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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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 Next
Generation Standalone

Resurrecting the Enemy – Ramsey Reed Jr. & Lake
Warren

 


Next Generation (1)
Series

Resisting the Enemy – Dash Marlow & Eden
Rudolph

Confronting the Enemy – Chance McCellan & Harper
Crosby

Fighting the Enemy – Maddox Reed & Cassidy
Spears

Challenging the Enemy – Crew Marlow & Athena
Ashford

Daring the Enemy – Delaney McIntire Jr. & Kadon
Sharpe

 


Storyline Notes:

 


Sands Cove – Windsor
Academy

Ramsey Reed Jr. – College

Maddox Reed – Senior

Chance McCellan – Senior

Neo McCellan – Junior

Gideon McCellan – Freshman

 


Port Lucia – Regal
Academy

Dash Marlow – College

Crew Marlow – Junior

Zane Marlow – Sophomore

Lennon Marlow – Middle School

Delaney McIntire. Jr. – Junior

Maggie McIntire – Sophomore
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Prologue

 I knew that she hated me, but I didn’t care.

I really didn’t.

This was our
final year at Windsor Academy,
and this was my last chance to make things right. It’s been three
years, and as far as I was concerned, that’s been plenty of time
for her to get over her bullshit.

With the help
of Maddox and his unique computer skills, I had managed to
get a copy of her schedule again.
However, this time, I was in four of her classes with her, and that
was the edge that I needed to move this shit along.

Our first
class together was AP Chemistry, and I had made sure that Mr.
Banner had assigned our seats
and lab partners to ensure that she was stuck with me for the
duration of our senior year. Granted, with my last name and family
connections, it hadn’t taken him very long to comply, but still.
Sometimes you had the righteousness rising to stand up against
evil, and we were as about as evil as you could get.

Okay, maybe
not evil.

However,
definitely immoral.

Okay, correction:
Crew and Lennon were evil, the rest of us were just immoral.

Glancing
around the classroom, a part of me was glad that this
part of my life was almost over.
While I’ve always ruled this school like a king, I was over it.
Being a McCellan or Reed came with a million perks at Windsor, and
there hadn’t been much that we hadn’t gotten away with. However,
maturity was a real motherfucker, and things had quickly started
changing after R.J. had fallen in love with Lake last
year.

Counting
up to six, I also knew that my
past was going to come back and haunt me this year, but I couldn’t
help that. I’ve fucked my fair share of Windsor pussy, and there
were six girls sitting in this classroom alone that I’ve fucked or
who have had their lips wrapped around my dick.

Now, I could
argue all day as to why I’d been fucking girls like it’d been my
life’s mission, but none of that mattered. Regret wasn’t a good enough excuse to act reckless, and
I’ve been acting like a reckless motherfucker for the past three
years. It didn’t matter that I was a fanatic about protection,
either. Everyone knew that condoms weren’t foolproof, though I’ve
been lucky as fuck.

Besides, I
could recall when Maddox and R.J. had been given ‘the talk’. Though
Uncle Ramsey had been a couple
of girls too late by then, he had told Mad and Ram to save
something for the girl who would, one day, matter more than the
rest, and that had stuck with me when Mad had told me about
it.

While I’ve
fucked too many girls to count, I’ve never cum in one. I’ve cum on them plenty of times, but
never inside one. I’ve had lips, pussy, and ass, but I’ve always
been wrapped up, and I’ve never unloaded in any of those orifices.
I’ve never had a girl swallow or drip my seed from between her
legs, and I couldn’t fucking wait for it to happen.

As Harper
Crosby walked into AP Chemistry, I knew exactly who the lucky girl
would be, and it didn’t matter that she hated me with the fire of a thousand suns.

I was in love with
the girl.

I was in love
with a girl who hadn’t spoken
to me in three years, and who looked right through me whenever I
was near her. I was in love with a girl who wished that I didn’t
exist, and that was just too damn bad for her.

In fact, I
almost felt sorry for her. She
was in for one hell of a senior year, and she had no idea what was
coming for her.

That
I was coming for her.

The one thing
that McCellans, Reeds, Marlows, and McIntires didn’t do was lose. We hadn’t been raised to
accept defeat, and all anyone had to do was ask Lake Warren about
that.

I
watched as Harper glanced
around the classroom, looking for an empty seat, and I saw the
dread start to seep into those chocolate-brown eyes of hers as she
realized that there was only one seat open in the entire
classroom.

The one next to
me.

She
quickly walked up to Mr. Banner, and
I smirked as she was whispering her argument against sitting next
to me. However, after a few animated exchanges, she looked back
over towards me, her face saying it all, her lips pinched in
anger.

How satisfying
it was to have the prey coming
right up to the predator.


Chapter 1


Chance~

Her laptop was slapped
down on the table with enough
force that I wouldn’t be surprised if she’d broken it. However,
like all of us rich pricks attending Windsor, Harper Crosby had
more than enough money to buy herself another one.

“What do you
think you’re doing?” she hissed as she took the seat next to me.

“I have no idea what
you’re talking about,” I lied.

Harper turned
to face me, and irritation-maybe rage-was flashing at me behind
those blue-framed glasses of
hers. Those normally warm brown orbs were anything but warm right
now, but I could hardly blame the girl. Harper was a lot of things,
but stupid was not on that list. She was wicked smart, something
that her grades could attest to. I knew about her grades the same
way that I knew everything else about her…Maddox.

“You’re
lying,” she accused. “Mr. Banner has no reason not to allow me to
switch seats with someone else
unless he’s being forced not
to.”

The girl was right
again.

As
class kicked off, no one
jumped to pay any kind of attention to anything that Mr. Banner was
saying. The first day of school was always a rundown of the rules,
school policies, and our syllabus for each class. However, because
we were all rich, entitled, pretentious assholes, no one paid
attention because retaliation didn’t exist at Windsor.

“Lying or not, it
looks like you’re stuck with me, baby,” I told her. “Get used to
it.”

Her back
snapped straight at that. “Don’t count on it,” she bit out, turning
back to face the front of the
class.

“Unless
you plan on dropping out of
Windsor, I wouldn’t get too cocky,” I fired back. “If the school
has to choose between changing your class schedule at your request
and keeping it as is at my request, who do you think they’ll side
with, Harper?”

She turned to
look at me, fire flickering
beautifully in her gaze. “Fine, I’ll play,” she replied through
clenched teeth. “What’s the point of this?” Harper pointed back and
forth between us. “What do you get out of sitting next to me in
class?” Little did she know that I’d be sitting next to her in all
our classes together. “Need me to carry your grade for you
again?”

My jaw
clenched, but what could I say? Plus, the look on her face was
daring me to say something. Harper lifted her chin, unafraid of our long overdue
confrontation. She might not be popular, social, or athletic, but
she had a million other qualities that made her shine. However, it
might be my fault if she didn’t know that.

“While I might
deserve that, that’s not what this is,” I told her, ready to lay all my cards on the
table.

“I honestly
don’t care what this is,” she shot back. “I want no part of it. I
want no part of you.”

“Well, that’s
just too damn bad,” I fired back. “Because you’re my chemistry
partner until graduation, so I
suggest that you find a way to deal with it.”

Her hand came
up, and while I wouldn’t be surprised if she slapped me, I watched
as her finger pushed her glasses back up her face. Her eyes
narrowed and it was probably safe to say that I was
number one on her hate
list.

“Mr. McCellan, Ms. Crosby,
indoor voices, please,” Mr. Banner requested, and all I had to do
was shoot him a look to shut him the fuck up.

When he
immediately turned his attention back to the classroom as a whole,
Harper was hissing like a
viper. “I don’t know what your game is, but I am not letting you
fuck up my grade, Chance. I don’t care who you are.”

I grabbed my
stool by the seat and scooted my ass closer to her, trying to keep
our conversation as private as possible. However, when Mr. Banner had addressed us, I had
noticed several students looking our way, curious as to why I was
harassing Harper Crosby.

“Well, you should,”
I warned her. “You have no leverage here, Harper.”

The girl
looked like she wanted to scratch my eyes out, but it was true. I’ve been doing whatever the
fuck I’ve wanted since I was enrolled in Windsor, and there wasn’t
a damn thing that anyone could do about it. It was well-known in
Sands Cove that Uncle Ramsey had the dirtiest secrets of every
living soul in this town, and that was enough to make people steer
clear of our families. It hadn’t helped when R.J. had grown up to
be just as ruthless as his father.

Our generation
had done nothing but pick up where our parents had left off, though
they really hadn’t left off on
shit. All they’d done was move up to the major leagues, dealing
with grown ass motherfuckers. We were still in the minors…well, not
Ramsey Jr. or Dash. Already in college, they were well on their way
to the majors.

We ran shit in
Sands Cove. Whether at Windsor
or in town, no one challenged us, and Harper knew it. Everyone
fucking knew it. I wasn’t being full of myself, either. It was
fact. Dad, Uncle Deke, and Uncle Ramsey had left a lasting
impression when they had gone to school at Windsor, and even though
Uncle Deke lived in Port Lucia, Uncle Ramsey, Aunt Emerson, and my
parents still lived in Sands Cove, something that everyone was very
aware of.

Not cowering
or moving back, Harper said, “We’ve gone three years without speaking Chance. What value do
you find in speaking to me now? Especially, when I have no desire
to speak to you.”

“Exactly, Harper,” I
hissed. “It’s been three fucking years. Don’t you think it’s time
to put the grudge to rest?”

The look on
her face clearly disagreed with my opinion. “For what?” she asked just before pushing her
glasses up again.

There was no
way that Harper Crosby would believe the truth for what it was, so
there was no point in telling her at this stage of the game.
Granted, I wouldn’t blame her. None of this was her fault, but I was done being punished for
my stupidity all those years ago. I’ve paid the price for my
carelessness ten-fold if you asked me.

“Maybe I think
you need a friend,” I replied, leaning back casually and granting
her some personal space
back.

She arched
a dark brow. “I have a
friend,” she spat through those clenched teeth again. “One that is
so irreplaceable that I don’t need any more friends.”

Harper was
talking about Olive Teagan, her only true friend at Windsor. While
Maddox was my best friend, my
brothers were both enrolled at Windsor, too. Neo was sixteen and
his birthday had him as a junior. Gideon was fourteen, and he was a
freshman. Our large families had made it to where we hadn’t really
needed to make friends to be social, but I had. I had a lot of
acquaintances, with Mad, Neo, and Gid being only ones who I really
hung out with.

Now, where
Olive Teagan was a sweet-looking brunette with hazel eyes, she was
slim in stature, unlike Harper, and a few inches taller. She also
wasn’t as smart as Harper, and
she seemed more social. Harper was Olive’s opposite, though they
both had dark brown hair.

As for Harper
Crosby, the girl was only five-foot-two, and she had dark brown
hair and dark matching eyes
that sat behind a pair of blue-framed glasses that she’s worn since
I’ve known her. Harper had a heart-shaped face with rosy cheeks, a
pert nose, and full, fuck-me lips. Her genuine smile always reached
her eyes, and a small pair of dimples always popped out in her
cheeks when she did. There was also the fact that Harper cared more
about her grades than she did her appearance. Her brown hair was
always thrown up in a ponytail, and she rarely wore makeup if at
all.

Her body was
something else entirely. She was short enough that it was hard
to hide where her weight had
settled, and over the years, it had settled in her tits, ass, hips,
and thighs. Harper had thick thighs, and I was pretty sure that’s
why she always wore the Windsor skirt uniform. While the guys had
no choice but to wear slacks with our collared shirts, the girls
could choose between slacks or skirts. However, Harper was one of
the few girls who wore the skirts at the length that they were
distributed. Most of the female class hemmed them up to their ass.
Something that I’d taken advantage of many times.

“Well,
maybe you need another one,” I
repeated.

“Even if I did, it
wouldn’t be you, Chance McCellan,” she replied, and the girl was
not bothering to disguise her hate for me at all.

“Well, that’s
where we disagree, baby,” I flung back.

Her lip
curled like she was getting
ready to punch me. “Don’t call me that,” she bit out. “I’m not one
of your Windsor whores, Chance.”

Little did she
know that she was the only girl who I had ever called baby. All those other girls weren’t
ever call anything but their names, unless they liked it dirty.
Some girls loved it when you called them a dirty slut as you were
knocking the bottom out.

“If you were, I
wouldn’t be calling you baby,” I told her honestly.

“Leave me
alone, Chance,” she replied, ignoring what I said.

“Never again,
Harper.”


Chapter 2


Harper~

If my future didn’t
mean so much to me, I’d pop Chance McCellan right in between those
blue eyes of his. If I thought
that I could get away with it, I would. Granted, a broken nose or a
couple of black eyes probably wouldn’t do anything to distract from
the fact that he was too gorgeous than was wise, but I’d feel a lot
better for it.

Just like his
brothers, Neo and Gideon,
Chance McCellan had that dark blonde hair and blue eye combo that
made women stupid. It certainly had made a lot of girls at Windsor
stupid as hell. If it wasn’t enough that he was sexy in that sharp
masculine way that resembled his father, his body was ripped all to
shit. I’ve seen enough pool party pictures to know exactly what
Chance McCellan had going on.

Too bad he
was an absolute asshole.

I wasn’t sure
if his brothers were assholes, too, but the entire McCellan and
Reed clans were rich kids on
steroids. While Maddox Reed, Chance McCellan, and his brothers were
the very few kids whose parents gave a shit, they still ran around
unchecked. There was serious power behind their last names, and
everyone knew it. While the McCellans weren’t as powerful as the
Reeds, they were still pretty damn powerful.

Or maybe that
wasn’t entirely true.

The Reeds were
merciless, rather than
powerful. Oh, they had power in spades, but people feared them
because they were rumored to be unconscionable. Supposedly, Ramsey
Reed Sr. was a bit of a psychopath, and Emerson Reed supported her
husband’s psychopathy. Plus, if it weren’t enough that they were
reputed to be cutthroat and unforgiving, they had raised their sons
to be the same. Case in point, when Ramsey Reed Jr. had gone after
poor Lake Warren last year, causing all kinds of hell.

As for Chance,
where Maddox Reed was a little
more conservative in the way that he conducted himself, Chance
McCellan didn’t know what the word conservative meant. Wild as they
came, he partied like a frat boy, and he has slept with too many
girls to count. The worst part about it was that those girls had no
problem being temporary pieces of ass for his entertainment. They
always kept going back for more, and if he were feeling generous
enough, he accommodated them. If not, he moved on to the next
girl.

And I fucking hated him.

Staring at
him, I knew that there was no way that I was going to be able to sit next to him for the
rest of our time here at Windsor. The old hurts weren’t so old, and
even though I’ve come a long way from our freshman year, scars
didn’t go away completely.

 


I was going to kill
Chance McCellan.

Kill. Him.

It
was only one month
into the new school year, but my grades have always been important
to me, and I was not going to let Chance McCellan ruin my academic
goals. While I obviously wasn’t hurting for money, I didn’t want to
be at the mercy of my parents’ bank accounts for the rest of my
life.

I wanted
freedom.

Storming through the hallways of Windsor, I was hunting Chance down, and
so help me God when I got a hold of him. We’d been paired up for a
history assignment, and he had promised to do his part, but I’ve
still to see his part of the project. We had exchanged numbers when
we’d been paired up, and with everything that I’ve texted him, he
just kept giving me quick replies that he had it under control.
Well, history was up for our next class, and I still hadn’t seen
the jerk.

Coming around the maintenance building, I heard the unmistakable sounds of
Chance McCellan being Chance McCellan.

“Yeah, Jen, suck that cock good,” he panted, and I wasn’t
even surprised
that some girl was giving him a blowjob out in the open. Girls had
been throwing themselves at Chance since the sixth grade, so this
was nothing new. Normally, I wouldn’t care, but my grade was at
stake this time.

“Do you like that?” Jen Whatever-her-last-name-was asked, looking for
praise.

“Oh, yeah,” Chance answered. “No need to ask though. Just keep sucking
it.”

Racing around the corner, I couldn’t help myself. “Are you fucking kidding
me?”

“Oh, God,” Jen cried out as she pulled off his dick,
then jumped to her
feet.

Chance turned around as he stuffed his business back in his pants. “What the
fuck, Harper?”

I
thought my eyes were going to pop out of my head. “Me? Are you serious?” I was so
pissed that I couldn’t see straight, even with my glasses on. “What
in the hell are you doing?”

“Because you don’t know?” Chance growled, pissed that I’d interrupted his
blowjob.

“Where in the hell is your part of our history project, Chance?” I asked, not
caring that Jen was already trying to slink away unnoticed. “It’s
due today.”

“Will you stop with the stupid project?” he snapped. “Who gives a fuck, Harper?
It’s one project.”

“I
give a fuck,” I shot back. “You might not care about your grades, but I do,
Chance. I want
to graduate with good
grades and get into college.”

Chance looked me up and down, and scoffed, clearly
seeing me as
beneath him. “Well, of course, you do,” he huffed. “Look at you.
It’s not like you have a choice. I seriously doubt that any man is
going to be picking you
to be his trophy
wife.”

Everything in
me froze.

I
knew that I wasn’t pretty. I wore glasses and was overweight. I knew that I wasn’t
striking with my plain brown hair and brown eyes. I knew that boys
didn’t see me as anything special.

I knew it.

Still, to hear it confirmed from one of the most gorgeous boys that I had
ever met…well, it hit my self-esteem like a sledgehammer to a
rundown building that was nothing but a neighborhood eyesore. I
took a step back, blinking the tears away, praying that they
wouldn’t fall in front of this boy.

When I did, something changed in Chance’s expression, and his
eyes rounded
in…well, I wasn’t sure, but I didn’t care.

“Harper, I’m
s-”

“Forget it,” I
rushed out, my voice betraying my wish to appear strong. “I’ll…just
forget it.”

“Harper-”

I
turned and fled
like a coward, hoping to never have to talk to Chance McCellan
again.

 


It’s been three years,
and I still didn’t want to talk to him.

I wanted nothing to
do with him.

Standing up, I
gathered my things. I was not going to do this. While I
wouldn’t jeopardize my future
by dropping out of Windsor, I could go on independent study for my
senior year and still keep my GPA up.

Chance stood
up with me, and with no regard to the fact that we were in a
crowded classroom, he asked, “Where in the fuck do you
think you’re
going?”

While Chance
had tried to apologize many times for what he’d said to me, I had gone to acting like he hadn’t
existed. After about a month, he had finally backed off, letting me
get on with my life. Why he was trying to talk to me now, I had no
idea.

Refusing to
cower or let him see just how much his old words
still haunted me, I said, “To
the guidance counselor’s office. It’s obvious that we need to
adjust my schedule a bit.”

Chance
straightened to his full six-foot-one and looked down
at me like I just challenged
him to a duel at dawn. “Well, since we have four classes together,
I’m thinking that you’re going to have to adjust it more than just
a bit.”

I had no idea how he
knew my schedule, but I wasn’t surprised. “I guess so,” I
agreed.

“Ms. Crosby, I need
you to sit down-”

Turning my
back on Chance, I said, “I need to see the guidance counselor about my
classes.”

Mr. Banner
looked at a loss. “Uh…”

Heading
towards the door, Chance didn’t follow me, but he still managed to
make a spectacle of us both.
“You’re wasting your time,” he stated from across the room, all
eyes and ears on the both of us.

With one hand
on the doorknob, I turned and looked back at him. “I’ve already
told you, Chance. I don’t care who you are, what you say, or what
you think you know. We are not
friends, we have never been friends, nor will we ever be friends.
Leave me alone.”

Chance slid
his hands in his pockets, and in a room full of girls that he has
undoubtedly slept with before,
he said, “You’re the only girl in this entire town who I will not
leave alone, Harper.” Gasps could be heard throughout the room, but
I ignored them. “You’re the only girl in this entire town who is
worth chasing. So, if you think that I’m going to let you get away
again, you’re very mistaken, baby.”

Rage had my
vision going red. “Whatever game you’re playing, you’re picking the wrong girl,” I told him. “If
you’re bored, you’ve got plenty of girls to choose from who are
more than willing to make you laugh.” Turning the doorknob, I
added. “You already got to laugh at me once, Chance. You don’t get
to do it again.” With that, I left the classroom and all the drama
that was Chance McCellan.


Chapter 3


Chance~

I was in the gym, doing
my best to work out all my frustrations, but I was pretty
sure that it wasn’t working. I
was still as pissed off as I’d been when Harper had walked out of
first period this morning.

After she had
taken off, I hadn’t seen her for the rest of the day, and it had
taken everything in me to let her be. It wouldn’t have
been hard to find her, but I
knew that she had needed some space. Mr. Hawthorn had called me
into his office after first period to inform me that Harper had
gone to see him, requesting to go on independent study, and I had
expected as much. Of course, he had also gone on to assure me that
he had denied Harper’s request and had also made sure that her
class schedule had remained the same.

So, in light
of Harper’s losses today, I
had let her disappear for the rest of the day. Our first day at
school was pointless anyway, so she hadn’t been jeopardizing
anything by skipping the rest of the day. However, I knew that
she’d be at school tomorrow because she had no choice. Unless her
future plans had changed in the past three years, Harper was still
all about her grades and graduating, so there was no way that she’d
skip tomorrow again.
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