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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!
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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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Website 
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News & Updates 
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Author Pages 
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Social Media Sites 
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For my readers –

Every new story, every new character, every new adventure is for you.
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Turn The Lights Down Low – Max

Where You Belong – The Weeknd

I Shall Believe – Sheryl Crow

Heaven – Julia Michaels

This Kiss – Faith Hill

You And Me – Lifehouse

Jealous – Nick Jonas

Unforgettable – French Montana

Breathe – Faith Hill

Cross Me – Ed Sheeran ft. Chance the Rapper

Boom Clap – Charli XCX

Talking Body – Tove Lo

My Love – Justin Timberlake ft. T.I.

Falls On Me – Fuel

Hanging By A Moment – Lifehouse
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This was wrong.

I knew it, but I just couldn’t find it in me to care.

As my back slammed up against the tiled wall over and over again, my mind and any rational thought had long ago given way to the undeniable pleasure that was wracking my body.

Unlike most girls, I hadn’t ever given much thought to how I’d lose my virginity. I hadn’t daydreamed of rose petals and candlelight. I hadn’t imagined a fairy tale where my boyfriend would do everything right, and our joining would be about love and not lust. I hadn’t pictured any post-coital tenderness or sweet words of forever.

I hadn’t really thought about it at all.

I had imagined that when the time came, I’d know it, and I’d be ready.

Still, if anyone had ever posed that question to me and had asked me what I had imagined my first time to be like, I never would have described this.

I wouldn’t have known how to describe this.

How did you put something like this into words?

My core felt full, but it still needed more. My body felt on fire, but it shivered from head to toe. My lungs felt like they were struggling, but my breaths kept coming faster. My nails were breaking skin, but I still couldn’t hold on tight enough.

I was drowning under sensations that were too wild to tame, but I wasn’t scared that they might take me completely under, either.

“Christ, I can’t get enough,” he grunted in my ear as his body slammed into mine, forcing the wall to shake with the impact of our tangled bodies. “You’re so fucking tight.”

My fingernails dug deeper into the hard muscles of his back, but I couldn’t bring myself to care if I left marks. I was holding on for dear life here. Even though he was holding me up without one hint of strain, I felt like I was on the verge of melting at his feet.

This also wasn’t our first time.

The first time had happened three hours ago when our drunken laughter had morphed into something different. The first time had happened when that ‘something different’ had led me to follow him into his bedroom. The first time had been on his bed, him covering my body with his, then taking me deep and slow. It hadn’t been making love, but every thrust had been calculated, measured, deep, and painful, and all I’d done was spread my legs further, begging for more.

The second time had also been on the bed, but that time, his body had been underneath mine as I’d ridden him to completion.

The third time had been on my hands and knees, the bed sheets a tangle mess, his strong hands on my hips as his powerful body crashed into mine with brutal thrusts that had been guaranteed to be the final time for me.

Until he had followed me into the shower.

The hard tile against my back did nothing to distract from the pleasure that he was pulling from my body. The soreness that I was feeling now-and would definitely be feeling tomorrow-wasn’t even registering as he grunted filthy things in my ear. I held on and kept begging for more because I knew that I’d be done after this time. Even if I’d wanted to make this an all-nighter, my body couldn’t take much more. My body was new to this, and it was demanding that I relent soon.

I also knew that we’d be done after this time.

He didn’t do girlfriends, and I wasn’t looking for a boyfriend.

Whatever that ‘something different’ that had passed between us earlier was, it wasn’t love at first sight. Hell, I wasn’t even sure that it was like. I was fairly certain that it’d just been an underlying simmer of chemistry that had surfaced with the dangerous combination of alcohol, lust, heat, and curiosity.

Well, I wasn’t curious anymore.

The pressure started to build again, and I feared that he might be ruining me for other guys, because there was no doubt that this night was going to be a hard act to follow in the future.

Nonetheless, I held on tighter.

“Don’t stop...” I demanded. “I’m going to cum...don’t stop...”

His teeth latched onto the skin of my neck, and I knew that there’d be another mark to add to the numerous ones that he’d already left all over my body.

“Fuck, baby.”

“Yes...”

I came all over him again, not worried about what tomorrow would bring if anything.
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London~

It was the Friday before winter break, and I was seriously contemplating just skipping the day. It wasn’t as if skipping today would affect my grades or anything, so why not?

I sat in my Aston Martin DBS Superleggera Volante that my father had given me two years ago, watching students making their way into the massive hallways of Blackstone Prep Academy. BPA was where the One-Percent of the One-Percent sent their children for high school. Living in Wakefield Community that was nestled within the city of Dayton, California, we were that elite offspring to the super wealthy, and Blackstone was so prestigious that people sent their kids from all over the nation to attend, and it was only a high school.

Blackstone Prep was a massive monstrosity of teenage education, and even had an area designated as dorms for out-of-state students. The entire building was made of stone and mortar, and it was the perfect backdrop for any horror movie of your choice.

Nonetheless, I couldn’t argue that the education was the best. Parents donated millions and millions to this place to ensure that their children were groomed to perfection and ready to take on the college of their choice with ease. Then, after college, we were expected to take over the world.

I, however, still wasn’t quite sure of my path just yet. My father, Griffin Addison, was an energies tycoon in Texas, and he made more money than any one person had the right to. His wealth was rather obscene, and the only other family that I knew of who exceeded even my father’s wealth were the Hales.

At any rate, my parents had divorced when I’d been about six, and it’d been an ugly affair. My father’s family had struck oil in Texas, and of course, my father had been included in the building of their dynasty. My father was a brilliant man, and that side of my family had known that they’d need my father to make the most of their good fortune, which had all made sense to everyone involved.

However, my mother, Bernice, hadn’t wanted to leave California. She had refused to be subjected to the ‘whims of the Addisons’, and so, after months and months of arguing about it, my father had left for Texas, leaving us behind. Four months after that, Bernice had filed for divorce, taking half of everything.

Now, unfortunately for her, she hadn’t done her homework and had struck too soon. She had received half, and while it’d been an astronomical lump sum of alimony, it’d been nothing compared to what my father was worth now. Much to Bernice’s dismay, I also spoke with my father every week, and we had a good enough father/daughter relationship, considering the distance.

All that aside, these days, Bernice was engaged to Mark Manson, and he was in technologies of some sort or another. The main thing to note was that Mark had money. He also had a son by his first wife that was a complete jackass-his son, not his first wife. Cash was nineteen-years-old and a freshman in college, attending Stanford. He wasn’t a bad-looking guy, but he was just such a jerk, and with Stanford only being an hour or so away from Dayton, he visited too often if you asked me.

Anyway, Bernice and Mark had started dating last year, and I guess it was love because they’d gotten engaged within a few months. Granted, to be fair, Mark really might be in love with Bernice, but I couldn’t see how because Bernice’s true colors were visible to anyone that took the time to really look.

I was also jaded enough to understand that having turned eighteen this summer, child support was coming to an end for Bernice. While technically it could have already come to an end, my dad had agreed to pay child support through my high school graduation. After that, college would be paid for by my dad directly until I was old enough to access my trust fund at twenty-one.

Now, why was I bothering with college if I had a trust fund? Because I had trust issues, and nothing in life was a guarantee. Sure, my father was extremely wealthy today, but all that could be wiped out tomorrow with one unwise move. I’d seen it happen. Plus, while I wasn’t sure what I wanted to do as a career, I still knew that I wanted to go to college for some direction and security.

There was also this new kick that I was on, thanks to my best friend, Grace Hale. Grace had gone through some things earlier in the school year, and it had changed her perspective on life and people. She had vowed to quit being a horrible, entitled, rich kid, and she was bringing me along for the ride. Now, while I hadn’t been as bad as Grace, I knew that I could stand to use some self-improvement.

The funny thing about us entitled little shits was that society looked at criminals, the underprivileged, and the abused with a different mind frame than they did us. If a kid got caught, I don’t know...dealing drugs, let’s say. The courts, social workers, teachers, etc. would automatically investigate their home life, and if their parents were poor, drug addicts, or drug dealers themselves, then it was usually accepted that the troubled kid had been raised that way and didn’t know any better. They were a product of their environment, and the best thing that we could do for that kid was to show them that there were better ways, other options. As a society, we worked to teach them that they could be better, which was great.

I had absolutely nothing against showing people how to be better or helping them find success for themselves. Mostly because I just didn’t really care what other people did. Other people’s lives were not my business unless they were out to hurt me in some way. So, to just...judge, or care what they were up to? That wasn’t me, and you know why?

Because for all the money that surrounded me, I was also a product of my environment. I’d been raised to worship money and to believe that a family could be torn apart if the price was right. I’d been raised to believe that I was better than the citizens outside Wakefield Community. I’d been raised to believe that I’d needed the latest handbags and the fanciest shoes. I’d been raised to believe that a sixteen-year-old should drive a goddamn Aston Martin DBS Superleggera Volante. Still, there was no sympathy for that.

There were no social programs out there that were devoted to making us better people, instead of the entitled, cruel, spoiled little shitheads that we were.

Or used to be, I should say.

Grace and I were working to be better, but even then, it had taken Leah Moffet killing herself to make an impact big enough to open Grace’s eyes to what horrible people we’d been. Now, the downside to this newfound epiphany was that I’d found that I had less, and less, and less tolerance for the jackholes that walked the hallways of Blackstone Prep Academy.

Now, I wasn’t as closed-off as Grace was these days, but I was starting to see the validity in how she stayed home a lot now. I still liked to attend parties, hanging out with groups and whatnot, but most nights, I ended up wondering why I’d ever left my house in the first damn place.

Also, as much as I was working on not being a total asshole anymore, it wouldn’t have even mattered if I’d gone with my father when he had headed for Texas, because money was money. His family were dicks, too.

As for my older brother Jason, he’d gone to Texas with our dad, but he’d also been old enough at the time that his voice had mattered when our family had broken up. Jason had been ten at the time, and he had made it clear that he’d wanted to be with Dad. So, Dad had taken Jason, and Bernice had kept me.

Jason was also about to graduate from Rice University this year, and he was going to work with Dad with whatever he did. Needless to say, our family wasn’t close, but as a product of my environment, I was used to it.

At any rate, this wasn’t a pity party, though it sounded like it could be. I was not a whoa-is-me-poor-little-rich-girl. Honestly, I’d have to overly-care to be that.

I knew that I was fortunate, and I knew that my future was going to be fine, no matter what I chose to do with it. I knew that I wasn’t going to be homeless or starve, so I supposed that I was just...just restless. I was feeling restless, and I really needed this winter break to just pull back a bit and give myself some breathing room.

There was also the fact that, while I loved Grace to death, she was pushing more and more for details about how I’d lost my virginity last week. It’d been easy to put her off while she’d been embroiled in all her drama with Styx, but now that she and Styx were in a good place, and everything was working itself out, there was nothing distracting her from demanding details. In addition, because Styx didn’t come from wealth, the guy worked after school to help pay for his tuition at Blackstone, so he didn’t have spare time to keep her occupied.

Damn it, Styx.

Plus, it wasn’t even that it deserved to be this big secret or anything. I just recognized it for the mistake that it was. Now, don’t get me wrong; it’d felt great, and as far as losing your virginity went, I had no complaints. It’d been hot, heavy, and satisfying. It had actually turned into an all-nighter, and-again-no complaints. It’d been passionate and perfect.

It had also happened to be with the wrong person, though maybe that wasn’t entirely accurate. It’d just been with someone that I never would have imagined it would have been, and I didn’t want things to get awkward if they didn’t need to be. That was another reason that I couldn’t wait to kick off winter break. Three weeks from now, the experience would be an old memory and won’t matter. Not that it really mattered now, but still.

At least, I didn’t think that it mattered.

God, please don’t let it matter.
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Chapter 2
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Sterling~

It was a good thing that we were coming up on winter break because I wasn’t sure how much longer I was going to be able to keep my hands to myself. I knew that my sister didn’t need me to fight her battles for her, but it’s what I’d always done, and I wasn’t sure how to stop.
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