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BLURB:

Fiero – I’m the one giving the orders. It’s a legacy, a birthright founded by my grandfather, and now completely mine. Notorious power invokes a constant battle. Some have tried to take it from us in the past. The fight continues, and this time with an innocent woman caught in the middle.

Quinn – I had great plans. A future with goals after college. Except money suddenly becomes a problem. It’s the first of many things dragging me in a downward spiral, one I can’t get out of. Until an opportunity strikes, one with life-changing consequences.
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CHAPTER ONE
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– FIERO –

“Your four o’clock might have canceled, but you have another appointment scheduled an hour from now. Mister Reaux, please. There’s a...” 

I don’t let her finish her sentence and grunt, “Cancel it.”

Her heels are still clicking on the sidewalk behind me when Floris, my brother, opens the door of the limousine. I slide inside and the woman keeps rattling until it’s cut off by the door slamming shut.

Floris slides behind the wheel and chuckles. “You’re gonna find her letter of resignation on your desk tomorrow morning.”

Staring out the window, I grumble, “One phone call will get me a replacement. It’s her job to handle these things, and if she fails to do her job she should resign.”

“She should have never penciled in the meeting in the first place,” Floris states with a load of disgust. “Every request for a meeting has to go through you instead of simply making a damn appointment.”

This is the very reason why I left the office. I don’t dance to anyone’s tunes. Especially not when it comes to the fucker who tried to force me to listen to him talk. I know why Ian Rafferty wanted to meet me because he managed to corner me last week at a charity event.

“Do you think Rafferty is still trying to get his son’s cock wet?” Floris asks, his eyes briefly meeting mine in the rearview mirror.

A wave of anger flows through me. Decades worth of experience is how I manage to keep my emotions locked inside.

“Not my problem,” I calmly state.

My father might not have had principles when it came to his selection process, but I fucking do, and so did my grandfather. I don’t care about money, keeping friends, relationships, favors, or whatever my father thought was worth risking our family business for.

The only reason I’m sitting in this limousine, running the family business, is due to myself and no one else. I built my own fortune by creating complex software and selling those applications. Good investments allowed my money to grow.

When my father made bad choices and was on the brink of losing our family legacy, I stepped in and bought him out. It’s part of the reason why he moved to the other side of the country, and why I haven’t called him since. He’s shunned and chose to go into hiding. Except for me because I know exactly where the fucker is who almost fucked everything up for me and my brother.

Good riddance. It took me three years to get the company back up and running the way it was when my grandfather handed the reins to my father. Our grandfather didn’t have a choice but to pass it over to him due to the fact that his daughter didn’t have the ambition to take over. It’s the only reason he passed it on to his son-in-law. It should have been me, even back then. Except, I was a teenager when my grandfather was on death’s doorstep and had to pick someone to take over.

My father can’t even wipe his own ass correctly, let alone run a damn business. Especially a private college linked to a secret society. The activities of the last one allow me to hustle as an information broker. 

“Motherfucker,” Floris exclaims and hits the brakes. “Sorry, boss. Want me to run him over?”

Floris might be my younger brother, but he also works for me and had called me boss ever since.

I grit my teeth when I see why Floris had to make an abrupt stop. “I’ll handle it.”

Opening the door, I step out and leave the button of my suit jacket open. Gliding a hand over my tie, I walk to the front of the limousine where Ian Rafferty is blocking the campus road. I take in my surroundings and notice a student sitting on the grass against a tree with her nose stuck in a book.

Focusing on the man in front of me, I don’t stop walking until I’m standing toe-to-toe with the fucker.

“Fiero, I’m sorry for confronting you, but I really have to discuss something and it can’t wait. Your assistant called to cancel our meeting...”

Cutting the fucker off, I calmly state, “A meeting that shouldn’t have been scheduled in the first place. We have nothing to discuss, Ian. Move. I have more pressing matters to deal with than your petty attempts to get your son laid.”

He starts to sputter. It’s my cue to step back and leave, but the idiot thinks it’s smart to grab my arm. There’s no warning for this asshole when I reach for one of the hidden knives in my belt buckle and quickly slice up the fucker’s hand.

Pointing the tiny knife at his throat, I grit, “First and only warning. No one puts their hands on me, understood?”

“S...s...sorry,” the wimp stutters.

I wipe the blade clean on his dark suit and place it back in my buckle. “The last time we spoke I politely declined your request about your son. Due to your actions, we’ve now passed the point of politeness, and you will receive an order very soon to compensate for what you just fucked up.” I step away and feel the need to add, “Oh, and make sure you transfer your son to another college. Caleb is failing courses, has a big mouth, and is a bully without a purpose. Either one on its own is a reason why he doesn’t qualify to join the opportunity you were given in the past.” 

Dismissing the idiot, I turn to glance over my shoulder and notice the woman who still has her nose in her book. Though the way her knuckles are white and her chest is rising and falling a little faster than it was a moment ago, makes me stride her way. The book in her hand shows me she’s reading about cybersecurity. 

“Exciting reading material?” I question, hinting about the fact I’m fairly sure she just witnessed me cutting a man.

I expect her to act innocent and deny, but she surprises me when her eyes collide with mine and she firmly says, “Hardly.” She dismisses me by continuing to read while she adds, “He shouldn’t have touched you.”

Her response is intriguing. I shove my hands into the pockets of my slacks and take her in. Champagne beige blonde hair is tied to the top of her head in a messy bun. Strands have fallen out and are framing her heart shaped face. Light hazel eyes are intriguing due to the golden flecks highlighting them. She’s wearing glasses and even the soft dust of freckles on her nose is captivating.

“Agreed,” I find myself saying.

She lowers the book to her lap and gives me her full attention again when she asks, “Is it your normal reaction when someone touches you?”

Blunt. Not a twitch of shame for being straightforward, there’s only curiosity twinkling in those light hazel eyes.

Deflecting the question, I ask, “What’s your name?”

“Quinn Caldwell. Yours?” 

A grin slides across my face. “Fiero Reaux.”

Her pink lips curl into a smile when she states, “Junior. Well, not so much since a grandson can’t be a junior.”

“Indeed,” I confirm.

My family’s tradition is passing on the Fiero name to the firstborn son, alternating a middle name that has to start with a T. So, my grandfather’s father was Fiero Tyson Reaux, my grandfather’s name was Fiero Reaux, it skipped when my mother was their only child. My full name is Fiero Teun Reaux. 

My mother didn’t take her husband’s last name, and is the one who picked my middle name. She spent a few years in the Netherlands. They returned to the Netherlands when he fucked everything up for the company. I still can’t believe she stuck with that failure of a man betraying her, and the legacy of her family. Though, I guess every person has their own reason for living their own lives. 

She’s my mother, and the only woman I’ve ever loved, and the reason my father had the chance to get away. When my mother died so did the only connection he had with my family.

A timer goes off. Quinn jolts to her feet, shoves her lush, curvy ass into the air to pick up her stuff and whirls around to face me. “Gotta run or I’ll be late for class. You of all people understand, right?”

I barely manage to nod in agreement before she rushes away. Striding back to the limousine, I notice Floris leaning against the passenger door.

His gaze is set in the direction Quinn disappeared in as he licks his bottom lip and asks, “Potential pussy?”

Ignoring his comment, I snap, “Get behind the wheel.”

Floris shrugs and opens the door for me. I slide inside and grab my phone to thumb through one of my lists. Through the years I’ve maintained healthy businesses and with the right investments I technically don’t have to work.

Though, I do take pleasure being an information broker which means I’m a man who people come to when they need something. The information gained can be about a business, real estate, bankruptcy for company takeovers, stocks going up or down. Fundamental knowledge which leads to a financial boost. If traded and successfully exchanged I get a cut, which I put into a fund.

This fund is used for the basis of everything, the fantasy deal. A way for female students to find a way...a sugar daddy so to say...and wipe away a student loan. Which means the funds are pumped into my business. It’s a perfect working circle of life, a secret society my grandfather started.

It also allows me to have a rolodex with names of people I can reach out to. They will fulfill an order without asking. Not an endless supply, of course, and nothing I’d ever use for personal gain. Something my father did and had everything backfire because of his incompetence. 

It’s a valuable trading system a member of the society can tap into one or two times over the years. It basically depends on the person’s function or the request. My grandfather had more respect than my father, maybe due to his harsh leadership, or to the fact that they didn’t have the technology we have nowadays.

I have a nice video as evidence, along with the signed contracts from the names I’ve added over the years. Which all functions as a reminder I hold all power in this fucked-up world. It seems like Ian Rafferty needs a little reminder of what happens when he breaks the contract he signed. I’m fairly sure the idiot blabbered to his son about the secret society. Why else would he be so damn persistent?

Putting my phone away, I reach for my laptop and find myself running a background check on a light hazel eyed woman. Quinn Caldwell. Let’s find out exactly who you are. Every single bit of information is at my fingertips. 

The name Caldwell does ring a bell, and it’s annoying to find out who her father is. Andrew Caldwell, a former MMA fighter who is active in the underworld, organizes underground fights. He has connections with the mafia, and we’ve bumped heads more than a few times.

Disgust rises inside me and I shut the laptop down. Shame such an asshole has a smart and gorgeous daughter. A damn top-tier student who hasn’t caught my attention until now. Potential pussy. Floris is right...it would be nice to have her sign a contract so I can determine who takes her, how, and when.

I reach down to adjust my cock. Dammit. She’s a distraction I don’t need.
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CHAPTER TWO
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– QUINN –

The door of the apartment I share with Aubrielle swings open, and she instantly asks, “Do we have a solution yet?”

I give my best friend a sad smile. “Nothing yet, Bri.”

“Dammit. Maybe we could check with administration, a scholarship, a loan, rob a bank?” Bri growls in frustration and plunks onto the couch next to me. “Your father is an asshole.”

Releasing a deep sigh, I have no other option but to agree. “Yes.” My voice carries a truckload of defeat.

Bri throws her arm around me and leans her head against my shoulder. 

After a few minutes I start to unload my frustrations. “I can’t believe he’s doing this. First, he demands I move out of the house, telling me it’s better if I go my own way. Now he demands that I quit my education and refuses to cover the tuition. Which I know he doesn’t pay, it’s my brother who works to get those funds. Then my own father says...and I quote...a woman’s place is at her husband’s side to support him by bearing children and cleaning the house. No man wants a smart woman.”

I’m still seething inside from his crazy outburst over the phone earlier.

“Do you have any clue why he’d have a change of heart? Money problems maybe?” Bri asks.

I pull my shoulders up because I have no freaking clue. “At least I still have two months left to figure it out.”

“We have two months left. You’re not alone, Quinn. We might be able to score a side job to bring in some serious cash.” I know Bri is telling me this in an effort to cheer me up.

Though, I know it’s impossible. “Have you seen me? I’m not the type men pay top dollar for to bang for an hour or two. I’m not some bombshell who can pull off the whole high-class call girl stuff. Hell, I can’t even dance if my life depended on it, so stripping is out of the question as well.”

Bri chuckles. “I was thinking more in the lines of using those fingers of yours along with your brain to program some shit or whatever you do on that laptop. Funny how your mind jumped straight into the gutter to earn money.”

We stare at each other for a few heartbeats before breaking out in laughter. My mind must still be roaming around in the gutter because I instantly think about Fiero Reaux. This private college carries his name because he owns the business. 

Seeing him hurt the man who first blocked his limousine, and then apparently wouldn’t take no for an answer when Fiero dismissed him. The guy put his hand on him and Fiero moved extremely quickly, grabbing the knife hidden in his belt and lashing out with it. 

My father is a former MMA champion. He owns a gym and organizes fights. He’s taught Micah, my brother, how to fight. My father never taught me or treated me the same way he treats Micah. Maybe it’s because I’m not a boy or have never shown interest in training and fighting. At least my brother treats me differently and he did teach me the basics, which he said could come in handy if I needed to defend myself. 

It’s probably why I always observe how people move, it says a lot about a person. The smoothness and expertise Fiero used shows he’s well trained. When he pressed the small knife to the other man’s throat I caught a glimpse of tattoos underneath the sleeve of his suit jacket. The way he spoke to me, his calculating words and gaze? He’s a predator.

“Are you downloading a plan into your brain to hit execute or something?” Bri questions, and I realize she’s staring at me while I was having a silent conversation with myself.

“Sorry,” I mutter. “I was just thinking things through.”

“That’s what I said.” Bri chuckles and then releases a deep sigh. “Like you said, we still have two months to figure it out. I might be able to ask my brother to help out with a loan or something. You’re smart and talented, Quinn. You have one year left and then you’ll have a bachelor's degree that guarantees a great job. It will allow you to pay the money back in no time at all. I’m gonna ask around and we’ll find a solution.”

I bob my head and yet I don’t feel as confident with hoping for things to fall in place as she does. Bri always sees the good while I focus on everything that might go wrong. In my situation? I don’t see any options unless I can create a miracle. I have been working on an app I could try to sell, but it’s nowhere near finished.

The scent of food fills my nose and I notice the bag she placed on the table in front of us. 

“You brought takeout?” I try to sound cheerful, but Bri knows me too well.

She softly bumps my shoulder. “I thought we could use a little comfort food after the message you sent me. You love the little Italian place on the corner near the cinema, and I was walking past it on my way home.”

I get to my feet. “If you grab the drinks, I’ll get the napkins and plates.”

“Deal.” Bri smiles and for now we push my problem to the background of our minds.

Later that day it comes back to haunt me when I’m lying in my bed. My father didn’t give me a valid reason why he suddenly doesn’t want to wire the money for the tuition fee. Well, other than the weird statement about me being a woman and needing to get married instead of focusing on a career. It’s strange because Micah normally deals with the tuition fee.

I reach for my phone and shoot a message to my brother. After I hit send I realize it’s the middle of the night and place my phone on the bedside table. Micah is an early riser, a fighter and a trainer like my father, who lives on a tight schedule. I’m sure he will get back to me after he’s read my message.

A few more hours are spent staring at the ceiling before I drag my tired ass out of bed. I head into the bathroom to handle my business and eventually wander into the kitchen to make some coffee. Grabbing my laptop, I fully intend to study, but instead I find myself digging through the internet.

Sadly, there’s not much information about Fiero, other than a few news articles about him being a successful businessman. There are no photographs of him with a woman by his side. No details about his private life, although I did read he’s considered a prized bachelor due to his wealth. 

I’m on my third cup of coffee when Bri wanders into the kitchen. 

“Studying?” she asks with a groggy voice.

Thankfully, I’d switched from researching Fiero to studying when I grabbed my second cup of coffee. I bob my head and get a smile in return as she reaches for a mug to fill it to the brim.

When Bri takes a seat across from me, she states, “I’ll be home late today.”

The corner of my mouth twitches. “You’re going to the library to study with Tate. Mr. Popular needs his study buddy to keep his grades up. Please keep your pants on, the guy has a reputation so be sure to stay in a public place and avoid dark corners at all costs.”

Bri rolls her eyes. “He’s not too bad. Tate is dedicated when he’s alone.”

My attention is on the laptop in front of me when I remark, “Tate is never alone. Moxen and Holden are always with him.”

“Rumor is, the three of them also like to have sex with one girl.” Bri’s statement makes me drag my eyes off the screen to collide with her green ones. 

I’m about to ask so many questions, but I’m prevented from popping them out when my phone starts to ring.

I check the screen. “My father.”

“Answer it,” Bri says. “Let’s hope the man has come to his senses.”

I doubt it. 

With a tired voice I answer the phone. “Hey, Dad.”

“You have to come home.” His tone of voice instantly puts me on edge.

“What’s wrong?” I ask and realize it’s after nine and my brother would normally have been up already. “Everything okay with Micah?”

“No,” my father croaks. “You need to come home and then I’ll explain everything.”

Closing my laptop, I already know there’s only one option. “I’m on my way.”

I end the call and get to my feet. Bri is right behind me when I walk into my bedroom to pack a bag. 

“What’s going on?” she questions.

“I have no clue; other than the fact something is wrong with my brother. I’ll let you know as soon as I get there.” 

“If there’s anything I can do...” Bri doesn’t need to finish her sentence.

We hug for a brief moment and then I hurry to get dressed so I can leave. Twenty minutes later I’m out the door and heading for my father’s house. He lives above the gym along with my brother. I used to live there too until I left for college and moved in with Bri.

My nerves are shot and my mind has run over many different, tragic scenarios when I finally arrive at the gym. Strangely enough, the place looks closed and when I try the door it’s indeed locked. I pound my fist on the door and a few minutes later my father walks through the gym to open the door for me.

“Why is the gym closed?” I ask as I step inside and do a doubletake when I notice the disheveled state of my father.

He looks as if he aged twenty years since I saw him last month. And when he opens his mouth, I know the world as I know it won’t ever be the same again.
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CHAPTER THREE
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Three weeks later

– FIERO –

“They’re waiting,” Floris states when he barges into my office.

After growing up as brothers, and working together day in, day out, the balance of familiarity is a thin line. It’s clear when he only calls me “boss” when it suits him, and more than once forgets to knock before entering my damn office. I drag my attention away from the information of a certain female student and click to activate the camera feed.

I flick a button to activate the speaker and give the order, “Tate, get the lady undressed and lead her to the bed.”

Once the speaker is deactivated, I turn to face Floris. “You could have taken lead.”

Floris snorts as he grabs a chair and drags it behind my desk to take a seat next to me.

“Comfortable?” I grunt with a load of sarcasm.

He shoots me a grin. “Very. Watching the master at work is both educational and thrilling.”

“As long as you don’t whip out your cock to rub one out,” I grumble and focus back on the scene on the laptop in front of us.

I flip the audio switch and grunt, “Why isn’t she naked yet, Tate? Moxen, rip her panties, Holden, grab the rope and tie her wrists to the headboard.”

Once the sound is off, I turn to Floris. “You’ve watched, have participated in more than a few, and have taken the lead three times.”

Floris shrugs. “I’ll step up if you’re unable to do it. Tonight, you were just going through the new applications. Besides, Tate likes it when you run the show.”

I turn to Floris and he instantly knows what I’m thinking by the slight nod he gives me.

To make sure there’s no confusion, I tell him, “Tate and his buddies are done after tonight.”
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