turned out to be.

Type llb diamonds my ass.

At any rate, that’s what I did for a living; I was considered one of the most reputable diamond experts in the country, and I had enough private clients that I didn’t have to worry about grocery or gas prices, which was a good thing.

Now, while glamorous in its own way, it was still a far cry from following in my family’s footsteps, something that I’d never had an interest in. Despite how the lifestyle had been shoved down my throat, I hadn’t ever wanted to be under that kind of a microscope.

My father was Federick Finnick, an award-winning television producer, and he had hundreds of smash hits under his belt, but that wasn’t all. He’d also been praised for documentaries and limited series, still staying away from reality television because he believed it to be absolute trash, which I understood since I had a bit of an aversion to it myself.

My mother was Jasmine Finnick, and though she also worked behind the camera, she did it as a makeup and hairstyle artist, working for my father’s production company, TTQ Productions, which stood for The Three Queens, supposedly after me, my mother, and my sister. Nevertheless, my mother’s costume design ideas had also won a few awards throughout the years, and they really were quite the power couple in the television world.

As for my younger sister, Janet Finnick, unlike me, she had embraced our lives in the limelight, having chosen to go into modeling at a very young age. Blonde, blue-eyed, slim, and tall, Janet had gone from being just another blonde to one of the most recognized faces in the world, and when she had retired at the age of thirty, she had used the bulk of her earnings to start her own modeling agency, and it was a very successful one, Janet’s charm legendary.

Now, despite my family being a very busy one, we were still rather close, the important holidays always a must. Easter, Thanksgiving, and Christmas were non-negotiable in our family, but that wasn’t a complaint. Even with all our faults, we were still family and felt the bond strongly enough to always answer the phone when one of us called the other.

Of course, that was with the exception of my grandmother, Agnes Hightower. The woman thrived on living a miserable existence, and she really was exhausting to deal with, no matter if the conversation lasted two minutes or two hours. My grandfather had left her for another woman decades ago, and she was still bitter about it, no one safe from her righteous opinions.

At any rate, my family aside, I was also fortunate enough to have two of the best friends that a woman could ever have, not an ounce of mean girl in either of them, which was very rare when it came to women in general.

First up was Huntley Winslet...well, Mercer now. However, before she had married Onyx, she’d been Huntley Winslet, and out of the three of us, she was the nicest and wasn’t quick to bow up or get stubborn. Huntley was thirty-eight, practical, considerate, and really just an all-around wonderful human being.

She was also a couple of inches shorter than me at five-foot-two, had dark auburn hair, sparkling hazel eyes, and a petite look about her. She was truly lovely, and she was also an antiques expert, so there’d been lots of times when we had travel together for our clients. While Huntley did work for an online auction house, she also worked for a private dealer, and she traveled for him more than she did for the auction house. However, now that she was happily married with a baby, I couldn’t see her traveling as much, but I couldn’t be sure since she was so dedicated to her job.

Next up was Keris Kingston, nee Bishop, and where Huntley was a sweetie, Keris was fiery, and like me, thirty-seven. She was also five-foot-two, but unlike Huntley, she had dark brown hair, green eyes, a set of sweet dimples, and had a siren’s figure, which was also all natural, unlike mine. She was also known as the girl with the diamond mines because her family owned some diamond mines in Central America, which could only be inherited through direct female descendants. Well, the firstborn female, as Keris’ younger sister, Lindsey, couldn’t inherit, which she was perfectly okay with. Lindsey had health problems and preferred not to have the headaches that Keris had when it came to the mines. However, if anyone was up to the challenge of being worth billions, then it was Keris, for sure.

Keris was also the curator at Impressions Art Gallery & Museum, though she didn’t need to work. Her boss was Faron Golden, and at six-one with dark blond hair, grey eyes, and a ripped body, I’d had the pleasure of experiencing Mr. Golden naked, and it was still a fond memory for me, though it’d been a one-time-only thing.

Anyway, Keris was also married to Brantley Kingston, and with one son to complete their little family, they really did look like the American Dream, and it helped that Brantley was wealthier than Keris, minus the value of the mines. In fact, the only other man in the city that could go toe-to-toe with Brantley Kingston was Ares Cormac, and whew...I always had to fan myself whenever I thought about that man.

Unlike my two best friends, I was a typical blonde and all that you envisioned when someone mentioned a blonde. I was five-foot-four and had light blonde hair, cornflower blue eyes, and my figure had been purchased by the best in the business. I was a fan of plastic surgery, and because I only paid for the best, it was hard to catalogue all the work that I’d had done over the years.

The surgeries aside, I also got Botox regularly for my fine lines, my lips were plump with artificial fillers, and my hour-glass figure was exactly that, my breasts being maybe a size too big, but still perfect teardrops that defied gravity.

I’d also gone through the painful ordeal of permanent hair removal a few years back, and being an artist when it came to makeup brushes, I looked exactly like what a diamond expert should look like. I fit the part flawlessly, and I rarely left the house looking less than ready to take on the world.

However, with that level of confidence also came a lot of hate, and it was one of the reasons why I treasured Keris and Huntley so much. We’d met at an art showing ten years ago, and we had just clicked so seamlessly that I’d slaughter an entire village before ever giving up my friendship with them. Their loyalty was unwavering, and they’d proven it when I had married Sean Pickerel a few years back. Sean had recently passed at the age of seventy-three, and as you could probably guess, everyone had labeled me a gold-digger when we’d gotten married, which hadn’t been the case at all. Sean had just wanted some companionship and good sex, and I had provided both.

So, after having been cast as the villain in my marriage for so many years, people had been stunned to find out that Sean hadn’t left me anything in his will; he’d left it all to his kids, divided up evenly, all nice and neat like. Granted, what no one knew-apart from Keris and Huntley-was that Sean had given me my inheritance before he had passed, which had been a significant amount of cash along with a small cabin just five miles north of Portal Lands, a cabin that I’d fallen in love with the first time that he'd ever taken me there. As far as his family knew, Sean had unloaded the property a few years back, only they didn’t know to whom.

At any rate, three months later, I was still missing him, though not like a grieving widow. Now, while Sean and I had been very transparent with each other about our arrangement, that didn’t mean that we hadn’t been friends, because we had been, and I missed him still. He hadn’t ever judged me for my need to always look perfect, and I hadn’t ever judged him for how he wanted to get his rocks off, making our marriage a perfect one for us.

Nonetheless, even though I missed him, that hadn’t stopped me from letting Ares Cormac cheer me up a few weeks ago, and I didn’t care how much Brantley, Onyx, and Magnus hated Ares, that man would never be my enemy, though I still did my best not to end up in his bed again, lest I actually fall in love after a second time with the man.

Fucking phenomenal in the sack.

Just then, my phone chimed with an incoming text, and when I saw Faron’s name, I couldn’t help but smile. Though he swore that I was Satan personified, our little drunken one-night stand hadn’t ruined our friendship, and I thanked God because I absolutely adored Faron. I also loved how he called Keris Shopgirl, ignoring how she was worth billions.

The Golden One: I’m crashing girls’ night next week. FYI

Huntley, Keris, and I did our best to have a girls’ night once a month, and Faron had a standing invitation to join, no matter what.

Me: Let the liquor flow n may the mistakes b legendary ones

Real friends really were priceless.
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Magnus~

“Thanks again,” she cooed before blowing me a kiss, her hand already on the doorknob like a woman that knew the score and didn’t want to risk losing a good thing.

I didn’t say anything as she let herself out of the hotel room, but then again, there wasn’t anything to be said. While I had stopped wearing my wedding ring ages ago, it was common knowledge that I was married, and if it wasn’t, then I always made it clear to any bed partner that might begin getting ideas in her head. When I entertained, I entertained to get off; nothing more, nothing less.

Now, I hadn’t always been this big of an asshole, but I wore the word well, and at this point in my life, I couldn’t see that changing. I was thirty-seven, and I was pretty sure that this was the end of it. Yeah, miracles happened every day, but I was jaded enough to believe that, for better or worse, this was the best that people were going to get out of me, and I was actually okay with that.

I’d never play the fool again.

There was also the fact that I never forgot where I came from. While I might be the senior CFO of Kingston Industries and have more money than I’d ever need, I still visited my parents enough to keep me grounded, and they were still the biggest influences in my life, though I’d always done my own thing.

Boyd and Lena Saint owned a small deli in my hometown of Cort, Rhode Island, and while their little shop was successful enough to expand, they hadn’t ever wanted that kind of life. My parents were simple people, and growing up, they’d done their best to raise me right, and being their only child, they’d always done their best to help me succeed, something that I liked to believe that we’d done together. While I’d had to apply for a lot of college scholarships, my parents had also given me money for extras when they’d could, working to make a degree possible.

At any rate, college was where I’d met Brantley Kingston and Onyx Mercer, the three of us choosing rugby as our sport of choice. For whatever reason, we’d all been targeted by the senior teams during our freshman year, and our mutual thirst for blood had bonded us in a way that had me and Onyx still working for Brantley all these years later. Though Onyx and I hadn’t been raised with a silver spoon in our mouths like Brantley had, you’d never be able to tell. Brantley hadn’t been obligated to give us a leg up once we’d graduated from college, so Onyx and I always did our best to make sure that we proved ourselves, though Brantley really couldn’t care less. As far as he was concerned, we had proven ourselves when we’d stood next to him against those fuckhole college seniors.

Now, while I did owe college a lot, it was also where I’d had the misfortune of meeting my wife, Kristy Lawson. At best, we’d been casual acquaintances during school, but shortly after graduation, Onyx, Brantley, and I had been celebrating our new chapters in life, and Kristy had been at the same restaurant, having a drink with her girlfriends after work, one thing leading to another, and I hadn’t been opposed to something casual at the time. However, things had stopped being casual very quickly after I’d accidentally gotten her pregnant.

At any rate, while it hadn’t been ideal, Kristy and I had gotten along well enough that I had asked her to marry me, determined to make the most of our marriage. Of course, neither of us had counted on the hours that I’d be putting in at Kingston Industries, and with me working around the clock, Kristy’s stress level had resulted in a miscarriage.

At least, that’s what she had claimed at the time.

Regardless of what the truth was back then, I’d felt guilty enough that I’d spoken with Brantley, then had done my best to manage that whole work/life balance bullshit. Nonetheless, that hadn’t been enough for Kristy, and I had walked into our apartment to find her fucking some other guy, and to this day, that was still something that I wouldn’t wish on my worst enemy.

Anyway, after beating the fuck out of the guy, Kristy had begged me to forgive her, and I’d been too exhausted not to. Whether people believed it or not, it was a lot easier to stay married than get a divorce, especially when there was no prenup, which we hadn’t had one because I hadn’t had anything worth safeguarding at the time. Besides, I hadn’t been blameless. While I had expected her to honor her vows, I had neglected her in favor of my career, and I still didn’t know if I’d been the cause of her miscarriage or not. In fact, I wasn’t even sure if she’d ever been pregnant; that’s how much I had neglected her, and I had stayed with her to take responsibility for my own mistakes, which had been rather big ones.

It hadn’t been until about a year later that I had noticed the obvious change in her behavior, another man in her life again, which had led us to where we were now.

Thank God.

When Kristy had finally stopped trying to hide her extracurricular activities, that’s when I’d begun to engage in some of my own, and that’s also when I had stopped wearing my wedding ring for good. Kristy and I were married in name only, and she currently lived in France, carrying on blissfully, and I couldn’t care less. As long as I continued to pay for her lifestyle, she left me the hell alone, and after watching Onyx’s ex-wife make his life a living hell for years, I was very grateful for Kristy’s absence in my life, and I could only hope that it stayed that way.

Luckily, Onyx was no longer married to his horrible ex-wife, and his new wife was a gem among women. While Brantley was married to Keris Bishop, Onyx had married one of her best friends, Huntley Winslet, and the two couples couldn’t be happier. Brantley and Keris had a son, and Onyx had gotten Huntley pregnant almost immediately, her recently giving birth. Seriously, they were both living the dream, and I was positively thrilled for the both of them.

Like manifesting your worst nightmare, my phone began to ring as I walked over to the bar for another drink, and when I glanced that the phone, I saw Kristy’s name flashing across the screen, and there was only one reason why she’d be calling me.

Nevertheless, I still answered. “Yeah?”

“Well, it’s lovely to hear your voice, too,” she drawled out.

“What do you want, Kristy?” I asked, pouring myself a double, thinking about just staying the night here, instead of checking out early like I always did.

Getting right to the point she said, “I need you to be a dear and transfer six-hundred thousand to my Loman account.”

I downed my first glass of whiskey. “Is it anything that I need to know about?”

That was the only problem with us still being legally married; I still needed to know enough about her life that she didn’t get me into anything sketchy. Now, while Kristy was shrewd enough not to burn her cash cow, she really had no concept of money and could easily get scammed, and I only cared because it’d be my money that was being scammed; Kristy didn’t work.

“No,” she answered pointedly. “There’s a very lovely manor that has recently come up for sale, and I want it.”

“Why can’t you sell the house that you live in now, then use that to buy the manor?” I asked, seriously wondering why I even bothered.

“Because it might get snatched up before I can sell,” she answered, speaking to me as if I were stupid or something.

“Of course,” I huffed, pouring myself another drink.

“Well, if you’re going to be that way, then I can pay you back with the sale of this house,” she said, and that immediately had the hairs on the back of my neck standing up.

“What?”

“I can probably get about a million for this one,” she went on, making me almost fear for my life. “I can pay you back and still have some left over.”

“Well, since it’s my money that bought that house, you’d essentially be paying me back with my own money, Kristy,” I pointed out.

“Do you really want to split hairs, Magnus?” she bit out, clearly annoyed that I wasn’t jumping to accept her ‘generous’ offer.

Ignoring her, I said, “You’ll have the money by morning.”

“See? That’s all you had to say,” she said primly.

“Bye, Kristy,” I replied before hanging up, downing my second glass of whiskey because I clearly needed it.

Seriously, after just having had my dick sucked a million different ways from Sunday, you’d think that I’d be in a better mood, but Kristy sure did know how to ruin a good time. She was a constant reminder of the biggest mistake of my life, and she was also the reason why I never fucked women at my home or theirs. I’d never become familiar with another woman again, and so hotel rooms helped with that.

Grabbing my phone again, I texted Raleigh.

Me: I changed my mind n I’m still at the hotel

Setting my phone down, I made my way to the shower, knowing that she’d be back.
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Chapter 3
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Dylan~

“Well, this is definitely not the girls’ night that I’m used to.”

I grinned over at Faron. “You still got me, sweet thing.”

Faron’s sexy grey eyes slid my way. “You, Dylan Finnick, frighten me. So, I think I’ll pass.”

My grin turned into a smile, showing all my teeth. “Oh, c’mon,” I teased. “You survived.”

“That’s what I keep telling him,” Keris chimed in. “He acts like he lost an arm or something.”

Huntley just laughed as Faron said, “Not for her lack of trying. I mean, there’s rough sex, and then there’s whatever Dylan’s into.”

Faron’s dramatics had us all laughing. “Oh, please,” I drawled out. “It was the best sex of your life, and you know it.”

“I hate to break it to you, but I was so drunk that I only remember the wounds afterwards,” Faron said. “Had I been sober, I would have run for my life that night.”

“Speaking of great sex, I ran into Ares Cormac the other day,” Huntley announced, batting her eyelashes at me. “He was at the Raven Auction House.”
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