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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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Academy
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Prologue

 While not all
rich people were assholes, most of the young ones were. After
working at Dina’s for more than two years, I knew that better than
most. Blaineview College catered to the richest of the rich, and
you could almost suffocate on the entitlement that shrouded the
town.

However, I needed this
job, so I took the abuse like most working stiffs had to. When you
had people counting on you, your choices were often very limited.
It didn’t matter that I had two other jobs, either. I needed all
three of them to survive, so I took the bad days with the good ones
and made the best of it. Plus, I wasn’t big into throwing pity
parties for myself. I was a doer, and when shit needed to get done,
I got it done.

I had no
choice.

So, watching
the group of Blaineview students entering the diner, I took a deep breath, praying that
they weren’t going to be assholes. As desperate as it sounded, I
suffered the perils of being a waitress because I needed the tips
on top of the paycheck, and I had learned the hard way that these
rich pricks often didn’t tip. Entitlement had them seeing the world
through a different lens than the rest of us. I was a servant; I
was here to simply serve them.

I watched the
group of four guys and two
girls make their way towards one of our larger booths, and I
plastered on the biggest smile that I could. I knew that I was
being judgmental, but it was hard not to when it was the same thing
every time that one of these groups of kids came in
here.

Walking over, I made sure
to give everyone equal amount of attention as I set the menus down
in the middle of the table. “Hello, I’m Piper. What can I get you
all?”

The guy with
dark brown hair and blue eyes
gave me a douchebag onceover, and I already knew where this was
going. “Well, there’s a
question.”

The
pretty blonde sitting next to him
huffed. “Really?”

“Well,
are you
on the menu?” the guy with dark red
hair and green eyes asked, and it was everything that I could do
not to roll my eyes.

“How
about we start with your
drinks?” I asked, ready to take their drink order before being done
with them. My shift ended in five minutes, so I just had to get
them their drinks, take their order, and then I was out of
here.

After they
fired off all of their drink requests, I hurried away, doing my best not to make it look
like I was running away. I wasn’t a coward, not in the least.
However, I couldn’t ever let myself forget that I needed this job.
I didn’t have the luxury of feeling offended. Besides, a customer
hitting on me in front of his girlfriend was hardly the worst thing
that I’d ever had to endure.

Once I had all
their drinks balanced expertly
on the serving tray, I made my way back to the table. I bit my
tongue when I saw that another guy had joined the party, and I’d
never been so happy to know that my shift was over in a couple of
minutes.

Like the
professional that I strived to
be, I distributed all their drinks by memory, and did my best to
ignore the glowering blonde that was still put out by her boyfriend
blatantly hitting on me. Not to toot my own horn because I was an
over-worked, over-stressed, unhappy person, but I was curvy,
bordering on overweight, and my chest got a lot of
attention.

Looking over at the
newcomer, I smiled as I asked, “Would you like something to
drink?”

Before he
could answer, the blonde
pushed at her boyfriend, and with a crowded table, his hand flailed
about, knocking his drink all over me. Cold soda drenched my
uniform, and like it was my fault that she was dating a
disrespectful asshole, the blonde tossed her drink at me, causing
my feet to slip in the syrupy puddle beneath me.

I went
flailing back, falling on my
ass, the serving tray dropping on the tile with a loud clatter,
causing everyone to look our way.

“That’ll
teach you to hit on another
girl’s boyfriend,” the blonde sneered, and I’d never wanted to
catch a court case so badly in my life.

“Are you
fucking crazy?” her boyfriend snapped, but he seemed to be the
only one upset. The rest of
the table was laughing at me, but all I could think about was how I
was going to have to go to my next job covered in soda.

When I
looked up, the newcomer jumped
out of his seat, his hand out to assist me, but the last thing that
I wanted or needed was help from these spoiled, entitled, rich
assholes.

I had more fucking
pride than that.


Chapter 1


Piper~

“Oh, my
God!” Casey screeched. “Are
you okay?”

Ignoring how
Gideon McCellan was trying to assist me, I turned towards Casey’s helping hands and let her
help me up. As soon as I was steady on my feet, she started
throwing her apron towels on the floor, doing her best to clean up
the mess.

“I’ll do that-”

Her blue eyes
flashed my way. “No,” she said sternly. “I’ve got this. You
need to get going.”

“But-”

“Get going,” she stressed.
“I’ve got this. It’s okay. Really.”

Glancing at my
watch, I didn’t have much of a
choice but to let her clean up the mess on her own. I felt like
absolute crap, but she was right; I had to get going. If I hurried,
I might be able to clean up a bit, though I wasn’t going to hold my
breath.

“Thank you,
Case,” I said, meaning it. “I
owe you.”

As
I turned to leave her to clean up the
mess and deal with those awful pricks, I did my best not to look at
my watch like it was a ticking timebomb. Dina’s Diner had a small
breakroom for the employees in the back, and it came with little
cubbyholes for our stuff, though no lockers for security. I quickly
grabbed my purse and jacket, hating that I was going to have to put
my jacket on over my sticky uniform. It was the middle of January,
so going without a jacket wasn’t an option. Even though it was the
middle of the day and the sun was out a bit, it was still
cold.

Flying out of
the backdoor of the diner, my steps were rushed as I headed towards the sidewalk. However, my
progress was stopped when Gideon McCellan stepped out in front of
me. While I had never spoken to the guy, I knew who he
was.

Everyone knew who he
was.

Being
financial royalty, it was hard to live in this town and not know who he was. Even though
Blaineview catered to the rich, most of the students weren’t as
rich as the guy standing in front of me. His entire family had more
money than Croesus. Anyone with the last names McCellan, Reed,
McIntire, or Marlow were considered top tier, and it was said that
they were a law unto themselves.

It
was said that they
were untouchable.

However,
Gideon McCellan didn’t look
like a college student. At first glance, he looked like a freakin’
criminal. He was over six-foot with dark blonde hair and bright
blue eyes, and he also had that movie star look going for him. He
kind of reminded me of that model, Matthew Noszka or something,
except for one thing.

Gideon McCellan was
covered in tattoos.

Standing
before me, he was dressed in a
black t-shirt that laid smoothly against his muscled arms, chest,
and abs. It fit him so well that you could see his six-pack abs
rippling beneath the fabric. The shirt came with a pair of light
blue jeans and a pair of black Timberlands. His only protection
against the cold was a thin black and white flannel.

In
short, Gideon McCellan had to be the
sexiest thing walking on two legs. While I didn’t have a type, I’d
be lying if I’d said that those tattoos weren’t delicious looking.
They started at his neck, and I had to assume that he had them
everywhere because he had some on his hands, too.

Too bad he was
a fucking asshole; birds of a
feather and all that.

Turning away
from him, I started making my way down the sidewalk. I had
someplace to be, and I didn’t
need another asshole ruining my day more.

“Hey,
hold up.”

I
kept walking.

“I said, hold
up,” he repeated, and something in those four little words had my
anger turning up a notch.

I turned around to
look at him. “Excuse me?”

“I wanted to-”

“I
don’t give a shit what you
want,” I informed him as he came to stand in front of me. “I also
don’t have time for you to throw your drink on me, too.” His chin
came up, and I could see his blue eyes cloud over with offense.
“So, just run back to your little friends and get your meals on the
house since we both know that my manager will find a way to blame
me for your friend being a cheating, disrespectful, entitled
asshole.”

Standing to
his full height, he looked down at me and said, “I think you need to be careful who you talk to
like that.”

“Because
you’re special?” I taunted.
“Because you’re better than me? Because your money makes you better
than the rest of us? Why exactly do I need to be careful how I talk
to you?”

“Maybe I need to
introduce myself-”

“Oh, I
know exactly who you are, Gideon
McCellan,” I informed him. “I know that you’re considered American
royalty and that you stand with an army of other rich assholes
standing behind you. Your family-””

At
that, he grabbed me by my arm,
yanking me towards him. “Say one more word about my family, and
having soda thrown in your face will be the least of your
problems.” His voice sounded smooth, but the undercurrent in each
word reminded me of shards of glass, making it apparent that his
family was off-limits.

I
yanked my arm out of his hold. “Look,
I don’t know why you stopped me, but I have somewhere that I need
to be.” I turned to get going, but I didn’t get far.

Gideon grabbed
my arm again, then whirled me around to face him. “I’m not done with you.”

My
brows shot upward. “You’re
not done
with me?” I echoed.

“I
actually came out here to see
if you were okay,” he said, confusing me. “But imagine my surprise
when it seems like you probably got what you deserved.” I went to
slap him, but he was too quick. Slamming me back up against the
building, he growled, “Really? Is that where we’re taking
this?”

“Let me go,” I
seethed.

Surprisingly, he let me
go, but only stepped back far enough to give me some breathing
room. The guy towered over me, but even though I was only
five-foot-one, I was not going to let this bastard intimidate me.
That was something else that I couldn’t afford. The world was a
brutal one, and it wouldn’t do to let people scare you into backing
down from defending yourself or your own.

“If you ever
try to strike me again, you’ll
spend the rest of your life regretting it,” he said, and the fact
that his voice was even and smooth made his threat sound that much
more serious.

“And they say
chivalry is dead,” I scoffed. “Good to see that Blaineview is turning out such fine young
men.”

“Act like a
lady, and then just maybe
someone will see something in you worth being chivalrous over,” he
shot back, and I really wanted to slap him again.

“How about you
leave me the hell alone and we
won’t have that problem?” I countered. “Go back to your palaces,
gated communities, and fine dining, and you won’t have to ever
worry about anymore working-class citizens
wasting your time.”

Gideon looked
like he wanted to strangle me. “You got a real mouth on
you, baby.”

That
word had me ready to rake my
claws down his perfect face. In the right scenario, by the right
person, and in the right context, that word purred in my ear would
have me ready to spread my legs. However, this was not the right
scenario, the right person, or the right context. He was calling me
that just to be a douchebag.

“Don’t call me that,” I
hissed.

His lip
twitched. “I thought you’d
prefer it to another b-word that comes to mind.”

Fury had my
blood turning hot, but as I noticed the bus passing by behind him, I glance at my watch,
and my mind went from angry to worried with a click of a button.
What was I doing? I couldn’t believe that I had allowed him to
waste so much of my time with shit that didn’t matter. I was on the
street, arguing with Gideon McCellan, and for what?

Shaking my
head, I finally got my shit together. Without a word, I stepped around him, taking off in a
quick jog.

“Hey!”
he called out. “We’re not fucking
done here!”

Even though I
knew that I didn’t have time
for this, I turned back towards him. “I know that you think the
world revolves around you, but it doesn’t,” I snapped. “Some of us
have more important things to do besides entertain the rich and
privileged.” I shook my head, letting out a dark laugh. “You guys
are all the same. Life is so damn easy that it never occurs to you
that it’s not for everyone else.”

I turned, then
started jogging towards the
bus stop, certain that I was going to be too late. However, this
wasn’t the first time that I’d ever missed the bus, so I wasn’t too
worried. I’d done ten blocks before, so I could do it
again.

Now, if this
asshole would just leave me alone.


Chapter 2


Gideon~

When I had
walked out to check if she was
okay, the last thing that I had expected was the amount of
animosity rolling off her person.

Walking into
Dina’s Diner, I had planned on just grabbing something to go before heading to the tattoo
shop, but when I saw Kirk Parsons waving me over, I’d gone over
just to say hello. While I didn’t have many close friends, I knew
quite a few people. With the last name McCellan, it kind of came
with the territory. My family and I were famous for being famous,
and we had a lot of people always trying to hang out with
us.

Nevertheless,
I hadn’t had any issues with
Kirk, so I’d gone over to say hi before ordering my food. He’d been
sitting with his girlfriend, Catrina Banner, her friend, Michelle
Pickens, and two of his friends, Jordy Tulle and River Wells. Not
having anything against them as a group, I’d seen no harm in
sitting down. Though Michelle threw herself at me often, with
everyone around, I’d felt fairly safe from her unwanted
advances.

Now, while I
had nothing against beautiful
women, spoiled college girls just weren’t my thing. Before Zane had
lost his mind over Scarlett Kramer, he’d been welcomed to all of
them. Out of everyone in the family, Chance and Zane had been the
friendliest when it came to the fairer sex. While the rest of us
hadn’t been saints, it was a miracle that Chance and Zane hadn’t
fathered any children out of wedlock.

Nonetheless, I was
attracted to older women. I liked women that knew what they were
about and weren’t afraid to go after what they wanted. I didn’t do
drama. I wasn’t a fan, and rich, spoiled, entitled, plastic females
were nothing but drama. Now, that wasn’t to say that I hadn’t ever
fucked a chick from Blaineview, because I had-a few times. I just
preferred women that were either older or acted more
maturely.

Like the furious spitfire currently flaying me alive with her blue
eyes.

Though I
hadn’t been there for whatever
had set Catrina off, it didn’t take a genius to figure out that
Kirk must have been flirting with the waitress. Kirk was always
cheating on Catrina, and I had no idea why she put up with that
shit. It was like the girl had traded in her self-respect for the
status that Kirk’s last name brought her. While he wasn’t on our
level, he was still up there.

So,
when Catrina had purposely
pushed Kirk aside, then threw her drink on the waitress, I had
immediately gone to help her up. No matter what people thought of
me, I knew exactly how I’d been raised to act. My mom and Aunt
Emerson didn’t go for treating people like crap. While Mom hadn’t
been raised in a poor household, Aunt Emerson had been, and she was
very particular about how we treated people. She would kick our
asses if she ever heard that we had treated someone in customer
service like Catrina had treated this girl, and that’s what had me
pissed the fuck off. She was judging me in a way that was
absolutely unfair.

“I said that
I’m not done with you,” I
repeated as I caught up to her.

Without
bothering to turn around, she
flipped me off.

Grabbing her
arm again, I stopped her, and
when she whirled around on me, she looked like she was ready to
scratch my face off. This girl was angry at life, and I’d never
seen a temper look so fucking hot on a woman.

She
stood at about only
five-foot-four or so, leaving me to tower over her with my
six-foot-one. She also looked to be around my age, but she sure as
fuck didn’t act like a twenty-year-old. She acted like a combat vet
coming back from the war, tired of everyone’s bullshit. This girl
had a fire in her eyes that only came from fighting all her life.
Where Posie’s eyes always looked guarded, this girl’s eyes looked
daring. It was almost like she was daring life to test her some
more.

She also had
light brown hair that reminded
me of the perfect tan. Her angry blue eyes were a light blue,
lighter than my own blue eyes. Her face reminded me of a delicate
China doll, all porcelain skin with a pert nose, rosy cheeks, and
plumped lips that didn’t know how to shut the fuck up.

However, it was her body
that had me reluctant to let her move on with her life. The girl
was packing enough curves to make a man forget himself. Her uniform
hadn’t been able to disguise those big tits, wide hips, or thick
thighs. She had that whole hourglass thing going on, and I loved
that shit. While some people might call her overweight, the girl
looked fucking perfect to me. She had a woman’s body, and that was
definitely something that got my dick hard. I could picture her
bent over in front of me, her ass rippling with each slap to that
fine ass of hers.

Yeah, I was in trouble.

“Quit
grabbing me,” she hissed as she
ripped her arm out of my hold again. “You can’t just put your hands
on me.”

“That’s debatable,” I
smirked, and fire actually shot out of her eyes.

However, just
when I thought she was going to go for my balls, she glanced at her watch again, and her
eyes widened in horror. Without another word, she turned, then took
off running.

It was a
no-brainer.

Racing back
towards my silver Mercedes-Benz EQS, I got in, started the car, then left all the laws
of the road to law-abiding citizens. There was no way that I was
going to let this girl get away from me.

Pulling around
the corner from where she had
taken off, it hadn’t taken me long to find her. The bus had just
started pulling away from the bus stop, but instead of sitting down
and waiting for the next bus, I watched as she started running
again, so I kept following her. A big part of me wanted to throw
her in my car, so that I could drive her to wherever she needed to
be, but that was a little too close to kidnapping for my liking.
Unlike the other women in my family, this one would definitely
press charges.

It wasn’t
until the school came into
view that shit started clicking in place. Slowing the car down into
creeper mode, I watched as she swung the chain-linked fence open,
making her way up the sidewalk and onto the front steps of the
school. Standing next to what I presumed was one of the teachers,
stood a little boy that looked to be around six or seven. I
couldn’t tell much about him because he was zipped up warmly in his
winter jacket, but I could easily see his smile when he saw
her.

I watched her
talking to the teacher-probably apologizing for being late-and her words of not everyone’s
life being easy came flooding back. Things took an exceptionally
worse turn when I saw her take off his backpack, then put it on
herself. After she got settled, I watched her pick him up, wrap his
little legs around her waist, and the air left my lungs as I
watched her do her best to run with this little guy in her arms. It
took everything I had in me not to demand that she get in my car,
and the only reason that I didn’t was because I didn’t want to
scare the little boy. As I continued to follow them, I watched her
run another four blocks before she stopped in front of Rhona’s
Steakhouse.

Parking on the
opposite side of the road, I watched her put him down, then grab
his hand as they walked into the restaurant together. Through the bay window, I watched them
disappear for a bit before they made another appearance, her
dressed in jeans and the restaurant’s uniform shirt now. I also
watched as she settled the little boy down in one of the booths,
taking stuff out of his backpack, getting him comfortable. Another
server came over and ruffled his hair, smiling like he was a
regular fixture.

I sat in my
car, watching her as she began her second shift of the day, and I
couldn’t help but think of Aunt Emerson. Aunt Emerson had grown up poor, working and going
to school while she’d been in high school. Even after moving to
Sands Cove, she had worked until Uncle Ramsey had put a stop to
that. Nevertheless, Aunt Emerson had enough determination to not
let pride be an issue when shit needed to get done. The woman was
fearless, and it was hard not to see that same trait in this
girl.

Not one to
live in denial, I knew exactly
what was happening as I gave the command to call Maddox.
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