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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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For my family – 

The love is immeasurable.
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Series Theme

Devil’s Playground – The Riggs

Typhon

You – Alex Condliffe

The Time of Our Lives – The Venice Connection

Prisoner – Raphael Lake, Aaron Levy & Daniel Ryan Murphy

Feel It – Michele Morrone

Bad At Love – Maddy Benson

Cerberus

I See Red – Everybody Loves An Outlaw

Teardrop – Massive Attack

Expectations – Lauren Jauregui

All The Things She Said – t.A.T.u

You Are The Reason – Calum Scott ft. Leona Lewis

Basilisk

Another Wave – Raphael Lake

Here Comes The Thunder – Lee Richardson, Jonathan Murill & Tom Ford

Lost In Your Eyes – Theo Chinara & Craig Hardy

Body Say – Demi Lovato

Burning Desire – Lana Del Ray

Sphinx

I Hate The Way – G-Easy ft. black bear

Underdog – Banks

Collide – Justine ft. Tyga

It’s You – Ali Gatie

Iris – Goo Goo Dolls

Siren

I Am the Fire – Ghost Monroe

The Hunted – The Rigs

Here She Comes Again – Royksopp

Finish Line – SATV Music

Last One Standing – Skylar Gray ft. Polo G, Mozzy & Eminem
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Chapter 1
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Stone~

I was doing my best not to punch this motherfucker in the face. In fact, it was actually a testament to the control that I had over my emotions that August Remington wasn’t already laid out at my feet. After all, he knew the rules just as well as I did.

Just as well as we all did.

So, why he felt as though he could just chat it up with me-in public-was beyond me. Especially, considering how what I did was none of his business in the first place. Contrary to what he and the others might think, I wasn’t a sheep. I wasn’t in this because it was what was expected of me, nor was I in this to follow in the footsteps before me. I also wasn’t in this just to be a piece of a bigger puzzle.

I was in this to rule the fucking world and every key player in it.

“C’mon, Stone,” he said, pretending to speak in a whisper but not doing a very good job of it. “Everybody picks a girl, dude. No one’s ever not picked a girl before.”

We were seated next to each other in Applied Statistics, and it was too late to trade seats without causing a few heads to turn if he got butthurt. It also bothered me that he thought that this commonality made us friends.

We weren’t friends.

While I had a fuckton of acquaintances and a shitload of casual friends, I had only one real friend. Even if he weren’t a part of all this, even if I couldn’t tell him about all this shit, even if he wasn’t privy to the biggest part of my life, Lennox Wilde was still my only real friend.

“I’m not talking to you about this, August,” I bit out. “Especially, not here.”

“Oh, right,” he mumbled. “Yeah, yeah.”

Now I really wanted to punch him in the face. The bastard knew what he was doing and why. Unfortunately for him, so did I. No matter what my signature had agreed to, I wasn’t stupid.

Nor was I weak.

Though my signature had promised a lot, that didn’t mean that I wasn’t going to play my cards close to the vest. It didn’t mean that I was going to lay all my plans out in a nice, neat, little diagram for them all to see and follow. It didn’t change the fact that I didn’t know these people well enough, considering.

See, August had already picked his girl.

They’d all had.

Ross had chosen his girl our sophomore year at Hales University, Fox had chosen his girl last year during winter break, and Saxton had chosen his girl when we’d been fucking freshman, for fuck’s sakes. August had chosen his girl just a few months ago, right before summer had begun.

However, we were all seniors now, and the ceremony was only two weeks away; always the last weekend in September. Though never in the same place, it was always during that same last weekend of the month. Not sure why, and I never asked because I honestly didn’t give a fuck.

Still, what August failed to realize was that, even if I’d already chosen a girl, I wouldn’t have told him who she was. I wouldn’t have told any of them. They didn’t need to know who I’d chosen, if anyone.

While Ross Carmichael, Fox Harrington, and Saxton Voss were reputed to be ruthless but solid, I still didn’t know them beyond who they were and a few superficial conversations over the years. They were every bit as commanding as you’d expect from their last names and their family lines, but I still didn’t know them like that.

Nonetheless, I didn’t get sketchy vibes from them the way that I did August Remington. August Remington was a bad apple, and it was unfortunate that he was in my graduating class. It was also unfortunate that he’d been one of the selected few.

There was also the issue of the girls. Again, because I wasn’t stupid or anyone’s goddamn puppet, the second that I’d gotten wind of the names of the girls that’d been picked, I’d done my own background checks on them, and my background checks had rivaled that of the damn FBI because I was going to know everyone in that room with me when the time came.

When the professor had finally started speaking, much to my surprise, August had turned his attention to the front of the class. However, I knew that this wouldn’t be the end of it. He wanted to know if I was bullshitting when I’d told him that I wasn’t picking a girl. He wanted to know if I was up to something, and if that was going to derail whatever shady shit he was up to.

Thinking about the girls that had been chosen, they were exactly what you’d expect from the choices; compliant. Jennifer Polk, Alexis Wyatt, Kincaid Black, and Laney Spinner had been the girls chosen among our class, and they were all predictable.

Well, all, except for Kincaid Black.

If I were to care about any of them being chosen, I’d care why Saxton Voss had chosen her out of all the females available. Kincaid Black’s family was about as ruthless as all of the males’ families on the list to attend. If Ross, Fox, Saxton, August, and I were sharks, then Kincaid Black was the set of teeth inside the shark’s jaws.

As for the list, Ross had chosen Jennifer, Fox had chosen Alexis, Saxton had chosen Kincaid, and August had chosen Laney. Every girl, save Kincaid, came from a family and an upbringing that was guaranteed to make them agreeable to whatever terms were laid out to them. So, knowing what was to be expected of them, it made me wonder what Kincaid’s role in all of this was.

Plus, August hadn’t been wrong earlier. It was unheard of for one of us not to pick a girl; it simply wasn’t done. There was a reason that the saying, ‘behind every great man was a great woman’ existed. There was a reason that the saying, ‘reformed rakes made the best husbands’ existed. Men were nothing without women, and that was just a fact because there were only two things in this world that could break a man: money and pussy.

You could have all the money in the world and lose it all to pussy, or you could have the best pussy in the world and lose it to money. Via unfortunate circumstances or your own stupidity, being able to have both was a tough sell.

Okay.

Let me rephrase.

Being able to have both and be happy was a tough sell. If you wanted the money, then you had to put in the work, and that often led to neglect of the other. If you wanted the pussy, then you had to put in the time, and that often led to abandoned potential of the other.

A truly successful man needed his woman’s goals to match his own. If he wanted success, then he needed a woman that could respect success. If he wanted a family, then he needed a woman that could respect family. A strong woman was capable of one of two things: her resolve could be strong enough to help you rise, or it could be strong enough to hold you down.

Choose. Fucking. Wisely.

It was the reason that I wasn’t choosing a girl. I hadn’t met one that I could trust with my vision or secrets, and I hadn’t met one that’s done anything beyond getting my dick hard.

Now, don’t get me wrong; I had a bunch of female acquaintances and got along well with the fairer sex. I didn’t think that they were inferior or belonged in the kitchen, and I didn’t think that they were just pieces of meat to be used for my sexual gratification only. I had the upmost respect for women as a whole.

Now, stupid sluts? That was a different story.

However, for all the women that had come and gone in my life, I’d never looked at one and felt anything above my belt. My dick had stirred plenty of times, but I’d never connected with a female.

Not once.

Okay.

Maybe once.

Still, with my plans to rise to the highest ranks of this ridiculous tradition, any random girl just wouldn’t do.

I needed fire.

I needed strength.

I needed courage.

I needed loyalty.

I needed some Bonnie and Clyde shit.

Or Mickey and Mallory.

Either way, I was prepared to do this solo. I really didn’t care what the other guys did with their girls as long as nothing interfered with what I had going on. I planned on owning every dollar and person attached to it within the organization, and nothing was going to stop me.

Plus, if I ever did find a girl that did more for me than provide a blowjob, there was no way that she’d become one of their pawns. She’d be my fucking queen, and it’d be my job to make sure that I was worthy enough to be her king.
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Rylee~

This was it.

Already a month into the groove of things, this was my senior year at Hales University, and I was only a few months away from the next phase of my life. So, the energy all around me was sizzling with the undercurrent of all the possibilities that laid before me.

Now, luckily for me, I came from a modest but blessed family background. My parents, Glen and Robin Madden, were regular, every day, hard-working folk; very salt-of-the-earth kind of people. My father was a pharmacist, and my mother was a lab technician, and they’d met in college through their common interests, and it’d been a good life all around.

I had also lucked out in the sibling department. While I was twenty-two, my brother, Bishop, was twenty-six and a Marine. He was a career military man, and he was always deployed somewhere or other. However, with technology being what it was these days, we were able to communicate with him more often than had it been forty years ago.

As for me, my passion was computer science. I still wasn’t quite sure what I wanted to do with my degree once I graduated, but I loved the challenge of technology. I loved trying to figure out how things worked and how to make them better. I appreciated growth, and I wasn’t one of those people that were afraid of change.

Now, while there wasn’t anything wrong with contentment, that wasn’t for me. I wanted every day to be a new day, and with technology evolving so rapidly, I was guaranteed to get that with a computer science degree.

Also, college was very important to my parents. My family wasn’t wealthy by any means, but my parents had saved and saved to make sure that Bishop and I had received quality educations. Bishop had lucked out with the military helping to pay for his education, but my parents had still made sure that he’d gotten his fair share of what they’d saved for him.

Their dedication and advocacy of higher learning had also been a real motivation for me these past few years. With everything that they’d sacrificed, so that Bishop and I hadn’t had to take out student loans, it was enough to motivate me to make sure that I did something magnificent with my education, and I hadn’t ever taken one day at Hales University for granted.

Hales University was also another thing altogether. While HU was a welcoming campus, you still couldn’t help but notice how some of the students that went here were from some of the most prestigious and wealthiest families in the country. The first time that I’d ever seen Ross Carmichael walking across campus our freshmen year, I had tripped all over myself. After that, whenever I’d come across any American royalty, I’d done my best not to gawk.

Still, could you blame a girl?

Hales University was crawling with all kinds of beautiful people, but there were always those few that stood out, no matter how surrounded by other beauty they were.

For example, you had Ross Carmichael with his blonde hair and startling blue eyes, Saxton Voss with his raven-black hair and piercing grey eyes, Fox Harrington with his brown hair and bright hazel eyes, August Remington with his dark blonde hair and chocolate-colored eyes, and then you had Stone Lexington with his dark brown hair and bedroom-brown eyes. Also, let’s not forget that they were all built like goddamn Greek gods.

Oh, and let’s also not forget about the females that walked Hales University’s campus. If the guys were magnificent to look at, then the girls were just as stunning.

For more examples, you had one of my best friends and roommate, Laney Spinner, that was classically beautiful with her light brown hair and matching light brown eyes. She was taller than me at five-foot-six, but that’s because she had legs for days. Her personality also matched her perfect looks. Laney was going into social services after graduation, and that was a testament to how awesome she was.

Still, while Laney was pretty, you still had the Hastings Martins and Sutton Hadleys of the world. Those girls were so stunning that they made you stop in your tracks just to get a good look. Then there was Kincaid Black, and if ever there was a girl that could stop traffic, it was that girl.

Where Hastings Martin had platinum blonde hair and hazel eyes, and Sutton Hadley had dark auburn hair and green eyes, Kincaid Black had black hair, like mine, but instead of dark blue eyes that were my pairing, Kincaid had black eyes that made her look exotic and a bit otherworldly. It also wasn’t lost on me how her last name was Black.

There was also Kincaid’s reputation to consider. I hadn’t ever spoken with her beyond a polite hello in passing, but the word on campus was that she didn’t suffer fools easily, and the fucks that she gave amounted to zero.

Now, while I didn’t run with the elite and beautiful crowd, I had a few good friends and plenty of acquaintances that had made my years at Hales a really wonderful experience. Plus, I’d done it all. I’d done the dorm living, the partying, the spring breaks...all that stuff. The only thing that I hadn’t gotten involved in were sororities and fraternities. It hadn’t ever been my thing to belong to something just for the sake of belonging to it. If the sport, club, team, or whatever, didn’t have a purpose that called to me, then I didn’t bother with it.

As for guys, I’d dated my fair share, but none of them had really stuck. However, I wasn’t too disappointed in that. College was just an extension of high school where you were still evolving and becoming the adult that you wanted to be. To get serious so young didn’t seem wise to me, though I had nothing against serious relationships or at what age they developed. However, just like going to separate colleges could break up a high school couple, starting your new careers could break up college couples if your dream job was in New York, but your partner’s dream job was in Texas. Yeah, I might be able to survive a heartbreak, but I still didn’t want to go actively looking for it.

Besides, I’d been going to HU for three years now, and I’d yet to meet a guy that fired me up on all levels. The three guys that I’d slept with since going here had done their best to fulfill me sexually, but either our interests hadn’t panned out or our personalities. Thankfully, my virginity had gone to Dale Century during our summer before he’d left for the Army. He’d been my high school boyfriend-on and off-for two years before we’d parted ways for good, and it’d been sweet and perfect, and that gift had rightfully belonged to Dale. He’d been a great guy and friend throughout it all, even during our off times.

Now, while I wasn’t looking for lightning in a bottle, I did want sparks. I wanted something a little more than basic arousal that you could get from anyone if there was enough alcohol in your system or your dry spell had been long enough.

As it was, Laney and I shared a small off-campus apartment, and while I’d never judged her, she constantly had company, and I often envied how she could completely let go like that and just have fun with her choices. Though I wasn’t overly serious, I also couldn’t just sleep with guys if I didn’t feel some sort of deeper attraction for them.

That being said, I didn’t need fireworks, sonnets, or anything like that, but I did want passion. I wanted real passion to where I couldn’t get enough. I wanted to want a guy so badly that I felt like I couldn’t breathe if he wasn’t near. Crazy? Maybe. Heartbreak written all over it? Definitely. However, while I wasn’t looking for heartbreak, I’d risk it if only to feel that passion at least once in my life.

“This is going to be our best year yet,” Laney exclaimed as she waltzed in through our front door.

I shut the dishwasher door, then pressed the wash cycle button to get it going. I turned to face her, a little smirk on my face. “What’s his name?”

Laney smiled as she made her way into our small kitchen. “There is no guy,” she denied. “This year, I’m all about me.”

I crossed my arms over my chest, then leaned back against the counter. “Not that I care how you have fun, but you’re telling me that you’re going to go an entire year without penis?” I shook my head. “Don’t believe it.”

We had a small kitchen table that could only accommodate two chairs, and Laney plopped herself down in one of the chairs, then grinned up at me with her elbows on the table. “It’s true,” she insisted.

I looked at my friend as I wondered how we could get along so well with us being so different. Physically, I was her complete opposite with my black hair, blue eyes, short stature-I was only five-foot-three-and I had curves where Laney was curvy but slim. She bordered that line where she could go without a bra if she had to, but she still ought to wear one. Plus, she was proud to show off what The Good Lord gave her. Now, while I had confidence, and I knew that I wasn’t ugly, I still gravitated towards privacy more than openness. I didn’t mind PDA, but I preferred not to overdo it. So, we were complete opposites in looks and personality, but I just loved her to death.

My arms dropped to my sides. “So, why this sudden turnabout?”

She shrugged a shoulder, and I thought that I saw something flash in her eyes, but it was gone so quickly that I might have imagined it. “It’s time to get serious,” she replied. “I spent my freshman, sophomore, and junior years sowing my wild oats fantastically, and I had a great time doing it. However, it’s time to get real about my next step.”

Something sounded off, but I couldn’t disagree with anything that she’d just said. “Well, I have no doubt we’re going to rock our senior year, Laney,” I predicted.

Laney grinned up at me. “We got this, girl.”

“We got this,” I agreed.
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Stone~

The initiation ceremony was this Friday, and my father’s phone calls had increased over this past weekend. Every call was in the disguise of checking in on me, but he hadn’t ever checked on me continuously before, so he wasn’t fooling anyone.

He knew it, too.

See, Jonathan Lexington was as brilliant as they came. The man was a Wallstreet banker and financier, and he hadn’t made billions being stupid. As for my mother, Tami Lexington, she was exactly what you’d expect the wife of Jonathan Lexington to be, and they made the perfect power couple, something that they both worked hard at.

Now, my mother was nothing but arm candy, and she spent a fortune every year to make sure that she looked the part to perfection. While my parents had both given up on their wedding vows ages ago, they were still very dedicated to the Lexington empire that they’d built. So, a younger, prettier, skinnier version of my mother was not going to come along and ruin what she’d spent years building, and the same could be said for my father. He had no problem with my mother straying as long as he still held her leash tightly in his fist.

Still, while my mother’s job was to look good on my father’s arm, she wasn’t simple like a lot of socialite wives. Tami Lexington was just as formidable as her husband, and they made one hell of a team together, which was evident by this upcoming Friday night’s activities.

However, if there was one thing that could be said of being raised by a man that viewed obstacles as challenges, and a woman that viewed ambition as a religious calling, it was that I didn’t know how to quit or settle. I was only twenty-two, but I had stopped being young on my fourteenth birthday when I’d been told what was expected of me. From then on, it’d been nothing but focus and determination leading the way for me. If there was something that I wanted, then nothing could stop me from getting it.

Also, even though I knew that my initiation class was made up of the best of the best in my generation, I still wasn’t intimidated. I’d get a feel for each guy, then go from there, and the only way that the girls would ever come to matter was if they ended up together. At that point, I’d have to reevaluate and research the girl’s background a bit more. Again, Kincaid Black was the only wild card among them.

Plus, the rules were simple: you didn’t fuck around with your girl unless you planned on marrying her. That was the only condition to approve a relationship with your chosen female. You had to marry her if you planned on sticking your dick in her, and there were no exceptions.

That non-negotiable stipulation had come into play about thirty years ago when one of the chosen females had become a woman scorned, then had threatened the entire organization’s foundation. Pillow talk had made her privy to all kinds of confidential shit, and that had made her dangerous. The rumor was that when she’d been cast aside by her sponsor, she had worked her skills on his father. Both being high-profile and powerful, she’d been bathing in a fountain of information that she should never have known.

Another rumor was that she’d taken her own life before she could cause any irrevocable damage, but I suspected that the girl hadn’t met her maker voluntarily. Of course, that was just me.

So, now, if you got involved with your chosen female, you’d better have plans to marry her. Since a lot of guys didn’t want to get tied down before the money really started rolling in, every man since then had been smart enough to keep things strictly professional.

Or so those were the rumors.

I also hadn’t been concerned with the players until these past few years because I could give two fucks what happened thirty years ago. All I cared about were the recent years, and how I needed to use those recent years to shape my future.

At any rate, right now, I was on my way to Business Strategies, hoping to avoid another phone call from my father on why he thought that it was a bad idea that I was opting not to choose a girl for my initiation. My reasons were endless, but all thoughts came to a halt as a body crashed into me, and I was certain that I would never be the same again.

As a matter of fact, I knew it.

Instinctively, my right arm wrapped around a soft, lush, delicate female form as I steadied the both of us to keep us from falling, and everything about this moment felt right.

“Oh, God,” came an embarrassed female voice. “I’m so sorry.”

I’d been about to tell her that it was okay, but then she looked up at me, and my entire world stopped.

It.

Just.

Fucking.

Stopped.

The energy sizzling beneath the surface of my skin was not my imagination, nor had I ever felt it before. The blood also rushing through my ears was not a casual reaction, and the pressure in my chest was not normal for me. None of this was normal for me as dark sapphire eyes looked up at me, and though I’d seen her face before, I didn’t know her; I’d only seen her around campus from time to time.

The maybe once.

Now, while I’d never really paid her much mind, that’d been because I hadn’t sought out any females during my lifetime. My future had always taken precedence over pussy, so I had partaken when I’d been in need, but that’d been about it.

But now?

I walked us forward until her back hit the building wall, my large frame looming over her. Her eyes were wide, and she looked...spooked, but, fuck, she was beautiful this close up. I’d always thought her attractive when I’d seen her around before, but holding her like this-her face looking up at mine-she was breathtaking.

The arm that I had wrapped around her tightened, and then I let my backpack fall off my shoulder as I planted my other hand on the wall next to her head.  “Are you okay?” I asked, very aware that my voice sounded rough and unfriendly.

Her blue eyes danced over my face, and I almost groaned as her tits pressed against my ribs. She was almost an entire foot shorter than I was, and my shoulders and body were large enough to practically hide her from everyone else’s view.

My dick also started getting hard.

She closed her eyes as she shook her head, presumably snapping herself out of her stupor, and I loved how her black hair danced around her perfect fucking head. She had no bangs to distract from her face, and the ebony curtain looked to hang straight, stopping just below her shoulders. Her brows were just as dark and arched over a pair of cobalt-colored irises. Her nose was straight and dainty, her cheeks were rosy, and fuck my life, her lips were full, pink, and immaculate, and all of it enhanced by flawless, alabaster skin.

“I...I’m f...fine,” she stuttered as she opened her eyes again. “Are...are you okay?”

Not really.

“I’m fine,” I lied.

I was nowhere near fine.

In fact, I was as farthest from fine as a man could get, because nothing turned shit upside down like getting blindsided.

“I’m...I’m so sorry, so, so sorry,” she repeated, still stuttering. “I...sh...should have been pa...paying better attention.”

I wanted to kiss her.

I wanted to kiss that stutter from her lips because I didn’t like seeing her act nervous around me. Granted, I had her trapped between my body and the wall, so there was that.

“What’s your name?”

“My...my name?”

I leaned forward, crowding her a bit more. “Yes,” I replied, low and impatient. “What’s your name?”

She started nibbling on her lower lip, and I almost took over for her. “Uh, Rylee,” she finally answered. “Rylee Madden.”

I gave her a tight nod to let her know that I’d heard her. “I’m Stone Lexington.”

Her face turned a pretty shade of blush. “I...I know,” she said in a low whisper, and I almost smirked.

Of course, she knew who I was.

I finally stepped back, then pulled my arm from around her waist. “Are you sure that you’re okay?”

She let out a deep sigh, almost as if she could finally breathe again. “I am, thank you,” she assured me. “I really am sor-”

“It’s not a problem, Rylee Madden,” I said, interrupting another apology. “No one was hurt.”

Then Rylee smiled up at me, and any chance of her getting out of this unscathed just went up in flames.

“O...okay,” she replied, relieved. “I’ll...I’ll see you around.”

I took another step back, and I watched as she readjusted her backpack, then hurried off to wherever she’d been rushing to. The second that she was out of sight, I pulled my phone out.

“Yeah?” the voice on the other end greeted.

“I want everything you can find on Rylee Madden, a student at HU,” I instructed. “I want the same kind of background as the recent ones you’ve done, and I want it by Wednesday.”

“No problem,” Chicago, my PI, replied before hanging up, and I guess I was picking a girl for Friday after all.
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Chapter 4
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Rylee~

Two days had passed, and I still couldn’t get my brief encounter with Stone Lexington out of my head.

For a lot of reasons.

The first being that he was Stone freakin’ Lexington. Admittedly, all I knew about him was gossip and tabloid nonsense, but none of that took away from the fact that Stone Lexington was too hot to look at without going stupid. It was like looking at the sun; you could only look at him in the face for a few seconds before your eyes started to cross, and then you had to look away to save yourself from going blind by the vision. No doubt about it, the boy was scorching.

Now, although I didn’t exactly look like mildewy leftovers, it was a fact that Stone was way out of my league. His family’s wealth ranged into the billions, and even if he didn’t come from a family rich enough to be famous, his looks put him in an entirely different hemisphere from us mere mortals.

Granted, describing him on paper, you’d think that there was nothing special about him, but that wasn’t true. He had dark brown hair that he kept short on the sides but long enough on top to run your fingers through. Plus, if I thought that the guy was vain enough to get highlights, that’s what I’d accuse him of doing because his brown hair had dimensions that hair color commercials always promised you but never delivered on. His eyes were also a rich chocolate color, and because I’d been trapped by his body the other day, I’d seen that they were surrounded by thick, long, soft lashes, and the light had played off them in a way that had made his eyes appear to freakin’ sparkle.

Then there was just the whole of his face. The fluid brows, the straight, strong, Romanesque nose, the cut cheekbones, and the hard jaw that all came together to form the perfect masculine facial appearance. Plus-Sweet Baby Jesus-those lips of his. It had been a struggle not to just latch onto them when he had asked me if I was okay.

Also-even though he’d been fully clothed-he’d had his body pressed up against mine during our encounter, so I’d been able to feel muscle every-damn-where. His arm around my waist had been strong, sturdy, and hot. His six-foot-something had towered over me, and I knew that, if he’d ever lost his senses and found me attractive enough to sleep with, wall sex would easily be on the menu.

Plus, as if all that I’d already listed wasn’t enough, his voice was deep and dark enough to make a girl’s panties just melt right off. Since that fateful day, I’d fantasized about what the boy must sound like in bed. I also wasn’t ashamed to admit that my hands might have been down my panties once or twice while I had entertained that particular daydream.

There’d also been that frustrating humming that I’d been trying to ignore since Monday. When Stone had wrapped his arm around me to keep me upright, my entire body had hummed with this feeling of sizzling electricity. Like in a romance novel, his touch had ignited something in me, and I’d wanted to beg the poor guy to ravage me where we’d stood. It’d been an awakening that could only lead to some serious heartbreak if I ever found myself stupid enough to be around him again.

No doubt about it, Stone Lexington was the passion that was a bad idea to female hearts everywhere; trust me on this. In fact, my heart and ovaries had been arguing over this for a couple of days already.

“Earth to Rylee,” Heather sing-songed. “You still with us?”

I shook myself out of my wayward thoughts, then looked at the three girls that were sitting with me in the university’s library. Heather was looking expectantly at me while Felicia was just smiling, and Laney was too busy to pay attention, tapping away on her phone.

We’d gotten together to study for our Linear Algebra class as we’d all agreed to last week. Studying with people that were passionate about the same thing that you were brought about an amazing energy, and that committed vibe could make all the difference in how well-prepared you were for your courses and exams.

The only person at the table that was an odd duck was Laney. Since she wasn’t majoring in computer science like me, Heather, and Felicia, I imagined that she’d just wanted some study support. When I had mentioned that we were going to be studying together this Wednesday, Laney had asked if she could join, and although it had surprised me, I’d automatically said yes. Earlier, I had brushed aside Laney’s claims of taking her senior year seriously, but if she really was going to give it a try, then that was awesome.
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