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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:
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Dedication

 For all the women that don’t need a hero,

but sure wouldn’t mind having one.


Prologue

 I couldn’t remember a time when I hadn’t both loved
and hated her.

I couldn’t
remember a time when she hadn’t crossed my mind
daily.

I
couldn’t remember a time when I
hadn’t been fixated on every-fucking-thing about
her.

With my
fingers clawing at my hands-a
nervous habit that I had developed years ago-I couldn’t remember a
time when I hadn’t spent a night envisioning a million ways to both
cherish and kill her. Some nights, I couldn’t breathe with the
thought of never seeing her again. Other nights, I couldn’t breathe
with the weight of her existence.

However, I
could remember the exact dates when she had been out sick from school-all of them. I could remember each class that she had missed, each
assembly when she hadn’t been in attendance, each winter, spring,
and summer break that I hadn’t seen her around town. I could
remember every absence of her from my life; the times when I’d been
sure that I’d go crazy from not seeing her.

A therapist
would call me obsessed, and
maybe I was.

A romantic would
call me in love, and I was definitely that.

A realist
would call me delusional, and
that was also a possibility.

Still,
whatever the diagnosis, it
didn’t change the fact that nothing existed for me outside a girl
that wanted nothing to do with me. In thirteen years, we’d only
spoken to each other a handful of times, and they hadn’t been sweet
encounters. If I had a nemesis, then she was it.

Yet, I still
didn’t know
why.

Nevertheless,
what I did know? I knew that I
had only three months to make her mine or let her go completely,
and I knew myself well enough to know that I couldn’t let her go;
I’d been trying for thirteen fucking years. I’d been trying to
shake the hold that she had on me, and the bitch of it was that she
didn’t even know that she held everything that I’d ever wanted in
the palm of her hand.

The hands of
time were quickly ticking away, and I could feel myself wrestling
with that reality more and
more each day. Time was relative, and when I’d once believed that I
had all the time in the world to make her come around, that wasn’t
true anymore. Three months wasn’t shit, and each morning that my
eyes opened, I felt the weight of another day passing on my
chest.

Tick, tick,
tick…

My chest
tightened as I watched her walking down the sidewalk, none the
wiser that I was observing her like I’d had for too many years to
count. She was dressed in our school uniform, her
backpack and purse hooked over her
left shoulder, her dark hair up, piled high upon her head. Her back
was straight, her head was held high, but she had eyes for no one.
She had not one friend at this school, and that’d been by design.
She spoke to no one, and no one spoke to her unless they had
to.

My fingers
started clawing at my hands harder, and it was a good thing that I
always kept my nails short. Otherwise, my hands would always be
shredded to shit and bleeding; that’s what she did to me. Even
without trying, she made me feel feral, hostile.

Tick, tick,
tick…

I watched her
until she disappeared into the
building. Like most rich schools, Carver High was all encompassed,
and the only sunlight that we saw was during lunch time. Right in
the middle of the school was our food court, an outdoor privilege
that most kids took advantage of. Nowadays, there were legitimate
arguments against enclosed schools, but until some senator’s kid
got caught in a school shooting, our politicians weren’t going to
do shit about the epidemic.

At any rate, a
fellow student snapping wasn’t
my biggest concern in life right now. While that might sound
callous and cruel, it was the truth. Staring at the front doors of
the school, if I had a fear in life, it was never seeing her again
after we graduated in three months. Madness was a real affliction
of the mind, and I was barely escaping it as it was. Never seeing
her again would definitely tip the scales, and there’s no telling
what I’d do then.

Reaching for
the door handle, I finally opened the door, getting out of
my car, ready to finally do
something about this crazy need for her. She wasn’t like other
girls, so this wasn’t going to be easy. Even if she were, she hated
me. Yeah, I hadn’t done anything to endear her to me, but whose
fault was that? It sure as fuck wasn’t mine. I wasn’t the one that
had sent us down this path all those years ago.

Nevertheless,
everything was different now. Everything had changed last Thursday, and I’d been waiting a
long fucking time for that day. The object of my obsession was
finally eighteen now, and the rules all changed once you became a
legal adult.


Chapter 1


Chasin~

My family owned
the city of Carver, Connecticut, and
they’d always had. My family had originally settled in Loman, one
town over, but my great-great-great-great-great grandfather had
believed himself too important to share space and air with the
common folk. So, Elton Carver had moved ‘out to the country’, and
over the years, his business savvy mind and unsavory monetary
connections had created the town of Carver. A century later, the
town had gone from a little settlement of a few thousand to the
city that it was now. In fact, Carver would be much bigger if not
for property lines.

At any rate,
there were three Carver sons:
my father, Randall Carver, and his two brothers, Eli and Derek
Carver. My father was CEO and sole owner of Carver Industries,
which basically owned everything in the city of Carver. While the
city had a mayor, everyone knew that my father ran the town. He
might as well be a Mafia Don with the way that no one did anything
without passing it by him first. My father also got off on the
power, as he should; it also looked good on him.

My uncles had
their own personal endeavors, though neither as successful as my
father. While my father had stuck with the family business, Uncle
Eli had decided to move to Las Vegas and live his life unapologetically. Honestly, it was
a race to see whether or not he would end up six feet under before
his inheritance ran out. Uncle Derek had chosen to play the stock
market and live on easy street, but rumor had it that he wasn’t as
financially savvy as he believed himself to be. I could see both of
them crawling back to my father in a few years. Unfortunately for
them, my father only made time for people or things that had a
guaranteed return on his investment.

Now, while my
father worked twenty hours a day, my mother spent her time
blowing his money and making sure
that she remained First Lady of Carver, Connecticut. She thrived on
being the most important woman in the city, and she let everyone
know it. While my father was a workaholic and a dick most of the
time, my mother was worse. She was insufferable and cringeworthy
with how influential she wished that she was. Though important in
the city of Carver, she was hardly a Rockefeller or Vanderbilt.
Yeah, my father had enough money to run with the big dogs, but our
last name wasn’t as prestigious a pedigree as those
guys.

As the only
son of Randall and Earnest Carver, I was considered
the Prince of Carver City. I was a
big fish in a fairly decent-sized pond, and my future was limitless
once I graduated from high school. Thanks to my parents’ wealth and
my last name, I had a mile head start over lot of other
eighteen-year-olds. Without the burden of having to pay for college
myself, I could concentrate on my studies, double up on majors, and
do whatever I had to do in order to take over for my father when
the time came. With no other children in the picture, I was his
only legacy, so he tiptoed around each other lot, not wanting to
piss off the other to the point of no return. I needed his money to
secure my future, and he needed me to take over Carver Industries
to secure his legacy.

Being the
cunning bastard that my father was, when my uncles had run off to
live their own lives, he had
convinced my grandfather to relinquish their inheritances early
with the condition that they forfeit all rights to Carver
Industries, and that included any children that they might have. My
uncles had been desperate enough for their money that they had
agreed to the conditions without hesitation. So, Carver Industries
was safe from anyone that wasn’t me.

To date, Uncle
Eli had no children, and I wasn’t sure that he ever would. If he did end up having any kids, it’d
be an Uncle Derek situation; accidentally knocking up some
gold-digger. Uncle Derek had a set of twins with some chick that
had interned for him years ago. They were both fifteen, and as far
as I knew, he wrote a check every month, but that was about it.
However, that seemed on point with his character. Being the
youngest, he’d been allowed to become self-centered. Uncle Eli was
the middle son, and everyone knew that middle children always had a
plethora of issues.

So, to say
that I lived a charmed life
would be an understatement. I wanted for nothing, my parents hardly
paid any attention to me, and I ran Carver High. Because my
ancestors had been snobby elitists, the city of Carver had two
public high schools and Carver High. Meriam High and Larson High
were regular high schools with regular kids that lived regular
lives. Carver High was a private high school, and you had to go to
Carver Elementary your whole life in order to attend. Like most
towns, Carver was divided by monetary class, and Carver Elementary
and Carver High were located on the rich side of town.

Granted, by
most people’s standards, it could be argued that Carver had no
poverty because our economic structure had been designed that way
eons ago. Everyone in the town made a decent wage,
and it really had a kind of
brain-washed cult feel to it.

As for
friends, I had none. I had
people that I hung out with, but no real friends. My last name had
always made me paranoid, so I had mastered keeping people at arm’s
length. I liked to party, spend money, fuck, and get drunk, but
pour my heart out to someone?

Yeah, that wasn’t
me.

Pulling into
the school’s parking lot, I
wasn’t surprised to see West and David hanging out by their cars, a
few girls milling around, trying to get their attention. If I had
friends, they’d be West Oliver and David Terrell. I hung out with
them the most, but I wasn’t overly interested in either of them.
Both being on the basketball team, they were close friends and were
with each other a lot. In theory, I should have been the third
wheel, but I wasn’t. They wanted to be
my friends, not the other way around.

When I
pulled into my assigned parking spot,
I turned off the ignition, grabbed my backpack, then got out of the
car. I nodded to both of them as I approached, my blue eyes
scanning around to see if I could spot anyone else
around.

“My man,” West
greeted.

“Carver,”
David added.

When you
looked at the two, they were complete opposites. West was six-foot
with blonde hair, blue eyes, and an athletic build. He looked like the boy-next-door, making
the mistake of trusting him with your daughters. If this school had
a manwhore, it was West, and he made no bones about it. In fact, he
was a bit of an asshole, but since I wasn’t fucking him, I didn’t
really care.

David was
six-two with brown hair, green eyes, and had a bit more muscle than West. His brown hair was
always braided in perfect cornrows, and with his dark complexion,
females threw themselves at his green eyes a lot. Though David also
partook in what was offered to him, he didn’t treat girls quite as
horribly as West did. At least, David made them cum first before
tossing them out of his bed.

“Hey,” I
greeted, ignoring all the scattered ass that followed them
around.

“Going to the
game tonight?” West asked.
“There’s going to be a party afterwards.”

I had no
desire to go to either. While
I enjoyed sports like most males, I wasn’t in the mood to entertain
the masses. It also wasn’t in my best interest to get drunk. Things
were different now, and the mixture of alcohol and knowing that I’d
never get arrested for anything was a dangerous cocktail of bad
choices in my future.

“Nah,” I answered.
“I got some shit that I need to see to.”

Before anyone
could say anything, Sierra
Frechere joined the group, saddling up next to me like she owned
me. “Hey, guys.”

“Going to the
game tonight, Sierra?” Morgan
Lipman asked.

Sierra looked over at me.
“Are we going?”

I had to grit my
teeth.

“I’m not,” I
informed her. “You can do
whatever you want.”

She
pursed her lips before looking back
over at Morgan. “Yeah, I’ll be there.”

I almost
rolled my eyes at her trying
to make me jealous. You’d think that Sierra would have gotten the
hint by now, but the girl wasn’t one to give up easily. No matter
how many times I brushed her off or outright rejected her, she
still worked hard to make people believe that we were an item. Even
in the face of fucking other girls, Sierra had not let that deter
her. Her explanation was that she was allowing me to sow my wild oats, never mind that I couldn’t remember
the last time that I fucked this girl.

“Great,” Morgan
grinned.

Just then, a
figure caught my eye, and everything else faded into the background
as I watched her make her way towards the front doors of the school. As always, she had her
backpack slung over one shoulder, and it hid her purse that always
hung off the same side. She was wearing the standard Carver High
uniform, and she was wearing her hair in a ponytail this
morning.

Also, as
always, she was ignoring everyone and everything around
her. Her only goal was to get
to first period, nothing else as important to her as getting to
class. For as long as I could remember, nothing mattered to her
like school did. If she did anything apart from school and
studying, I’d be surprised.

“Are you even
listening to me, Chasin?”

“No,” I
answered, walking away from
Sierra’s chattering nonsense.

Wasting
no time, I made my way to the
front of the school, trying to decide what to do next. I knew that
I didn’t have a lot of time left, so I needed to figure something
out, and I needed to do it soon. It was time that I stopped letting
this fucking girl drive me crazy.


Chapter 2


Jett~

I wasn’t weak; I was
pragmatic.

At least, that’s
what I liked to tell myself.

However, the
truth was far more complicated
than that. The truth was always much more complicated if you were
brave enough to look below the surface. Luckily for me, no one was
interested in putting that much effort into me. Could be my fault,
could be theirs; nonetheless, it wasn’t anything that kept me up at
night. There were plenty of other things that kept me up at night,
love and popularity the last things on my list of personal
concerns.

Still,
living in Carver, Connecticut wasn’t
the worst thing in the world. If people knew the truth, they’d
wonder how I could possibly think that, but it was true. I lived in
a city that had no poverty, no living assistance. If there was
crime, there was very little, and definitely none where I lived. My
neighborhood was lined with manors, mini-mansions, high-rise
condos, and nothing that anyone making less than six figures a year
could afford.

I had
also been blessed enough to go
to Carver Elementary and Carver High, a school district that had
provided the best in academic education. It had the best teachers,
tutors, and educational materials. The Carver High School District
had been designed to produce the best of the best when it came to
the financial minds of the future. When I graduated in three
months, it was going to be with the best grades
possible.

On
paper, there was absolutely
nothing to complain about when it came to my life. My father,
Thomas Morgan, was a city councilman, and since Carver was a rich
city, he did very well for himself. Well enough that we lived in
the community of Carver Hills, had a couple of vacation homes, and
my father even had a small boat that he vacationed on.

As for my
mother, though she could
afford to stay home, Fern Morgan worked. She owned a few hotels and
was every bit as wealthy as my father. When she wasn’t running her
business, she was being the perfect accessory to my father’s
political career, and they appeared to be the perfect couple.
Still, that could be said for a lot of the married couples in this
city. Carver, Connecticut was all about wealth, success, image, and
keeping secrets buried deep enough to pretend that life was
perfect.

I was also an
only child, which I considered
a good thing. Not all people were meant to be parents, and it was
unfortunate when those people didn’t realize that about themselves.
Having children was about more than just creating the perfect
Christmas card each year. Your every move after having children
mattered. Every decision that you made, every emotion that you
showed, every word out of your mouth, even every meal that you
cooked mattered. Everything that you did as a parent shaped your
child into becoming the person that might end up finding the cure
for cancer or might end up running the prison yard; that’s how
important parenting was.

As for me,
my parents had raised me to be
a survivor. I had watched them and had learned how to do whatever
you needed to do in order to beat whatever odds might be stacked
against you. While some people might be born into privilege, that
didn’t mean that things would always stay that way. Fate was a
fickle bitch, and your entire life could change at the drop of a
dime. All you had to do was turn on the news to see the truth of
that.

So, unlike
most folks, I didn’t judge
people that kept their heads down. I didn’t judge people that
minded their own business. I didn’t judge the people that didn’t
speak up or raise their hand in class. I didn’t judge people that
chose meekness as their way of life. Sometimes, those people were
just trying to get through life with as little drama as possible,
and there wasn’t anything wrong with that.

So, I liked to
believe that I’d taken a more
practical approach to my life, and I was hoping that the decision
would pay off later in the future. If I could keep my wits about
me, then intelligent decisions would be made, not emotional ones. I
had learned early on that emotions were pointless, bringing value
to nothing. They didn’t solve any problems and often made a
situation worse. Now, that wasn’t to say that I didn’t have
emotions, because I did. I felt things just like everyone else, I
just didn’t let my emotions override my logic. I would always be
the character that escaped the murdering psychopath, not the
character that was only good for crying and bringing more theatrics
to the scene.

I often
wondered if my life would have been different had my parents both
not been only children. I had no aunts or uncles, so I
hadn’t been raised with any
cousins to play with, grow up with, or learn from. As for
grandparents, my father’s parents were deceased, the sympathy
always a hit during election time, and my mother’s parents lived in
France for whatever reason.

The dynamics
in my household were also very
simple; my father was the boss. Though my mother was just as
successful as he was, and though she could make it on her own if
she chose, behind closed doors, she did what he said, and it’d been
like that since as far back as I could remember. If there was one
thing that was agreed upon by all in my household, it was that
appearances were everything. Honestly, appearances were probably
important to every citizen in Carver. The illusion of perfection
was the cornerstone of Carver’s reputation, so it probably wasn’t
just my house that people swept their personal dirt under the rug
and kept it there.

As
I crossed the perfectly manicured
lawn of Carver High towards the front doors, the hairs on the back
of my neck began to stand up. Though most people would feel
concerned by the eerie sensation, I was used to it. I no longer
looked around to see where the uncomfortable feeling came from. I
no longer worried about what it meant. Addressing it when I didn’t
have to would only bring drama into my life that I didn’t need or
want. Yeah, that statement contradicted a lot of my past choices in
life, but I was fine with being a hypocrite. Again, I was all about
surviving in this life, so let people think that I was weak. After
all, they weren’t the ones living my life, were they?

Shaking off
the weighted sensation, I made
my way through the front doors of Carver High, the enclosed
monstrosity making me feel like I was trapped inside a prison.
Unlike open-ground schools, there was nowhere to hide here if you
found yourself needing a moment. Unless you sat by the windows in
class, you couldn’t appreciate the sunshine or the rain. There was
no fresh air to be had anywhere on campus, except for our food
court. Carver High came with a standard cafeteria, but because
every student here had more money than sense, there was also a food
court that offered other options.

Making my way
to my locker, that was another thing that echoed how
wealthy this school was. We didn’t
have standard lockers like the rest of the nation, no. Our lockers
were doubled in size, utilizing all the extra space in this
outrageous building. Walking into Carver High, you could easily
mistake it for a college university, though it really was just a
high school for teenage assholes.

No one said
anything to me as I made my way down the hallway, something that
was my fault entirely. If
anyone spoke to me, it was because we’d been paired up in a school
project or something like that, and they’d absolutely had to. Apart
from that, everyone honored my request to be left alone.

Well, almost
everyone.

No matter
what, horrible people were
everywhere, and it was hard to escape them all. Those
positive-forward thinkers like to believe that if they eradicated
bullying in school, then lives would be changed for the better, but
they were wrong. There were just as many adult bullies as there
were teenage ones, and that was just a fact of life. Everyone was
damaged to some degree, and those that believed otherwise lived a
life of unicorns and rainbows, and good for them. Who was I to say
that living in denial wasn’t the way to go? Dreamers were
definitely a lot more happier than realists.

Placing my
backpack in my locker, I grabbed my laptop and American History book from inside, reminding
myself that I only had three more months of this left. I just had
to keep my secrets for a little bit longer, and then I’d be free. I
knew that things were going to be hard, but hard never scared me.
Maybe it used to when I was younger, but not anymore. In fact,
hardships showed us what we were made of, and I was okay with that.
I wanted to be more than what I was.

My entire body
froze when I felt his warm breath on my
neck. I had no idea what he was doing, but I knew that this wasn’t
normal. Over the years, we had mastered ignoring each other, and he
rarely acknowledged me in public, if he even acknowledged me at
all. It was a small act that I had considered a favor, even when he
was sitting quietly on the sidelines as his friends harassed me.
Years ago, I had made it clear that we’d never be friends, and
though he wasn’t special in that regard, he had taken it
personally, never letting me forget it.

I was caught
in disbelief when I felt his hand wrap around the back of my
neck, the pad of his thumb
running up and down the delicate column. I kept my face forward,
not wanting to acknowledge all the eyes that were probably on us
right now. Now, while I wasn’t necessarily scared, I was wary. I
wasn’t a fan of the unknown, and that was all that there was when
it came to Chasin Carver. He was the only person in this entire
town that had no governor, and everyone knew it.
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