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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

 


 


Pinterest

 


 


Email

 


 


Newsletter
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Prologue

 While I should
probably be offended, I wasn’t surprised and even understood the
fascination. Ever since grade school, we’d been the talk of Port
Lucia and Sands Cove. People wondered what made us so special,
though I wasn’t even sure that I knew what it
was that made us so special. There’d been times when I’d felt that
it was the guys that were special, and we were just along for the
ride. However, that train of thinking quickly corrected itself
whenever I remembered Lennon.

Still, for all
the desire to be one of us, no
one could be. They’d been trying all their lives, but no one had
ever succeeded. Sure, you had Levi, Athena, Cassidy, Lake, Harper,
and Eden as part of the family now, but they still weren’t like us;
they were still moral.

So, with the
understanding that people
liked to automatically cast us as the villains because of their
jealousy, I stood on the other side of the wall and listened as
Ashton Webber and Kadon Sharpe talked shit about me and my
sister.

“I’m telling
you, all that girl needs is a good dicking to bring her down a peg,” Ashton
remarked.

“Yeah,” Kadon
snorted. “All you have to do is get past that wall of guards around her.”

“Maybe, maybe
not.”

“What the fuck
is that supposed to mean?” Kadon asked. “You can talk all the shit
that you want to, but no pussy
is worth becoming paralyzed over.”

“Just because
you’re scared of Crew and Zane Marlow doesn’t mean that I am,” Ashton boasted.

“You must be
drunker than I thought,” Kadon replied. “And I’m not scared of
them. There’s just too much easy pussy walking around campus to fight over Delaney or Maggie
McIntire.”

“Who
is to say that there’d be any
fighting?”

I
stepped closer for this
because it was well-known that Crew and Zane weren’t afraid to
protect the homestead. With the party going at full speed, I needed
to get closer to hear better. It was the end of winter break, and
Kaley Gerard was throwing a back-to-school party that nearly every
student at Port Lucia was attending.

“If you dare
to lay a hand on either one of
those girls, you’ll have a guaranteed fight on your hands,” Kadon
told him. “While it’s well-known that Crew is wildly unhinged,
Zane’s extremely protective of those girls, and everyone knows
it.”

“Well, they’ll
only know if Delaney remembers
the incident,” Ashton huffed.

What?

While it
was true that I was a
virgin-thanks to my brothers-Ashton Webber had to be a complete
buffoon to believe that I wouldn’t remember having sex with a guy.
A tampon for a heavy flow is the biggest thing that had ever
entered my body, so unless Ashton’s dick was equivalent to the size
of a tampon, odds were that I’d feel the violation the next
day.

Not that I’d
ever go anywhere near Ashton
Webber.

“Meaning?” Kadon
asked, and I was also eager to hear his reasoning.

I could hear
the glee in Ashton’s voice
when he said, “My brother and one of his chemistry buddies at
Northridge created a sweet little mixture of consent.”

What. In.
The. Fresh. Hell?

“Nelson swears
by it,” Ashton continued. “So, all I gotta do is pour a drop or two
into one of Delaney’s drinks,
and a good time will be had by all.”

“Why?” Kadon
asked. “It’s not like you’re
not getting laid regularly like the rest of us. Regal isn’t short
sluts, Ashton.”

“Because
they’re not Delaney McIntire,”
Ashton replied. “I’ve been trying to fuck that uppity bitch for
years, and I’ve only got a few more months to make it happen. With
the stuff that Nelson gave me…well, what she can’t remember, she
can’t tell her brothers.”

The only
reason that I wasn’t grabbing
a knife and stabbing them both in the neck was because neither guy
had mentioned Maggie or Lennon. Had Maggie or Lennon been the
target of their conversation, I would be ending them right now.
However, the fact that his brother was drugging girls was still a
problem. I was going to have to call R.J. and see what he could do
about it. Though he didn’t go to Northridge, Ram had a long reach,
so I wasn’t too worried about it.

“Before the year is over,
I’m going to fuck that girl,” Ashton continued. “Someone needs to
break her in, so why not me?”

Oh, I had an
answer for that.


Chapter 1


Delaney
Jr.~

The problem with
confronting the two imbeciles was that I’d only have a
few minutes to have this
conversation before word got to Zane or Maggie that I was having
words with someone. While I’d been known to engage in my own fair
share of fights, I didn’t go looking for trouble. So, if I ever
found myself caught up in a mix of drama, the calvary always showed
up to see what was going on. Unlike Maggie and Lennon, my fights
usually had a purpose to them. I wasn’t bloodthirsty like my little
sister and the youngest Marlow.

Opting to ear
hustle a bit more, I wanted to get a little more information on what Nelson Webber was up to at
Northridge. I also wanted to know if Ashton’s been drugging girls,
too. While Kadon was right in stating that there were enough sluts
at Regal to go around, Ashton Webber was entitled enough to drug
girls just for the hell of it.

“And your
brother actually gave you some of that stuff?” Kadon asked, and I
genuinely felt disappointed in that. Up until now, I’d always thought of Kadon as decent as
far as trust fund assholes went. I never imagined that he’d be okay
with drugging a girl just to get laid.

“He sure did,”
Ashton answered. “He wasn’t able to give me a whole lot though.
Something about siphoning off
the chemicals without the school finding out or something like
that. At any rate, I’ve been saving it to use on
Delaney.”

“You still
have to get past her brothers to even use it on her,” Kadon pointed
out.

“Well, Crew’s
been busy with Athena, and
everyone knows that he’s the one that you need to look out
for.”

“For the love
of God, don’t tell me that you’re actually underestimating Zane Marlow, Ashton.”

That’d be
stupid.

“He’s only
sixteen,” Ashton replied, verifying that he was indeed stupid.
“I can take a fucking
sixteen-year-old, Kadon.”

“Sure, you
can,” Kadon agreed. “But I’m not so sure about a
sixteen-year-old Zane
Marlow.”

“Like I said,
you might be scared of them, but I’m not,” Ashton repeated.
“Besides, breaking through that virgin pussy will be worth it. Delaney will be so out of it that
she won’t even be able to object when I cum inside her.”

“Christ, how drunk are
you?” Kadon asked. “Or are you high?”

“What the fuck
are you talking about?”

“Last that I
checked, cumming in a girl left evidence,” Kadon explained. “For someone who doesn’t want to get
caught, that’s probably not the best idea.”

“What
are you? My dad?” Ashton
sneered. “I mean, if you’re jealous, then just say so. We can tag
team her together if that’s what you want. Fuck, it’s not like I’m
in love with the girl.”

“You know
what? You can just-”

“Well, hello,
boys,” I drawled out, making myself known, no longer able to take listening to the disgusting
conversation that they were having. “How’s it going?”

Kadon lifted
his chin, his blue eyes
betraying nothing. Cool as a cucumber, you’d never be able to tell
that he’d just been caught talking about drugging and raping a
girl. Unlike Kadon, when I looked over at Ashton, the boy’s face
paled a bit, and that was saying something. Ashton Webber was
six-foot of pale skin, blonde hair, and brown eyes. He wasn’t a
bad-looking asshole, but he was very light-skinned, and he probably
had to slather pounds of sunscreen on his skin whenever he went to
the beach.

As for Kadon
Sharpe, there was no denying
that the guy was hot. At six-foot-one, he had dark brown hair,
bright blue eyes, and a body that should go shirtless more often
than not. We’d been to enough of the same pool parties for me to
know that Kadon was as close to sex on a stick as a girl got. He
had these long lashes that made his eyes pop out even more than
they already did, and that face of his was carved masculine
perfection. The only thing that marred his perfect face was a scar
that ran across his jawline and stopped in the middle of his chin.
He’s had it since I’ve known him, so I had no idea where he'd
gotten it from. Kadon Sharpe and I weren’t friends. Like most of
Regal’s student body, I had considered Kadon a friendly
stranger.

At least, I
had before this little conversation.

Condoning
sexual assault changed
everything that I ever thought about Kadon Sharpe. While all the
rumors about his bedroom prowess had always been favorable, no
amount of inches or good sex excused what he thought of
girls.

What surprised
me the most was that his best
friend was a girl. Bennet Silverman was a stunning five-foot-five
blonde goddess with pretty blue eyes and an amazing figure. Sure,
it was all plastic, but it was expensive plastic and a job well the
hell done. As flighty as they came, Bennet was your classic
self-absorbed gold-digger, and though annoying at times, I’d never
had a problem with her. I was just surprised that Kadon would be in
favor of drugging girls when his best friend was a female. Kadon
was reputed to be smart as hell, but he was acting far from smart
tonight.

Strolling
towards Ashton as if I had all the time in the world, I kept a
smirk on my face as I
approached him. “Great party, no?”

Kadon didn’t
say anything, and that was the smartest thing that he could
do at this point. Ashton, however,
wasn’t so smart.

“Hey,
Delaney,” he greeted, the idiot having no idea that he’d been
caught talking crap about
me.

My first instinct had
been to rip into him, but I’d learned a lot from my brothers over
the years, and the key to destroying the enemy was to do it with a
punch to their every senses. If I started off by telling him what
an asshole he was, it’d do me no good. Ashton would automatically
start drowning me out, and where was the fun in that?

“You know, I
really could use a drink,” I
stated as coyly as I could. That whole timid flower thing wasn’t in
my nature, so I wasn’t sure how well I was pulling it
off.

“Yeah?” Ashton asked,
grinning, and I almost felt sorry for the poor bastard. He was
convinced that I hadn’t heard him, and he was either too drunk,
high, or stupid to realize that I had. The coincidence of me asking
him for a drink should have tipped him off, but apparently
not.

“It’s getting kind of hot
in here,” I lied. We were near the back patio, and with the door
opened, there was enough fresh air circulating about the
place.

“I’ll be right
back,” Ashton announced, and
this really was going to be like a lion descending upon an already
wounded gazelle.

As soon as
Ashton took off, Kadon was calling me on my shit, and if it
weren’t for the fact that he
was scum, I’d be impressed. “Hot? Really?”

I arched a brow.
“Ashton thinks so.”

“How
much did you hear?” he asked
point blank.

“Enough,” I
replied vaguely.

“What are you
going to do?”

I scoffed at
that. “Because I’m going to tell you?” I cocked my head, regarding him closely. “While I know
that you don’t think much of my pussy, my brain is a very
intelligent motherfucker, Sharpe.”

Kadon
straightened to his full
height, and I got a little satisfaction out of watching him bristle
a bit. Since we’d never been friends or enemies, I hadn’t expected
him to think so little of me, but-again-I wasn’t surprised. Lots of
people let their jealousy of my family cause them to think the
worst of us.

“I never said-”

“Oh, let’s not
start lying now, Sharpe,” I
drawled out, interrupting whatever bullshit he’d been about to say.
“I heard you. Remember?”

“If
that’s true, then you heard me
saying that it was better to deal with easy pussy than what you had
going on,” he replied. “I never said that I didn’t think much of
you.”

“Well, I
suppose it doesn’t matter,” I continued to taunt. “Besides, I
agree. It would be better for
you to stick with easy pussy.” I watched his chin inch up higher.
“The guy who finally gets between my legs is going to be a guy
who’s not afraid of a little fight. He’s going to be a guy who
knows that the prize will be worth it.”

“If you think
that I’m afr-”

“Here
you go,” Ashton stated loudly, making
his way between me and Kadon, a smile on his stupid
face.

Ignoring
Kadon, I took the plastic cup
from Ashton and look down inside it. Whatever Ashton had gotten me,
the liquid was dark enough to camouflage a lot.

Looking at him, I asked,
“What is it?”

Puffing
out his chest, he said, “I’ve heard
rumors that you’re a whiskey girl.”

It
wasn’t whiskey, it was
bourbon. Chance had gotten me hooked on the stuff a while
back.

Reaching out a
hand, I trailed a finger down
his chest. “Why don’t you taste it for me?” I asked sweetly. “Let
me know if it’s the good stuff.”

“Uh…huh?”
Ashton stammered. “What?”


Chapter 2


Kadon~

Watching Delaney
with Ashton, it was like watching a
cat toying with a mouse right before devouring it. Whenever I saw
Delaney McIntire or one of her family members, I always thought of
that show The Animal Kingdom. Their entire clan was deadly in a way
that I didn’t understand. Teenage kids shouldn’t be as powerful as
these students were. If we were in the ocean, they would be the
sharks. If we were on land, they would be the lions. If we were in
the air, they would be the hawks. They were predatory, and Ashton
Webber was a complete idiot.

Now, while I
vehemently disagreed with every word that’d come out of his mouth tonight, there was no denying
that Delaney McIntire Jr. probably was worth an ass beating. Though
there were plenty of beautiful girls walking Regal Academy’s
hallways, it was Delaney’s confidence that made her stand out among
the rest. She walked like a dare. Delaney carried herself like she
was daring anyone to approach her
with some bullshit. Where Maggie McIntire was the wrecking ball
that you saw coming, Delaney McIntire was the poison that you drank
before realizing that it was too late.

There was also the way
that the girls looked. Though Maggie was only two years younger
than I was, her age made it impossible for me to see her as
anything other than a girl that was two years younger than me.
Sure, she was a junior, but she was still only sixteen. However,
Delaney was eighteen, and she looked every bit an eighteen-year-old
goddess.

Delaney
McIntire was about five-foot-three, and it was a five-foot-three that packed a hell of a
punch. She had dark brown hair that stopped in the middle of her
back, and whether by nature or a hairdresser, it curled a bit at
the ends. Her matching brows were an odd combination of the left
one curving fluidly, but the right one arched damn near to a point.
They also sat on top of an amazing pair of amber eyes. Maggie
McIntire had the same height and coloring, so there was no
mistaking that they were sisters. Anyone who had ever met them
could connect the dots by those amber eyes of theirs. Plus, Maggie
and Delaney had dark lashes that matched their hair and eyebrows,
so that yellow in their eyes really popped out at you.

As the entire
world had social media, I’d
stalked Delaney’s page a time or two, and it was obvious that she
and Maggie were a combination of their parents. They had their
father’s coloring but their mother’s features. Delaney had a pert
nose, rosy cheeks, and lips that girls paid a fortune for. It all
came together to create one of the most beautiful faces
around.

Then
there was that body of hers.
I’d seen it in a bathing suit before, and Delaney McIntire had
tits, ass, hips, and thighs for days. She was voluptuous and looked
like a pin-up poster. The girl had the body of a woman, and she’d
had it for some time. Her sister was built the same way, but
Maggie’s age made it hard for me to see her as anything other than
a cute girl. Delaney’s age made me see her as something entirely
different.

Still, none of that
mattered.

Though
not related by blood, Delaney and
Maggie had eight brothers through their extended family, and they
were eight brothers that you’d have to be suicidal to fuck with.
While only Dash, Crew, and Zane Marlow were products of Regal
Academy, Sands Cove was only an hour’s drive away and Ramsey Reed
Jr., Maddox Reed, Chance McCellan, Neo McCellan, and Gideon
McCellan were always on standby for these girls. Getting tangle up
with any of those guys was akin to a death sentence. However, I’d
only had the privilege of seeing Dash, Crew, and Zane Marlow in
action, and that was enough.

So, when
Ashton had started talking
about hooking up with Delaney, I hadn’t thought much of it because
there was no way that her brothers would let that happen. Even if
they were open to Delaney dating, Ashton Webber was a jackass. Out
of all the guys at Regal, he’d be one of the last ever permitted to
date Delaney. However, when he had started talking about drugging
her, that had taken the conversation to a whole other level.
Listening to him talk about wanting Delaney bad enough to drug her
had been appalling. So, listening to him talk about how his older
brother was actually doing it in college had been shocking to me. I
mean, I knew that guys did shit like that, but I’d never known
someone who was actually doing it. As Ashton and I were casual
acquaintances at best, I didn’t even know how I’d gotten roped into
the conversation of drugging Delaney McIntire. I’d been just about
to call him on his bullshit when Delaney had made herself known,
the gleam in her eye telling me that she’d heard us.

As for Ashton?

He was
stupider than I had given him
credit for.

“I
said, taste it for me,”
Delaney repeated, and I could only stand back and watch the car
wreck. Granted, Ashton deserved it, but still. It was only a matter
of time before Zane got his hands on Ashton. Crew wasn’t here or
else it’d be him for sure.

“Oh, I’m…I’m…it’s good,”
Ashton lied. “You can taste it for yourself.”

Delaney
smirked, and I almost winced. “But I want you to
taste it for me,” she continued. “You can do that for me, can’t
you?”

Now, while
there’d been no way that I
would ever let Delaney drink the whiskey if it had gotten to that
point, I had no reason to save Ashton. I didn’t owe the guy
anything, and if he was really out here drugging girls, then he
deserved whatever Delaney McIntire did to him.

“I…uhm…”
Ashton glanced over at me, and I stepped back, making it clear that he was on his own. No way
was I getting myself caught up in this bullshit any more than I
already was.

Done playing with him,
Delaney said, “See, Ashton, if my suspicions are correct, there’s a
little more in that whiskey than just whiskey.”

“Delan-”

“So, you have
two choices here, Ashton,” she continued right over him. “Drink it,
or I call Zane over to force
you to drink it.” She cocked her head, grinning like a psychopath.
“Which is it?”

“It’s not what you
thi-”

“So, I
didn’t just overhear you
telling your partner in crime here how you’re going to break me in,
even if it means having to drug me to do it?”

“Whoa, wait-”

Ignoring my
protest to being Ashton’s partner in crime, Delaney kept going. “I
didn’t just overhear you talk
about how your brother is drugging girls at Northridge? I didn’t
just overhear you talk about how Kadon’s more than welcomed to tag
team me?”

Before I could defend
myself or Ashton could claim denial, a tall, black-haired,
green-eyed source of aggression joined in on this mess. “What’s
going on?”

“Ashton here
was offering me a drink, and when I asked him to taste it for me,
he refused,” Delaney recapped,
sparing Ashton with sugarcoating the entire truth.

Zane Marlow
crossed his arms over his chest. “What are you waiting for?” he asked Ashton. “Taste it.”
Then, because he was a Marlow, he added, “And before you think of
‘accidentally’ dropping it, you’ll be licking it off the floor
until I think you’ve had enough.”

Tensions were
high as fuck, and we all stood
around as Ashton stared at the cup in his hand. For all his shit
talking about not being scared of a sixteen-year-old Zane Marlow,
I’d known that he was full of shit. Chance McCellan had started a
fight club years ago, and from what I’d seen during those two
years, it stood to reason that Zane Marlow knew how to throw hands
every bit as violently as his brothers.

Finally,
with no choice but to drink it
willingly or have Zane force feed it to him, Ashton tossed back the
whiskey, and I could only shake my head. If he thought this was the
end of it, it wasn’t. Zane would demand an explanation eventually,
and once it got out that Ashton had tried to drug Delaney, it’d be
a miracle if all her brothers didn’t show up on campus to make a
point.

Turning
towards Delaney, Zane asked,
“Are you good now?”

She nodded. “I’m
fantastic.”

Zane smirked.
“Then I’m going to go check on Maggie.”

Once he left
to go check on the other
McIntire sister, Delaney looked back at Ashton. “You’re lucky that
I have better things to do than wait for you to pass out and show
you what it feels like to be violated, Webber. However, if you
think this is over, it’s not.”

“You won,”
Ashton cried out like a little bitch. “What more do you
want?”

Flashing those
amber eyes my way, Delaney said, “While you’re helping out your little friend and tucking him
safely in bed tonight, you might want to consider what it might
feel like if it were Bennet that had taken him up on his drink.”
Stepping back, she looked at me like I was scum. “They say rape
isn’t about sex, that it’s about power. Well, I have news for you,
you don’t have what it takes to go up against the power that stands
behind me.” Looking back at Ashton, she added, “Fuck with me again,
and you’ll end your own life just to escape from the living hell
that you’ll be burning in.”
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