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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


Dedication

 For Kam
–

For Everything.
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Devil’s Playground –
The Riggs
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You – Alex
Condliffe

The Time of
Our Lives – The Venice
Connection

Prisoner –
Raphael Lake, Aaron Levy &
Daniel Ryan Murphy

Feel It –
Michele Morrone

Bad At
Love – Maddy Benson
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I
See Red – Everybody Loves An
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Teardrop – Massive
Attack
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Chapter 1


Kincaid~

I missed Fox.

While
I was normally really good at
compartmentalizing and setting my emotions aside to focus on the
important stuff, I missed him. Even though there was no other
choice than to come back to the hotel with my parents, I could have
invited him back here with me. Though it would have been
uncomfortable as hell for my parents, they would have gotten over
it. Plus, I knew that Fox had enough sense to have left in the
morning, so that my parents and I could talk.

When that text
had come through so late at night, a part of me had wanted to text him to come over, but he had
never responded to my reply, so I figured he had fallen asleep.
After all, it had been past two in the morning.

Letting out a
deep breath, I threw my clothes on from last night, then headed
towards the bathroom. My
parents had booked a penthouse suite, so they were wherever they
were, doing their thing, while I had the privacy to do
mine.

After
putting my clothes from yesterday
back on, going to the restroom, brushing my teeth, washing my
bruised face, then readjusting my disastrous bun, I headed towards
the suite kitchen to face the music. Last night had taken a lot out
of my parents, so when we’d come back to the hotel, we had agreed
to talk in the morning. Everyone needed some space to process all
of what had just happened.

However,
before I made it into the kitchen, I stopped to reply to all the texts that I’d gotten from the
girls last night. After that, I shot off two additional
texts.

 


Me:
Just checking in. I’m
good.

 


SaxyV:
Good. Love u.

 


Me:
Love u 2

 


With that out of the way,
I sent the second text.

 


Me:
Thinking of u

 


It wasn’t what I
wanted to send, but I was in my feelings this morning, and Fox
deserved to benefit from that.

 


Love:
Same

 


My heart
thumped with unpleasantness, but I deserved it. It didn’t matter that we’ve been sleeping
together for a couple of weeks now. We still haven’t cleared the
air. I still haven’t explained myself, and he still hasn’t forgiven
me. He’s accepted me, but he hasn’t forgiven me.

When I walked
into the kitchenette, my
parents were both sitting down at the small bar that separated the
kitchen from the sitting room. My parents have always led busy
lives, so whenever I saw them together like this it felt strange.
While I expected it during the holidays, a random Wednesday in
November wasn’t expected.

As soon as my mother
saw me, she stood up. “Would you like some coffee?”

I gestured for her
to sit back down. “I can get it.”

“Did you get
any sleep?” This from my
father.

“Enough,” I
answered with my back to him as I poured myself a cup of coffee.

“We’ve been
thinking-”

“Patty, let her get
comfortable first, yeah?” my dad jumped in, and I appreciated the
effort.

Turning
around, a fresh cup of coffee in my hands, I leaned back against the counter. “I’m fine,
Dad,” I semi-lied. “Honest.”

He didn’t look like
he believed me, but we had bigger things to discuss beyond my
stubbornness. “Very well,” he muttered.

I looked over
at my mom. “What were you saying, Mom?”

She glanced at
my father really quickly
before continuing with her thoughts. “Well, since Thanksgiving
break is just a couple of weeks away, maybe it’d be a good idea for
you to come home with us now,” she suggested.

“Mom, it’s not
a couple of weeks away,” I
corrected her. “It’s over three weeks away.” I glanced back and
forth between my parents. “I don’t need a month-long break from HU
or what happened last night.”

“Kincaid, you’ve
been through a traumatic ordeal-”

“Dad, I know
exactly what I’ve been
through,” I said, cutting him off. “Just because I’m not a sobbing,
hysterical mess does not mean that I’m not aware of the
significance of last night.”

He clenched
his teeth, and Merrick Black pissed off was never a good thing.
“Kincaid, I know you well
enough to know that you’ve only been a hysterical mess maybe twice
in your life. This isn’t entirely about you.”

My shoulders
dropped and it was a wonder that I could still hold onto the cup in my hands. Even though
they knew that I was safe from prosecution, my father was still
concerned about retaliation in other ways. However, I wasn’t scared
of what The Order might do. I’ve endured the loss of my brother and
the heartbreak of walking away from Fox, so whatever August’s
parents or The Order might have in mind, I welcomed it. I might
have killed August Remington while enraged, but I still had a lot
of anger living in my veins.

“I know you
guys are worried about any possible…fallout from all this, but I’m
fine,” I assured him. “Do you honestly think anyone’s going to risk coming after me for
something so cut and dry? August attacked me, no matter how much
the organization wants to believe that he’d been a good
choice.”

“Honey, this
is bigger than you just killing August Remington,” my mother
chimed in. “You kids
are…are…”

“Kincaid, you
have Stone and Rylee with the first Hera contract ever,” Dad said, taking over Mom’s
concerns. “Then Ross gets married without any regard to the
expectations. Immediately after that, Saxton marries Hastings in
the same exact fashion.” He let out a deep breath. “Now they’re
aware that you and Saxton are best friends, and that you have been
since grade school.”

“How do you know
that?”

He shot me a
look. “I do have connections who have become friends over the
years, Kincaid. When your name
came up in some whispered conversations, I was given a heads
up.”

Interesting.

“And?”

“And?”

“Kincaid, honey-”
Mom jumped in, trying to calm my father.

“Kincaid, if
it’s not enough to announce that you and Saxton are best
friends, it gets back to them that
you and Fox Harrington are involved,” Dad continued, speaking over
my mother. “Fox goddamn Harrington. Seriously?”

That got my back up.
“What’s wrong with Fox Harrington?”

“Nothing,” he
bit out. “That’s the problem. You go and kill August Remington, and then the people locking in
your story are Saxton Voss, Stone Lexington, Fox Harrington, and
Ross Carmichael. You don’t think the panel and the organization are
going to be concerned about that?”

“I really
don’t care, Dad,” I told him
honestly. “I’m not responsible for other people’s nightmares. And
if it’s true that our…friendships are making the organization
nervous, well then I suggest they don’t do anything to piss us
off.”

“Kincaid-”

“No, Dad,” I
snapped. “If you want to be
worried, then fine. I can’t help that. But if you think I’m going
to walk around, scared of the boogieman, then you’re very
mistaken.”

“Kincaid, the
boogieman exists, even if you’re not afraid of him,” Mom said.

I arched a
brow. “Mom, when are you going
to see it?”

“See what?”

“That I
am the boogieman,” I told her.

My Dad’s chin
came up, and I could see pride
in his eyes, even though he wished things were different.
That I
was different.

Looking at both my
parents, I said, “I got this.” Because I did.

They had no
idea.


Chapter 2


Fox~

Not being able to
sleep for shit last night, I’d
gotten up early, getting ready for the day, ready to mainline
coffee straight into my veins if I had to. While it was expected
that Kincaid wouldn’t be at any of her classes today, the rest of
us didn’t have an excuse. Even though the news of August
Remington’s untimely death was sure to bring about all kinds of
news vans, it would be Kincaid’s name in the news, not
ours.

With an hour
before my first class of the day was scheduled to begin, the knock
at my door didn’t surprise me. In fact, I’d been kind of surprised that I had been allowed to
come back to my condo in relative peace after last night. There was
nothing like your parents coming down on you like the wrath of God
to remind yourself that you still had people to answer to, even if
you were grown.

Answering
the door, I barely had time to
move out of the way before Walter and Ireland Harrington were
barging into my place. It was no secret that they were probably
upset, my father for legal reasons, my mother for emotional ones.
As a federal judge, the legal aspects for anything would always
enter his mind first.

After shutting
the door, I turned to face my parents, both looking tired as hell.
They probably stayed up until early this morning conjuring all
kinds of ‘what ifs’ in their
head.

God bless them.

“I told you to
stop seeing her,” my father hissed, not bothering to pussyfoot
around.

“We’re not doing
this, Dad,” I replied.

“She killed August
Remington,” he stressed. “Jesus Christ, Fox.”

“Why is
everyone so centered on the fact that Kincaid killed August,
rather than the fact
that he attacked
her?” I snapped. “She didn’t
kill him. She defended herself, and the sorry fuck got what he
deserved.”

“Fox, it’s not that
simple-”

“Oh, but it
is,” I corrected.

“Kincaid is
unpredictable,” he nearly roared. “That girl has a reputation that-”

“That would
lead the fucking organization if she’d been born a man,” I spat.
“You know it. Hell, everyone knows it. While a lot of the members
might be intimidated by our
initiating class, they’re actually scared of Kincaid, and the panel
is on edge because of it. Right?”

“Fox-”

“So, answer me
this, Dad?” I said, talking over him. “Why would a group of some of
the most powerful men on the planet be afraid of a twenty-two-year-old college student?” I
stepped to him. “What does she know, Dad? What does she have on you
guys that you’re shitting your pants because she’s proven that she
can kill a man and still sleep like a baby at night?”

My father’s
back straightened, but we were
the same height, so it went nowhere to intimidating me. “We’re not
afraid of her,” he lied. “However, your commitment is supposed to
be to The Order first, not each other. You boys are…bonding
dangerously, and everyone sees it.”

“Then why put
us together?” I asked, my voice full of ire. “If you knew that we’d be this formidable as a
group, why initiate us all together?”

He let out a
deep sigh. I wasn’t sure how deep his confidentiality obligations
went, but while he was on the governing panel, he was still my father. “We knew that you
boys, as a group, could take us to a new level of power,” he
admitted. “We never imagined that Stone Lexington would enact a
Hera contract, turning everything on its head, though.”

“Okay, I get
that,” I conceded. “But why
let Saxton select Kincaid if you guys were so wary of
her.”

“Because the contracts and
traditions don’t allow for it,” he answered. “The very foundation
of what we are is based on trust. The bond between a sponsor and
his supporter is so important that we don’t interfere in the
selection. As long as they pass the background checks, there are no
issues. The only time that we step in is if a situation such as
Ross’, August’s, and yours occurs where you have to select a new
supporter.”

I knew most of
what he was already telling me, so it wasn’t anything new. I knew
the rules when it came to
selecting your supporter. The only thing that didn’t make sense was
that The Order would give us any kind of power like that. For a
group of assholes who prized control, they’d left a lot of
loopholes in those contracts. Whatever came of our initiating
class, I’d bet my left nut that some rules were going to be changed
after this.

“Well, I don’t know
what you want me to say, Dad.” I looked between him and my mother.
“Last night doesn’t change anything.”

“Fox, you need
to consider what all this
means for you?” Mom said, finally adding her two cents. “While I
have no doubt that Kincaid didn’t mean to hurt August, you cannot
tie yourself to a girl who killed a Remington and think that it
won’t affect your future to a Supreme Court seat.”

“Fine.”

“F…fine?” she
sputtered.

“Fuck the
Supreme Court,” I replied.
“Let Cotton make you guys proud.”

“You know very well
that Cotton isn’t…ideal for-”

“Ideal?” I
mocked. “Oh, c’mon, Mom. Cotton’s a douchebag who
wouldn’t know how to tie his
shoes if you didn’t pay someone to do it for him, then turn around
and tell him what a good job he did.”

“That’s enough,” Dad
spat viciously. “You will not speak to your mother like that.”

“But I see you’re
not defending your other son,” I pointed out.

He stepped to
me, my mother at his back,
looking on helplessly. “You are out of your mind if you think that
we’re going to stand back and watch you throw away your entire
future for a girl who doesn’t deserve you,” he hissed in my face.
“Kincaid Black is going to destroy you if she has the chance. How
can you not see that?”

As angry as I
was, I couldn’t even be mad at him for feeling this way. Again, he
saw what she’d done to me three years ago. There was more at stake
here than just my future. My sanity was at risk more than
anything else. He knew it,
too. Both my parents knew it. Kincaid might scare the organization
for a lot of reason, but she scared my parents for the sheer fact
that they’ve already seen what she was capable of doing to
me.

Could I really blame
them?

“She
already did that once, Dad.
Remember?” Of course, he did.

He shook his head.
“Like I could forget.” He eyed me. “You’re my son, Fox. I know
exactly what that girl did to you.”

I cocked my
head when something occurred to me. “You know, you say you know
exactly what she did to me,
but you’ve never asked me what it was that I might have done to
her. Why?”

“Because
you’re not your brother,” he replied quickly and easily. “You’re a
good man, Fox. For you to have loved her as much as you did,
there’s no way you would have
done anything ill to her.”

“Perhaps,” I
conceded.

“Fox, there
are a million girls who would love a chance at dating you,” my
mother added. “Why not give
them a chance? Why does it have to be
Kincaid Black?”

I looked past
my dad, so that I could look my mother in the eye. “It’s been three years, Mom,” I told
her. “Three years, and I still felt like I couldn’t breathe in any
happiness as long as Kincaid existed but wasn’t with me.” Her mouth
opened in a silent gasp. “Truth be told, I still feel that way.”
Ignoring my father, I made my way over to my mother. “Everything is
fine until she enters the room. Suddenly, all the colors aren’t as
vibrant as they once appeared next to her. Suddenly, all
conversation sounds like radio static. Suddenly, all the faces are
featureless masks. Suddenly, I’m not suffocating in the misery of
just existing. Suddenly, I’m a-fucking-live, Mom.”

Tears gathered in
the corner of her eyes. “Oh, son…”

I turned back
towards my dad. “Is she going to destroy me? Probably,” I agreed
again. “Lord knows that she
possesses the power to do so. Will I recover a second time?
Probably not.”

“Fox-”

I shook my
head at him. “I’m not a glutton for punishment, Dad. Honest. I just
know what it feels like to be with her and what it feels like not
to have her, and not having
her hurts way worse than a broken heart.”

“You’re making
a mistake,” he said. “I know that you don’t want to hear it, but
it’s true. Kincaid Black is…I just think she’s more than you’re
capable of handling. Hell, more than any man can
handle.”

He wasn’t wrong.

“And that
makes her the most magnificent thing that I have ever seen,” I told him.

Knowing that we were
at a stalemate, he finished this conversation like he had the other
one. “Just…just call me if you need anything.”

“No
problem,” I lied again.

No one wanted to be
told ‘I told you so’.


Chapter 3


Kincaid~

Having opted to not
attend classes today, my phone has been busy as hell
all day long. Hastings, Rylee, and
Sutton have been texting nonstop to check on me, and I’ve even
received a few texts from Stone and Ross. Of course, Saxton’s been
on my ass all day, but a lot of that was appreciated.

The news of
August Remington’s death had spread like a wildfire.
Though I haven’t checked any of my
social media accounts today, Saxton had warned me that August’s
death was all that anyone was talking about. With the media a
concern, Mr. Voss had managed to send out the word that if anyone
from any of the media outlets harassed the HU campus, there’d be
hell to pay. However, that didn’t mean that they wouldn’t be
around. Loitering and harassing were two very different things,
after all.

So, back at my
condo, I was laying low. My parents had already flown out after our
‘talk’ this morning, and though my mother had tried to talk
some more sense into me, my father
had been wise enough to see the writing on the wall. A part of him
didn’t want to know what I was up to, but another part wanted to
stand back and see what I was capable of. After all, I was the one
who was going to take over his empire one day.

The only
thing that I found odd about
today was how I hadn’t heard from Alexander. Sure, it could be
argued that he’d go through Saxton since it was Saxton who was
‘responsible’ for me, but I knew that Alexander had the right to
talk with me privately if he so chose to. There was no doubt that a
meeting would be called soon, but I still half-ass expected him to
show up at my place. After all, we also had our little side-deal
going in addition to everything else. Plus, if Alexander George
thought that killing August would redirect my priorities, he was
wrong.

So, with my
parents gone, everyone attending their classes, and Alexander
nowhere in sight, I had spent the day using my pent-up energy on
working out. I did it regularly anyway, but today’s workouts were for peace of mind more
than a benefit for my body and health. The fight with August had
been brutal, and I needed to work on learning how to protect myself
from the move that I hadn’t anticipated.

That was
another thing. Though my body
had a few bruises sporadically scattered about my person, it was my
face that really looked bad. I had a black eye, a bruise lining the
edge of my jaw, and small gash running across my right eyebrow, the
same eye that was blackened. Granted, I could have looked way
worse, but if anyone didn’t already know that it was me who had
killed August, my battered face would be a clue enough.

Not that I cared,
mind you.

Luckily,
Hastings had left some of her pampering shit here when she had
moved in with Saxton, so after the workouts all day, my body aching, and my face looking like
I’d fought a gorilla and lost, I was soaking in the tub, bubbles up
to my neck, a peppermint facemask sheet redesigned to not cover the
gash above my eye, and classical music filling my ears.

Apollo and Saxton were
the only two people who knew that about me. I loved classical music
during my highs and lows. Normally, I listened to whatever song
caught my ear. I didn’t have a preference in music. I liked what I
liked, though my tastes did seem to lean more towards classic metal
more than anything else.

However, when
I was in a place where I was opened to experience my emotions,
classical music was my jam of
choice. I had no idea what it was about the instrumental music that
calmed my crazy thoughts or rushing emotions, but it did. Right
now, I was feeling a low, but it felt like a dangerous low, like
the calm before the storm. Maybe it was because I was finally
moving forward with finding out what happened to Apollo. Still,
whatever it was, I was feeling too relaxed.
Especially, considering that I’d just killed someone last
night.

There was also
the fact that I hadn’t heard from Fox all day, though it was more expected than alarming.
After all, the guy’s endgame was to end up on the Supreme Court one
day. If that day ever comes, his entire life would be scrutinized,
and dating a girl who killed a Remington once upon a time was not a
good look. I couldn’t imagine his parents taking our associating
very well if they even knew. I had no idea what Fox’s parents
thought of me, but I couldn’t imagine it was anything good. They’d
known about our relationship three years ago, and no parents could
like the person who had broken their child’s heart. Especially,
considering that Fox’s younger brother was a dickhead. Cotton
Harrington was a class-A douchebag, and all of Walter and Ireland
Harrington’s future hopes rested with Fox making a name for
himself, not Cotton.

Never Cotton.

Not wanting to
think about it, I closed my eyes and let the music do its thing.
There was a special kind of
power in shutting out the world. Never afraid or ashamed of who I
was, it didn’t bother me to be alone. I didn’t need people around
me to distract me from my choices or the discomfort that sometimes
looked back at me through a mirror.

However, my hiatus came
to an end when I heard the distinct sounds of the front door
opening, then closing. Since I’d been alone, there’d been no need
to shut the bathroom door or the bedroom door. Plus, I wasn’t
playing the music up high. I’d been enjoying it as a low hum in the
background.

I also knew
that it wasn’t Saxton or Hastings. They would have called out for
me by now. I smiled at the
memory of Saxton walking in on me dressing when we’d been
nine-years-old, and it had traumatized him enough to never do it
again. The guy always knocked or called out for me before entering
my private space. The funny thing was that I’d been half-dressed
already. My shirt had covered my thighs, but the boy had been
traumatized, not caring that my clothes had covered me. He’d been
upset over invading my privacy, no matter what I’d been
doing.
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