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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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Series Theme

Devil’s Playground –
The Riggs

 


Typhon

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

 


Cerberus

I
See Red – Everybody Loves An
Outlaw

Teardrop – Massive
Attack

Expectations – Lauren
Jauregui

All The Things
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Ghost Monroe

The Hunted – The
Rigs

Here She Comes Again
– Royksopp

Finish Line – SATV
Music

Last One Standing –
Skylar Gray ft. Polo G, Mozzy
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Chapter 1


Fox~

This shit was not
what I had expected when I’d
been told about the expectations regarding my future. Granted, I
hadn’t been completely sure of what to expect, but a fellow
initiate going off half-cocked had never entered my
mind.

Offending
Stone had been one thing and
trying to intimidate Sutton had been another. However, attacking
Hastings had been something unforeseen and unexpected.

When my father
and mother had sat me down to tell me what my future would hold, I
could remember feeling excited at the endless possibilities.
My future was going to be
anything that I wanted it to be. I’d been only thirteen when my
parents had told me, and even then, at such a young age, I had felt
powerful.

Unstoppable.

My father,
Walker Harrington, was a federal judge on the surface, but I
knew that he had more
political tentacles than a damn octopus. My mother, Ireland
Harrington, was a real estate mogul and owned some of the most
expensive land in the country. She wasn’t stateside only, either.
She owned a lot of foreign property, and the majority of our
family’s wealth was all her. My father didn’t mind, though. Between
his connections, her wealth, and their combined intelligence, we
were one of the most powerful and wealthiest families in the
nation.

As the oldest
son, I’d always known that I was expected to follow in some huge footsteps, but in all
honesty, becoming a member of The Order was going to pave the way
considerably. I was being afforded a network of powerful allies,
and it would be almost impossible to fail.

Not that I was
made to fail, mind
you.

All my life,
I’ve been Fox Harrington, and I’d never been confused about what
that meant. Especially, when my younger brother, Cotton, was such a fuckup.

Okay, maybe that was
unfair.

Cotton wasn’t
a complete fuckup, so much as he was just a douchebag. Where I hadn’t let my parents’ reputations
go to my head, Cotton had. He was that typical asshole who liked to
use the phrase ‘do you know who my parents are’, and it was
everything I could do not to knock him the fuck out whenever I
heard him say it. While I loved my brother, I didn’t like him very
much, and that wasn’t me being a dick. Cotton wasn’t very likable,
and even my parents knew it. How two people could be raised in the
same household, by the same parents, and turn out completely
different was a mystery to me.

Cotton’s
crappy personality was the reason my father had always insisted on
my attendance to all those society parties that I couldn’t care
less about. According to my parents, my charm balanced out Cotton’s
lack thereof. A lot of people
said that I was a mix of my father’s determination and my mother’s
charisma, and that I’d been a born leader. While I wasn’t sure
about all that, I knew that I wasn’t the dickhead that my brother
was, and I supposed that was enough.

When I’d been
given the list of names for my
initiating class, I’d been a bit surprised. For some reason, I
hadn’t expected such a powerful class to be put together.
Separately, we were pretty commanding all on our own. However,
together, we had the potential to rock the entire organization on
its head if we wanted to. Together, we were a threat to some of the
most powerful men in the world. While the entire organization was
viewed upon as a brotherhood, the bonds of the initiating classes
had a different kind of connection.

The
Order of the Cronus wasn’t a
weak members-only club. It wasn’t a candy ass country club group of
men who sat around and counted their money and mistresses. It
wasn’t a wannabe good ol’ boys’ club. The Order of the Cronus was a
real group of men who ruled the world and did it with enough
ruthlessness that the organization has lasted for
decades.

Members were
initiated during their senior year at Hales, and
they were required to select a
supporter to help ensure that no scandals would occur so close to
grabbing the brass ring. There could be no personal relationships
between the sponsor and their supporter because the waters got
muddy that way. The only exception was to pledge a Hera contract,
and that had never been done before. Stone’s marriage to Rylee had
been the first.

There was also
the obligatory favor that expired at the age of thirty. The price
for not granting the favor was the entire destruction of
your life and the life of your family
and friends. Nothing in this life came for free, and the
organization made sure that you paid your dues.

Taking another
drink of my coffee, I had another ten minutes between classes. The
midnight weddings were hell the next day. Though I understood the need to be discrete, when
you had morning classes the next day, it made for a long fucking
Tuesday.

My initiating
class consisted of me, Ross Carmichael, Saxton Voss, Stone
Lexington, and August Remington. However, I think Kincaid hit the nail on the head when she
suggested that we were becoming too powerful, a threat to
August.

With Stone and
Rylee married and having the
first Hera contract ever enacted in the history of the
organization, Ross marrying Sutton and bringing her into the fold,
then Saxton marrying Hastings and Hastings being a Martin, our
initiating class was quickly growing into something Alexander
wasn’t prepared for. Those ancient, concrete, honorable rules
weren’t so black and white anymore, and it was anyone’s guess as to
what was going to happen next.

However, the
one thing that we did respect was its secrecy. Even Cotton didn’t know about The Order. Ross
had a younger brother, and I was pretty sure that he didn’t know
about The Order, either. The need to protect the organization’s
existence had been drummed into my head since I’d first been told
about it. Even my best friend, Joshua Brooks, knew nothing about
the order, and we’ve been best friends since the sixth grade.
Though he went to UCLA to study marine biology, we spoke often. We
were still very close despite our busy school schedules.

Still, even though Joshua
was my best friend, there was no denying that Stone, Ross, and
Saxton were quickly becoming the friends that I hadn’t been looking
for. While I had a ton of acquaintances, I hadn’t made any close
friends while going to Hales. I’d been too preoccupied with looking
towards my future to bother with making new friends. However, this
mess with August Remington had made us close, and killing him was
going to bond us like nothing else ever would or could.

The sad thing
was that I had no problem
killing August Remington. He was a predator and needed killing if
you asked me.

Drinking the
last of my coffee, I stood up, then tossed it in the garbage. I had three more classes to get
through today, and I couldn’t afford to skip them. My endgame was
to end up on the United States Supreme Court, and I imagined the
next couple of decades were going to be nonstop torture. While a
lot of people have remarked that I had what it took to become The
President one day, I had no desire to possess temporary power. I
had no desire to be the face of a nation with no real power. I
didn’t want to be a mouthpiece. I wanted a position cemented in
endless power and position.

Granted, that
wasn’t to say that I would
turn down the chance if it was meant to be, but that wasn’t my
goal. I didn’t want to be limited in what I could do. I didn’t want
to have to answer to tons of people and care about a million
different opinions.

Cracking my neck,
gearing up for my next class, I looked up and wished I hadn’t.

Striding along
the walkway like she owned the
fucking world was the biggest mistake of my life.

Kincaid Black.

For three
years, I’ve managed to work
the whole out-of-sight-out-of-mind theory, but everything was
different now. Sure, I’ve always known that she was going to be
Saxton’s supporter because our choices hadn’t been a secret.
Initiates had four years to decide who they wanted, and the choices
hadn’t been a secret. Saxton had chosen Kincaid the second we’d
been allowed to finally choose. It had surprised me because I
hadn’t even known that Saxton had known Kincaid, but he had. Come
to find out, they were best friends, and have been best friends
since the second grade.

Ross had
chosen Jennifer Polk our sophomore year, August had chosen Laney
Spinner just before this past summer, Stone had chosen Rylee the night before our
initiation, and I had chosen Alexis Wyatt last year during winter
break. However, Rylee wasn’t just a supporter anymore and Jennifer
was out of the picture since all that mess between her and
Ross.

What
hadn’t made sense was Kincaid
becoming Saxton’s supporter. Saxton had explained that the best
person in the world to owe him a favor would be Kincaid Black, but
that explanation didn’t hold water anymore now that we knew she was
his best friend, and that they’ve always been best friends.
Something else was going on with Kincaid being Saxton’s pick, only
we didn’t know what it was.

See, Kincaid
Black wasn’t just your average college student, looking to make a
better future for herself. She
wasn’t just your average young adult, finding her way through life
and discovering the person she was meant to be.

No.

Kincaid Black
was the
predator among predators; fearless,
reckless, and unconscionable.

She was also
the girl who broke my fucking
heart.


Chapter 2


Kincaid~

I had a
life.

Honest, I did.

I had classes
to attend, and I needed to pass them just like every other student
at Hales University. It didn’t matter that my family had more money
than a small country, my life had more purpose than flitting around like a vapid, vain,
self-absorbed social butterfly.

My father was
Merrick Black, the richest energies tycoon in the nation and
probably the world. I’ve never bothered to do the math, so I wasn’t
sure. My mother was Patricia Black, and she worked with the federal reserve board or was on
it. Again, I’ve never absorbed the details. It wasn’t because I
didn’t care, because I did. I had good parents, and they’ve always
been good to me. I just hadn’t cared because neither career was
supposed to have been a part of my job path or future.

All my life,
I’ve wanted to be a computer
systems analysis and engineer. I’ve always been good with
computers, and they intrigued me. Their power was limitless. They
were like the human mind almost. There was still so much untapped
potential in technology, and I wanted to be the person who tapped
into it. I wanted to discover new things and rediscover old
things.

Besides,
following in my father’s footsteps was supposed to have been my
brother’s path. Apollo was
supposed to have been the person to keep my father’s legacy alive.
Now it was going to all fall on me, but that responsibility didn’t
scare me. I wasn’t afraid of the challenges that came with running
Black Enterprises. My computer science degree was going to go a
long way into helping run the business when the time came. Luckily,
my father still had a lot of good years left, so I was going to
have plenty of time to learn everything that I needed
to.

Given my
choice in studies, there’d been plenty of other colleges better suited to get my degree
from. However, attending Hales University had been part of a bigger
picture. I was following in all of Apollo’s footsteps, and that
included attending HU.

Apollo had
been eight years older than me, which made me an ‘oops’ baby. Though my parents had chosen
to view me as a blessing, an eight-year gap between children had
been big. However, my brother had been thrilled to have a little
sister. Apollo had spent more time taking care of me than our
parents had, and as a result, our bond had been a strong one,
regardless of the age gap. My first day of school, he’d been there.
My first t-ball game, he’d been there. My first kick boxing
session, he’d been there. My first heartbreak, I’d had to hold him
back from killing the guy. However, in retrospect, an unrequited
crush really hadn’t been all that much of a heartbreak. More like
some dramatic heartache. At any rate, Apollo had been there for it
all.

When he died,
a huge piece of me had been buried with him. The remaining pieces had been such an
unrecognizable mess that the damage was still very real. I had
issues, and they weren’t going away anytime soon.

Saxton Voss
understood this. When we’d first met, I’d been too young to realize
it, but I’d met my soulmate in
those grey eyes of his. Saxton was my person, though not in a
romantic sense. There’d never been anything more than friendship
between me and Saxton, but that friendship was close enough to be
uncomfortable for some. Luckily, his wife and my good friend,
Hastings, accepted our close friendship.

Growing
up, if I hadn’t been with Apollo, I’d
been with Saxton. It hadn’t been until about six months after
Apollo’s death that all that had changed. Everything had changed,
and instead of trying to lure me back from the dark side, Saxton
had pulled up a chair and had joined me.

For eight
years, Saxton has stood by me and supported me in everything. No
matter how self-destructive, reckless, or impulsive, Saxton has
never let me go it alone. Though the guy has tried to reason with me a million times, he’s
still never bailed on me.

However, even
though we weren’t keeping score, it was time for me to be there for
him now. All that bullshit
with August Remington was quickly spiraling out of control and
attacking Hastings had been the final straw. Granted, the guys had
already planned on doing away with him, but now it was Saxton’s
privileged, instead of Stone’s.

While the
entire thing was a clusterfuck of epic proportions, it was an
unfortunate blessing in a horrible disguise.

The Order of
the Cronus was supposed to
have been Apollo’s future. Only the best of the wealthiest and most
powerful families were invited to join the organization, and Apollo
had been selected at a very young age. Something that he had
embraced from the day he’d found out.

The
organization was the ultimate
boys’ club, and women had subservient roles within the
organization. Even in this day and age, women could not be members
unless they signed Hera contracts. Still, even then, they were only
honorary members. Their voices matter, but not as much as that of
their husbands’ opinions.

Though being a
member came with a million stipulations, the rules and obligations
weren’t all that complicated. There was a group of initiates every
year, some classes large, some
small. It all depended on the caliber of qualified applicants at
the time.

This year’s
initiating class had included August Remington, Ross Carmichael,
Saxton Voss, Fox Harrington,
and Stone Lexington, and the firepower within their class was the
biggest to date. I knew this because I knew everything about The
Order of the Cronus.

Everything.

When Saxton
had first been told about The Order, it’d been a given that he
would choose me for his supporter. Trusting me with his life, it’d
been a no-brainer to trust me with his future. It hadn’t
been until after Apollo had died that
Saxton’s membership had become to mean more.

Taking a deep
breath, I did what I did best; I compartmentalized.

This
mess had started out with
August having a thing for Rylee and losing it when Stone had stolen
her right out from under him. Though, I supposed that wasn’t fair.
Stone hadn’t actually stolen her from August because there’d never
been anything between Rylee and August. August had an obsession
with Rylee, and he hadn’t taken it well when she had signed Stone’s
Hera contract, becoming his wife.

When he
couldn’t get to Rylee anymore,
he had tried his hand at harassing Ross’ wife, Sutton. When Ross
had popped him one, August had backed off, but then he’d gone in a
completely different direction in attacking Hastings.

Now,
Stone had a PI trailing August’s
every move during the day while the guys had become their wives’
shadows the rest of the time. No one was taking any chances
anymore, and I didn’t blame them. It had done a number on me when
I’d found Hastings beaten, so I couldn’t imagine what Saxton was
feeling. Hell, even Ross and Stone, worried that it could have been
either of their wives. Especially, Stone. After all, it was
his wife that August was fixated on.

Everything was
a mess, and Alexander, the head panel member for our initiating class, was aware that he was
losing control of his initiates. His initiates were becoming more
powerful than him by the day, and he could no longer protect August
like he’s been doing. We were still working on trying to find out
what was going on between him and August, but so far, we didn’t
have anything concrete.

Crazy enough,
everything that was going on right now had no impact on the bigger
picture. At least, not for me. My plans haven’t
changed. My goals were still
the same. My objective hasn’t shifted. Whether confidence or
recklessness, I had no doubt that I could still do it
all.

Plus, the more
of a mess August Remington created for us, the bigger the cracks in
the foundation. The more doors came flying open. The more
broken windows there were to
crawl through. The impenetrable walls of the organization were
slowly showing their weaknesses.

With only
fifteen minutes left before my first class, I made my way to one of
the coffee carts on campus. My semester was loaded
down with a shitload of
classes, but most of that was an illusion. Though I was doing well
in each class, the extra loads were a smokescreen. I needed to look
too busy to be bothered with other shit. Granted, this thing with
August has taken up a lot of my time, but I was conditioned to
handle a lot of shit all at once.

Luckily, there
were only three people in front of me in the line for the
Perk-Me-Up cart. I did my best
to seem preoccupied because people had a bad habit of offering me
free passes. I had a bit of a reputation, and I wasn’t even sure
how it came to be. Sure, I was a bit relentless and didn’t give a
whole lot of fucks about a whole lot of anything, but I didn’t
behead people if they crossed me.

However, that’s how
people behaved around me.

So,
not needing or wanting to get
cuts in line, I pulled my phone out and pretended to be exchanging
text messages with someone. It was stupid, and I shouldn’t even
care this much, but I wasn’t up for people interaction this
morning. It’s been a long night with another midnight wedding, and
I just wanted to be left alone.

When the two
girls in front of me started talking again after giving their
order, I almost just turned around and went back home. “Do you
really think Fox Harrington was flirting with you?” one
girl asked the other.

However,
instead of going home, I just
skipped the coffee, kicking off this craptastic day.


Chapter 3


Fox~

“Yeah, I
mean…I think she’s the one,”
Joshua gushed over the phone, and I wasn’t exaggerating with the
word gushed. He sounded like a preteen girl with his first crush. I
was happy for him, though.

“You think?”

He let out a
self-depreciating sigh. “Well, no,” he muttered. “I mean,
she is the one,
I just…what if I’m not her one?”

While I knew
that Joshua Brooks was a good guy, not everyone gave the guy a chance when first seeing him.
He was socially awkward, and it was all his mother’s fault. She’d
taken her bitterness out on him and his sister after their father
had divorced her. Even though Joshua was as intelligent as they
came, he lacked social confidence. There was absolutely nothing
wrong with the guy, but mental abuse was a real sonofabitch, and
he’d endured his fair share. It didn’t help that he was bisexual,
either. In this day and age, that shouldn’t be an issue, but when
you were already confused about the kind of person you wanted to
be, throwing being bisexual into the mix couldn’t help.

We’d become
friends when Stu Hartford had
tried to bully Joshua into giving up his seat near the favored oak
tree near the basketball courts. Joshua might have had some issues,
but he hadn’t been a pussy about it. Still, with Stu having a good
twenty pounds on Joshua, it would have been a bloodbath. However, I
had intervened, breaking Stu Hartford’s nose.

Joshua had
looked like an easy mark with
his light blonde hair, big brown eyes, and scrawny built. Granted,
that was eons ago, and he’s since then filled out and has grown
into himself, but those early years had been rough.

In contrast,
me and Cotton had taken after
our father. We both had dark brown hair and hazel eyes, looking
nothing like Mom’s auburn hair and green eyes. Cotton and I looked
exactly like Dad, too. However, I had topped out at six-foot-one,
and Cotton had stopped at an even six-foot. There was no denying
that we were Harringtons, though.

“Dude, she’s been
dating you for what? Six months now?” I replied. “Trust me, she
would have bailed now if she didn’t like you.”

“Yeah, I know.
Still, liking me and spending the rest of her life with me are two
different things,” he argued.

“Just
keep doing what you’re doing, Josh,”
I told him. “Don’t overthink it.”

He let out a
deep sigh. “Yeah, I know. You’re right,” he muttered. “It’s
just…when you find that one person who is right for you, it changes
everything.” My chest felt
tight, but I wasn’t going to stop him from expressing his thoughts
because I had issues. “I want to make her mine now, not years from
now. It’s like…like I’m terrified that something or someone is
going to come and take her from me. Like…I feel panicked. Does that
make any sense?”

More than you
know.

“So, you don’t
let that happen,” I replied
simply.

“Just like
that?”

“Yeah, just like
that,” I told him. “Josh, if she’s the one, then the rest of it
will work out. Don’t self-sabotage yourself.”
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