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Author’s Note


Facing the Enemy had originally been
a standalone work, but due to
so many requests, I decided to write Roselyn’s, Liam’s & Deke’s
stories, and so, the Enemy Series was born, adding Ava’s story,
also. This is the last chapter in their lives.

 


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 for
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. If not, 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. One of the things
about reading that hurts my heart, though, is when I fall in love
with a book, but I have to wait for the additional books in the
series to be released. Because I feel that disappointment down to
my soul, I vowed that if I ever write a series, all books will be
published at once. Nope-no waiting over here…LOL. So, if you are
reading one of my books, but can’t find any other books on the
secondary characters of that book, that means the book is a
standalone project.

 


Now, that being said, if there are enough requests
for the secondary characters’ stories, I try to accommodate that.
So, it is possible for a series to develop unexpectedly. Should
that happen, I will do my best to release the rest of the requested
book all at once.

 


Thank You! You are truly making my dreams come
true!
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Dedication

 For everyone who wished Ramsey and Emerson’s
story could go on forever –

Thank you, everyone!


Prologue

I’ve been
doing this a long
time.

I mean, a
long, long time.

But
I have to say, this is the first time
I’ve feared for my life doing this.

Usually,
weddings are festive, happy times. I mean, sure, there’s a certain
level of stress involved in
the planning and organizing of the event, but, overall, the
occasion was supposed to be a happy one.

Unless the
groom was a sociopath, of
course.

When Ramsey
Reed had commissioned me to
plan an outdoor wedding for his twentieth wedding anniversary, I
had almost broken out in hives at the budget I had to work
with and
the paycheck he had
offered.

The catch?

It had to be a
secret, surprise wedding.

Secret like
CIA-access-secret.

In the same
smooth, dark, no-nonsense voice that he had used to offer me the job, he had also informed me
that if his bride found out, he’d ruin me and everything I’ve
worked hard for my entire life.

Now, any
self-respecting person would have balked at his threat and
would have told him to go to hell.
But that paycheck had been a carrot luring me to all the things I
wanted to do that I couldn’t afford right now.

I really
whored myself out for his
money.

So, I
had ignored the threat, delegated all
my other clients to my fellow wedding organizers, and worked day,
night, and pretty sure some hours in the time travel continuum, to
make this wedding happen.

On the
happier side of things, all
their friends had been in on it, so I had been able to get an idea
of his wife’s tastes from, not only Ramsey, but her friends, as
well. Ramsey had been able to fill in the blanks on her favorite
colors, favorite flower, and things like that. Her friends had
provided details about her size, style, and perception of certain
things. Anytime I would asked Ramsey what she looked like, he’d
just say beautiful. Anytime I would asked him about her frame, he’d
just say she was perfect. I wasn’t sure how I would have been able
to pull this off if I hadn’t had access to her friends. And, God
bless them, they had managed to get me a great picture of
her.

From what
little I had been able to
gather from the groom, he and his wife had gotten married when they
had been only eighteen-years-old, and it had been at the courthouse
with only their close friends in attendance. He had told me that,
while his wife has never mentioned a word in regret about how they
had gotten married, he regretted not giving
her the wedding of her dreams.

And
from what I was also able to gather,
this group of friends were tighter than family, and had supported
each other through high school, college, getting married as
teenagers, becoming parents while going to college, and setting up
their businesses and futures. They were the real deal and anyone
looking at them could see it. Even though I almost lost my mind a
few times organizing this wedding, standing here today, I could
honestly say it’s been the utmost privilege to be a part of
this.

As I looked
around Casa Romantica in San
Clemente, I dared Ramsey Reed to find anything wrong with the
setup. My team had really outdone themselves and this was going to
be the feather in my wedding portfolio cap.

The front of
the cultural center was unadorned. It looked like it did every day. The ruse was that the ad
executive friend was playing like she had to come up a new campaign
for Casa Romantica, so she needed to check it out, and so, they
were just going to make it a girls’ weekend. They had flown in last
night, while the men and all their children had flown in
immediately afterwards. And were staying at a separate hotel. There
were no parents of either the groom or the bride. But as I
understood it, we had one mother and stepfather team, but that was
it. There was a crapload of children, though; eight boys and three
girls, all ranging from the ages of ten through eighteen, but I was
assured the older kids would be in charge of the younger ones, so
that was one less thing to stress about.

But it wasn’t
until you entered through the
center and into the back that you saw six months of hard goddamn
work. There were different shades of silver (to match the bride’s
eyes) and blues (because that was her favorite color) decorating
flowers, sashes, and canopy silks.

We were
able to get a priest to do the
ceremony outside of a church and he had been just as floored as the
rest of the Casa Romantica staff had been when he had gotten a look
at the back of the cultural center. He was going to recite the
original traditional vows for their ceremony, and that had been
non-negotiable for Ramsey Reed. He had made it clear that he did
not want a modern-day version of those vows. He wanted the
unbreakable ones that would tie his wife to him forever-his words,
not mine or the priest’s.

I
surveyed all our hard work and
knew Ramsey Reed’s wife was one lucky woman.


Chapter 1

Ramsey Reed~

I didn’t do nervous.

I didn’t do
anxious.

And I stopped
doing scared the day my father
held me down and sliced my face open, gifting me with the scar I
had running over my eye.

But I
couldn’t ignore the pounding
in my chest as I stared at myself in the full-length mirror in
front of me. It wasn’t the first time I’ve ever worn a tux, but it
was the first time the occasion mattered this much.

I thought
about Emerson and my heart
lurched like it always did when I stopped and thought about only
her. The feeling of absolute obsession has never gone away or faded
in the twenty years that we’ve been married. She was no longer
eighteen and has given me two beautiful children, but she was still
the same breathtaking, wild girl who turned her back on me the
first night I met her.

Emerson will
never be just my wife or the mother of my children. She was, and always has been, the very
reason I breathe in life every second of every goddamn
day.

Don’t get me
wrong. I loved my children.
Ramsey Jr. and Maddox were my world. But if they were my world,
then Emerson was my Universe.

“You look like
you’re going to throw up,”
Liam chuckled.

I turned from
the mirror and flipped him off. “Fuck you, dude,” I replied.

“Uh, not
to take sides, or
anything-”

“Only
because Ava’s not in the
room,” Deke snorted.

Ace flipped
him off. “Of course, I’ll always take her side, asshole,” he said dryly. Ace turned back to
me. “As I was saying,” he continued, “not to take sides or
anything, but you do look a little…off.”

“Yeah,”
Deke agreed. “And we’re not
used to a nervous Ramsey Reed.”

“Hell, even
when Emerson had Junior and
Mad, you hadn’t seemed nervous like you do now,” Liam added. We
were all in my hotel room, all dressed in tuxes, and five minutes
away from driving to Casa Romantica for my wedding to Emerson. “I
mean, hell, Ramsey, it’s not like she’s not going to marry you.”

“Yeah, you know, on
account that you’re already married,” Deke pointed out.

I
flipped off my Best Man before
telling them the truth. “I’m still not good enough for her,” I
admitted.

Ace snorted.
“Fuck, dude,” he huffed. “None of us are good
enough for any of those women,
if we’re sharing feelings here.”

“You guys
really suck at this,” I
pointed out.

“Well, then,
you should have handed out a
handbook along with these goddamn tuxedos when you made us your
groomsmen, Ram,” Liam said, rolling his eyes. “I’ve never been a
groomsman before. All I know is I’m supposed to stand up there next
to Deke and Ace while you profess your love to Em.”

“Yeah, we’re
not even walking down the
aisle with the girls because it’s a surprise,” Deke
added.

I looked over
at Ace for some help and he
just threw his hands up like a coward. “Don’t look at me, man,” he
blanched. “I know shit about weddings. I’m lucky Ava married me to
begin with.”

I shook my
head at my idiot best friends. “You guys really do suck at this,” I
repeated.

“Ramsey,
Emerson is going to love it,” Deke replied, trying to be a good
Best Man. “You’re not exactly
the romantic type, so she’s going to really be surprised and really
love it.”

“You know,
it’s been twenty years and I still panic sometimes,” I
said, confessing another dark
fear. Liam and Deke nodded, understanding completely, while Ace had
been fortunate enough to not have been a witness to mine and
Emerson’s high school courtship.

Liam clapped
my shoulder. “It’s going to be perfect, Ramsey,” he
promised.

“Well, if it’s
going to be perfect, we better get going,” Ace pointed out. “The
girls are waiting.”

I gave them
all a tight nod as they left
to go pick up the girls. We had it all planned out, how Emerson
would be pulled away from the group, so they could all get dressed
and ready. There was a slight chance something could go wrong with
our plan because Emerson was a spitfire, but we had to take our
chances. It had been the best plan we could come up
with.

I turned back
towards the mirror and gave myself one last once-over. I meant what I had told the guys.
After twenty years, I still wasn’t good enough for Emerson. I
didn’t deserve her no matter how much time I spent on my knees in
front of her.

Emerson Reed
was unlike anyone I’ve ever met, and I was never going to let her go.

Ever.


Chapter 2

Emerson Reed~

“Jesus Christ, woman,”
Ava exclaimed as she snatched
my phone out of my hand. “You act like you’ve never been away from
Ramsey or your kids for a day.”

My brows shot
up in surprise. “Because Ace doesn’t blow up your phone if you’re away from him for longer and
an hour?”

“She’s got you
there,” Delaney chimed
in.

Ava balked at
Delaney. “Really? Because Deke
doesn’t turn into a complete lunatic when you’re not around?”

Roselyn
started laughing. “It’s a tie,” she chuckled. “You guys all married lunatics.” All three
of our heads swiveled to gawk at Roselyn. Her brows furrowed.
“What?”

I
pointed my mom finger at her.
“You are serious deluded if you think Liam’s not a lunatic,
Roselyn.”

“Yeah, that
dark blonde hair and those
baby blue eyes aren’t fooling anyone,” Ava added.

“Fine,” she
conceded. “But he’s the least
lunaticy out of all of them.”

Okay.

I had to give her
that.

“Maybe,” I relented. “But
he’s still a lunatic.”

Ava kindly
gave me back my phone, and I
dutifully put it back in my purse before asking, “What time did you
have to be there for the interview, Roz?”

“At eleven,
but I want to get there around
ten, or so,” she replied. “I’d like a tour of the grounds before
the meeting. You know, get a feel for the place.”

“That sounds
good,” I told her. Right now, we were all gathered in
my hotel room since I was the last to
get ready because, Ava was right, I had been texting Ramsey and the
kids all morning.

Before anyone
could agree or disagree, the phone to my suite rang. If it was Ramsey, I’d never hear the
end of it. I walked over and answered it. “Hello?”

“Emerson
Reed?” asked a polite, professional female voice.

“Yes, this
is she,” I
answered.

“Oh, yes. Good
Morning, Mrs. Reed. This is Clarissa from the hotel Guest Services, and I was hoping you could
come down for a few moments, please.”

“Uh, su…sure,” I
stuttered. “Is there a problem?”

“Oh, nothing
that cannot be resolved quickly, I’m sure,” she replied. “But it
seems as if there’s an issue with your credit card,
ma’am.”

I laughed.

Not to come
off like a rich, entitled bitch, or anything, but there was no way something was wrong with
my credit card. “Are you sure?”

I could
hear the smile in her voice,
so that eased the tension a bit. “Are you aware of any…odd
transactions lately that may have caused your credit card company
to put a security hold on your card? You’d be surprised how often
things that that happen.”

She was
right. Ramsey traveled some,
so he could have made a purchase somewhere that the credit card
company was leery about. “I haven’t,” I told her, “but my husband
travels some. Maybe he did.”

“That’s
probably it,” she agreed. “Do
you mind coming down to the Guest Services area, so we can clear
this up?”

“Sure. No
problem,” I assured her. “I’ll
be down right now.”

I hung up as
Roselyn asked, “Is everything okay?”

I turned
towards my friends. “There’s an issue with my credit card,
go figure,” I told them.
“Uhm…”

“Hey,
why don’t we head on over, so
Roselyn’s not late, and then one of us can come back and
get-”

I waved away
Delaney’s suggestion. “Don’t be silly,” I scoffed. “No one needs to come back and get me.
I’m a big girl, and that’s what car service is for. I’m sure the
hotel provides it.”

“Are you sure?”
Roselyn asked.

“Of course,
I’m sure, Roz,” I answered.
“I’m not going to have you late for this.”

The girls mumbled in
agreement and we all filed out of my room and headed towards the
lobby. Once I found Guest Services, the girls all waved goodbye and
told me to take my time.

This should
be fun.


Chapter 3

Liam McCellan~

I walked into my hotel
room and couldn’t stop the
curses stringing together.

Roselyn was
standing in front of the
mirror, and I walked in the room just in time to see her
silver/blue dress drape down her body, covering up everything that
got my dick hard.

She turned
back over her shoulder, and
then did a full turnabout. “How do I look?”

Was she serious?

“Is that
a serious question?” I asked,
walking towards her, ready to rip her dress off.

Roselyn
grinned. “Hey, it’s legit,” she claimed. “We’re all getting ready on the fly here. You guys
got to get ready this morning without having to ditch
Ramsey.”

I wrapped one
arm around her waist and
started planting kisses on her bare shoulder. The dresses were all
thin-strapped contraptions. “It could be worse,” I reminded her.
“We could be your mom and Joseph with all eleven of the
kids.”

She laughed,
and it was still my most favorite sound in the world. “Who would have ever guessed that
Joseph would agree to watch all our damn children?”

I chuckled.
“Well, to be fair, Gideon and Brantley are probably the only ones who need real watching. The
other kids are old enough to take care of themselves.”

We had eleven
children between us four
couples and we had started out young. We’d still been teenagers
while the girls had still been in college. But we had made it all
work.

Ramsey and
Emerson had Ramsey Jr. who was eighteen now, and Maddox who
was seventeen. Ram and Emerson
had wasted no time in between popping out babies.

Deke ended up
putting Delaney through hell
four times with Dash who was eighteen also, Crew who was sixteen,
Zane who was fourteen, and finally the little girl he always
wanted, Brantley, who was ten.

Ace and Ava
had given us all two precious
little girls where, except for the recently added Brantley, there
had been nothing but boys. They had DJ who was sixteen and named
after Delaney, and Maggie who was fourteen.

Roselyn had
ended up giving me three kids,
and I would have made her give me a million more if she hadn’t put
a limit to how many kids she wanted. We had Chance who was
seventeen, Neo who was fifteen, and Gideon who was
twelve.

All in all,
Brantley, DJ, and Maggie were not short any big brothers.

“Well, your
mom called me earlier to tell
me they were all ready and heading to Casa Romantica. They’ll
probably be there before we get there.” I stopped kissing on her
and gave her some freedom to finish getting ready. “Did Emerson
suspect anything?”

Roselyn’s
entire face lit up. “Oh, my
God, Liam,” she rushed out. “Keeping a straight face as the service
desk called her to tell her about her credit card was one of the
hardest things I ever had to do.” I grinned back at her enthusiasm.
“She doesn’t suspect a thing.”

I
stared at the woman I’ve loved
since I was seventeen and blurted the first thing that popped in my
head. “I could totally go down on you right now and not mess up
your hair or your makeup, baby.” Her sweet blue eyes blinked at me,
and I knew she was processing what I just said.

After a few
seconds, she planted her hands
on her hips, and said, “You know, not even twenty minutes ago, I
defended you to a room full of my best friends, insisting that you
weren’t a lunatic.”

Okay.

I guess she’s
not going to let me eat her
pussy before the wedding.

“Granted, I
conceded that you were.
However, I still defended that you weren’t as warped in the head as
Ramsey, Deke, or Ace. But you know, Liam,” she tsk’ed, “it looks
like I might have to recant my defense of you, if you really think
I’m going to let you violate me before this wedding.”

Violate?

How dare she?

“Hey, I wasn’t
going to violate anything you
didn’t beg me to,” I said, defending myself. “I was just going to
taste you, baby.”

Roselyn rolled
her eyes. “Since when do you
ever just
taste me, Liam?”

She had a
point. “So, no...?”

“No,” she
confirmed, dashing all my pre-wedding dreams.

“Well, that
sucks.”


Chapter 4

Roselyn McCellan~

It wasn’t that I didn’t want Liam to go down on
me.

Not at all.

I just didn’t
want to be the reason Ramsey
killed him on his wedding day for messing things up. The man has,
admittedly, turned out to be a great husband and father. It’d be a
shame to lose him now.

Twenty years
later, and Liam was still the light of my life. Oh, I loved my children like any mother
would, and I’d give my life for them, but Liam was my safe haven.
Liam was my peace. He was my solace at the end of the day. After
work, the kids, the friends, the home…after all of it, Liam was my
quiet. He was my calm after any storm.

Liam dropped
on the bed and ran his hands through his hair. “Ah, hell,” he muttered. “You’re probably right to
tell me no. Ramsey’s already nervous as it is. He’d probably kill
me if everything didn’t go off perfectly, including your
makeup.”

A nervous
Ramsey Reed was something to
consider. “Is he really nervous?”

Liam nodded.
“Yeah,” he answered. “You’d think he hasn’t already been married to Em for the past twenty
years.”

I clasped my
hands together over my heart. “Awwwwwe,” I cooed. “That’s so sweet.”

Liam snorted. “Oh, when
Ramsey’s obsessed, it’s sweet. When I’m obsessed, it’s annoying,”
he complained.

I
turned back to the mirror to check
for final touches. “It’s not annoying, per se,” I
teased.

“Watch your
words, woman,” he growled from
the bed, and I laughed.

I shrugged a
shoulder. “I just wouldn’t expect nervous from Ramsey, is all,” I said before deciding that
this was about as good as I was going to get without a professional
or time on my side.

Long gone were
my rainbow-colored strands,
and now my light blonde hair shined in a messy bun on the top of my
head. The nose ring and loud makeup were gone, too. Not because I
didn’t like the look anymore, but because I was working with an
age-appropriate image now.

All
us girls had decided to wear
our hair and makeup the same, so Emerson would truly stand out.
Granted, she would look beautiful no matter what, but this day was
really all about her.

The guys all
had silver/blue tuxes to match our dresses, while Ramsey was
going to be fitted in a black
tux with deep, royal blue accents. It was going to be a hell of a
sight to walk down that aisle towards that tux-wearing
quartet.

Ramsey Reed,
Deke Marlow, Liam McCellan, and Ace McIntire standing together
dressed in tuxes was going to
garner so many goddamn likes, the photos were bound to go
viral.

And we were
the lucky bitches who had the
claim to them.

I turned
back towards Liam and offered
him a deal. “How about during the reception, we sneak off and I’ll
make the wait up to you?”

Liam’s eyes
lit up like it was Christmas
morning. “No way?” he said excitedly. “You’re going to let me in
that ass during the reception?”

Jesus Christ.

I closed my
eyes and pinched the bridge of my nose. “No, Liam,” I replied,
shaking my head. “I was thinking of a blowjob. A nice, simple, uncomplicated blowjob
until we got back to our hotel room.”

“Oh,” he let
out softly, super disappointed.

I quit pinching my
nose and looked over at the man I promised to love forever. “You
are so extreme, Liam.”

“Me?”
His eyes bugged out. “I’m the
least extreme out of all of us,” he
insisted.

“Really?” I
deadpanned. “Then how do you
go from making it up to you right to anal sex?”

Liam narrowed his
eyes at me. “Because that would make it up to me,” he reasoned.

I could
only laugh at my husband and
his logic. “Seriously, Liam,” I whined, “how do I look?”

Liam
stood up, walked towards me,
and wrapped his arms around my waist. He nuzzled my neck as he
said, “Baby, you know the answer I’m always going to give to that
question. I think you always look beautiful.”

I
wrapped my arms around his neck and
let the peace he brought me settle all around me. Some guys said
pretty words just for the hell of it, but not Liam. “I love you,
Liam.”

“You better,
Roz,” he replied. “Because I wouldn’t be able to breathe if you didn’t.”


Chapter 5

Deke Marlow~

I was going to kill
Ramsey.

When I walked
into my hotel room to see if
Delaney was ready, she had been in the restroom putting her hair
up, and the sight of her had left me dumber than a
motherfucker.

She looked absolutely breathtaking.

Now, don’t get
me wrong. Over the years, we’ve attended a shitload of formal events where she had to dress up
and look her best, but this was different.

We weren’t
attending a formal engagement
we couldn’t care less about. We were attending, and participating,
in Ramsey’s dream wedding for Emerson. And, somehow, the love put
into this wedding was radiating off my wife. She looked beautiful
and like she was glowing in love. And the reason I wanted to murder
Ramsey was because I was going to have to go hours-count
them-hours
before I could touch her

“You
look incredible, Lamb,” I told her
from the bathroom doorway.

She turned
towards me, her hair finished, and smirked. “You’re the one who
looks incredible.” She walked
up to me and placed her palm on my chest. “I’m not sure how I’m
going to be able to keep my hands off you.”

I
snorted. “Eleven kids running
around should probably do it.”

Delaney
laughed, and then leaned up to
place a kiss on my cheek. “I missed you,” she murmured against my
skin.

I wrapped
my left arm around her waist
and pulled her to me. I buried my face in her neck. “Not nearly as
much as I’ve missed you,” I told her honestly. “Every color in the
world fades when you’re not with me, Delaney.” I was hardly a
romantic, but that shit was true. If Delaney wasn’t with me, my
mood was shit.

She
hugged me a little tighter before
stepping back from me. “Do you think Roselyn’s mom and stepdad are
handling the kids okay?” she asked, biting her lower
lip.

I
cupped her cheek. “Delany, the
only kids that need to be really watched are Brantley and Gideon,”
I reminded her. “It’s not like we left them with a bunch of
four-year-olds.”

Delaney
smiled. “I know,” she huffed. “It’s just…Deke, we have four kids.
That’s a lot of people to be
leaving with someone.”

I laughed as I
stepped aside to let her pass into the hotel room. “Lamb, while, yes, we have four kids, they’re
not babies. Christ, Brantley’s already ten.”

She stopped to
give herself one final look in the mirror. “I know…it’s just, that’s still a lot of
kids.”

I walked until
I stood behind her and stared
at her reflection in the mirror. “Ramsey and Dash are eighteen,
Delaney,” I pointed out. “Maddox and Chance are seventeen. They are
old enough to help watch the younger kids. Hell, those are the ages
we fell in love and got married.”

She turned to
look up at me. “Are you
accusing me of being a smother-mother?”

I chuckled.
“I wouldn’t
dream of it, Lamb.”

Delaney took a
deep breath and threw her arms out beside her. “How do I look?” she asked, changing the
subject.

I couldn’t
stop my growl if I wanted to. “I already told you. You look incredible.”

“You’re
supposed to say that,” she
insisted. “I mean, how do I really look? We didn’t have much time
to get ready after we ditched Emerson.”

“You look
gorgeous enough that I might
traumatize all eleven of those children by bending you over a table
at the reception and showing them all how they were conceived,” I
told her bluntly.

She rolled her
eyes but laughed. “You’re so
ridiculous,” she teased.

“I’ll tell you
what’s ridiculous,” I
countered. “You not knowing how beautiful I think you are after all
these years.”

Delaney
glanced down her body quickly.
“Even after giving you four kids?” she asked hesitantly and pissing
me off immediately.

I stepped to
her and took her face in both
my hands. “If you think your body doesn’t turn me on as much as it
did when we were in high school, you are out of your damn mind,
Lamb,” I told her. “Every stretch mark you have, every curve that
you’ve earned, and every goddamn inch of your skin is the story of
my love for you. Don’t fucking forget it.”


Chapter 6

Delaney Marlow~

If I didn’t think
Ramsey would kill us all for
ruining Emerson’s special day, I’d jump my husband right
now.

Deke wasn’t a
romantic.

He didn’t
recite poetry or mutter fluff
for the hell of it.

Every word out
of his mouth was the truth as
he saw it, and once again, I was reminded of what a lucky woman I
was to have Deke Marlow as my husband.

Through four
children, college, and law
school, Deke had been unwavering in every promise he has ever made
me. Life had been really hard at times, but Deke had made them
bearable.

Trying to be
a wife and mother, while
juggling college and law school, had tested the best of what I was
capable of. Even with all the money he had made with the firm he
owned with Ramsey and Liam, money couldn’t buy my law degree. Money
couldn’t buy motherhood or my duties as a wife. I had given my
family and my dreams everything I’d had, and I was grateful every
day that my hard work had paid off.

I leaned my
head against his chest. “You
really are too good to me, Deke,” I told him as I wrapped my arms
around his body.

His
arms automatically came around mine
and pulled me tight. He laughed against my hair. “I’m glad you’re
delusional enough to think that, Lamb,” he teased.

I pulled
back, so I could look up at
him. Twenty years later, this man was still gorgeous with his black
hair, green eyes, and fierce disposition. “I’m fine with being
delusional,” I teased back. “Besides, you’re easy on the eyes and
that’s a huge plus.”

“Glad you can
stand to look at me,” he
smirked, “seeing as how you’re going to have to for the next fifty
years, or so.”

“You know, if
I didn’t think Ramsey would murder us all in a fit of rage for
ruining his surprise, I’d
totally let you bend me over right now, Deke,” I
confessed.

He
threw his head back and
groaned. “Goddamn it, Delaney,” he growled. His head came back
down, and he speared me with a look. “Why would you
say that shit to me? Are you trying to torture
me?”

I grinned. “I
said it because it’s true,
Deke,” I replied. “I’m always…willing when you’re
around.”

“And you
wonder why we have four
children,” he muttered.

I laid my
cheek back on his chest and just stood there hugging my husband. It
was hard not to be at this
wedding and not think back on all the years, especially the
beginning. Back in high school, I never, in a million years, would
have ever imagined I’d marry Deke Marlow, have his four children,
and still be married to him twenty years later, and, yet, here we
were.

“I’ll
never regret going to that
party,” I murmured.

I could feel
Deke’s silent chuckle. “And I’ll never regret begging you to forgive me,” he replied.

I laughed and
stepped away from him. We had a wedding to attend, after all.
“You were such a fucking
asshole,” I agreed.

His face
soften, and I knew it still
bothered him all these years later, but I also knew we were way
past all that. “I’m still an asshole,” he joked. “I’m just
your asshole.”

My eyes
instantly watered at what was to come next. “Oh, Deke,” I gushed, “this wedding is going to
be so…so…”

He
nodded. “I know,” he
agreed.

“I need to get
going,” I told him. “Emerson
should be here any moment and we’ll need to get her ready. How’s
Ramsey?”

Deke snorted.
“When we left him he looked
like he was going to pass out.”

I smiled. It
was sweet beyond words that
Ramsey was nervous. “He really loves that girl,” I said
needlessly.

Deke smirked.
“I love you. Liam loves Linnie. Ace loves Ava,” he
said, shaking his head. “What
Ramsey feels for Emerson is something none of us will ever be able
to comprehend.”

I had
to agree. “She once said their
relationship was unhealthy and their co-dependency was
dangerous.”

His brows shot up.
“Do you disagree?”

I shook my
head. “Hell, no. Those two are crazy.”


Chapter 7

Ace McIntire~

Ava
had the body of a siren, and
that fucking dress she had on was like a goddamn beacon for my
dick. If she hadn’t been already strapping her heels on when I
entered the hotel room, I would have fucked her stupid.

Okay,
maybe not fucked her stupid
because I was pretty sure Ramsey would kill me in cold blood for
ruining his wedding, but I would have, at least, gotten a lick
in.

Or two.

“You’re killing me
in that dress, baby,” I told Ava as I shut the door behind me.

She
looked up and grinned. “You
don’t look so bad yourself, stud.”

I shook my
head. “If DJ and Maggie didn’t
have the boys to follow them around, I’d lose my mind,” I
confessed. Both girls took after me in coloring, but both girls
were just as pretty as their mother.

Ava laughed.
“Do you know how many times they’ve come home and cried that one of the boys embarrassed
them?”

I arched a
brow as I stepped in front of my wife. “You’d think the boys at
their schools would get a
clue,” I replied before placing a kiss on Ava’s temple. “Even
Gideon’s getting in on the action and he’s only twelve. But that
boy defends Brantley like he’s a grown man.”

Ava shook her
head. “It’s silly, but I couldn’t have asked for a better family for our girls,” she
said.

My stomach
dropped like it always did when Ava expressed her gratefulness
for our family and friends.
She’s come a long way since those first days when we met, but the
hate for her mother was always there in the black parts of my
heart. It’ll never go away because Ava’s past will never
disappear.

I bent down
and started placing kisses
along her collarbone. Thank God for spaghetti-strap dresses. “Mmm,
Ace,” she moaned.

I wrapped my
arms around her waist and pulled her to me. “God, I want to fuck you so badly, Kit,” I breathed
against her soft skin.

Her arms went
around my neck. “As tempting
as that sounds, and let me tell you, you’re rather tempting, I like
my life, thank you, very much,” she quipped
sarcastically.

I laughed and
stepped away from her. “Yeah,”
I teased. “I can’t imagine the torture Ramsey would put us through
for ruining this wedding.”

Her
brows shot up. “Torture?
Ramsey Reed is not the torturing type. He’s the cold-swift-deadly
type,” she disputed. “He’d kill us Mafia style.”

I wisely
kept my mouth shut, but I knew
for a fact
that Ramsey Reed was the torturing
type. While Ava had put her demons behind her and had never looked
back, I had ridden along for the ride when Ramsey had found that
sonofabitch Peter Scranton, and I found out firsthand that Ramsey
Reed had no problem with torturing.

“Did Emerson
suspect anything?” I asked,
changing the subject.

Ava’s
beautiful face lit up. “No,” she grinned. “She really thought
something was wrong with her credit card. The service clerk did the best acting job ever.”
Before I could comment, Ava twirled around and asked, “How do I
look?”

What a fucking question.

“You look like
it might be worth orphaning our kids to fuck the shit out of you,
baby,” I told her honestly. Ava smiled, and the punch to my gut was substantial.

My wife was fucking
beautiful both inside and out.

“Well, as much
as I’m tempted, that’d be hell
on our headstones, and the kids would never be able to live it
down,” she joked.

“What if I
promise not to mess up your
hair or makeup?”

I
was lying.

I’d totally mess up
her hair and makeup.

Ava snorted.
“Yeah, right,” she huffed out.
“I don’t think you’re capable of having sex without pulling on my
hair.”

I groaned.
“Jesus Christ, woman,” I complained. “Do you have to go into details? I’m trying to be good
here.”

“This is you trying
to be good?” she asked incredulously.

“You have no idea, Ava,” I
replied.


Chapter 8

Ava McIntire~

I stared at my
husband, and not for the first
time, wondered how I ever got so lucky.

It’s been twenty years,
but I’ve never lost sight of how my life wouldn’t be what it was
today if it had not been for Ace bulldozing his way into my life
all those years ago.

Ace did what I never
thought anyone could do.

He helped heal
me.

Those first
few years together had been
rough as I worked to put my demons behind me, but he had never
faltered. He never bent. He took all my shit, dished it back, and
built me a life I cherished every day.

While I had
gone to college, I had found my calling when I had gotten
pregnant with Delaney, and even
though I had gotten my degree, I had chosen to be a stay-at-home
mom, and my life has been better than I deserved every day since
then.

“We’ll have
plenty of time for sex after the wedding,” I told him, trying to
put on the brakes, because if
I’m going to be honest here, it was hard to resist Ace when he got
that look in his amber-colored eyes.

He
pointed a finger at me. “You
said it, not me,” he flung at me. “You better keep your word,
Kit.”

I rolled my
eyes. “I swear, Ace, you act like you haven’t been sleeping next to me for the past twenty
years.”

His brows shot
up and he looked offended. “If
you think fucking you for twenty years is anywhere
near enough for me, you are out of your goddamn mind,
woman,” he declared. “Twenty more years isn’t going to cut it,
either. I need at least another seventy years.”

I cocked my
head at him. “That would make
us a hundred-and-eight-years-old, Ace. Do you seriously think
you’re still going to be able to get it up at that age?”

He lunged for
me and I laughed as I side-stepped him. “I’ll show you getting it up,” he
threatened.

I threw my
hands out to ward off his attack. “Okay, Okay,” I said, laughing. “You’re manly, and
studly, and you’ll still be able to get it up with we’re a hundred
and eight.”

Ace stopped
his advance and straightened
to his full height. “You’re damn straight I will be able to,” he
replied, with a grin on his face.

My phone
dinged, and I watched as he
walked over to my purse, pulled it out, and walked over to hand it
to me. Ace did a lot of little thoughtful things like that for me.
For him, it was just how he loved me, but for me, it was a constant
reminder of how much he really loved
me.

I slid my
phone open and there was a message from Roselyn telling me that
Emerson texted her letting her know she was here and up front.

The
smile on my face was from
ear-to-ear. I looked up at Ace. “Emerson’s here!”

Ace smiled
back and I could tell that, regardless of his whining about not
being able to seduce me, he was excited, too. “This is going to be one hell of a wedding,”
he replied.

As I
shot Roselyn a quick text that
I’d be right there, I told Ace, “It’s going to be
perfect.”

While Ace
loved me with the fires of a million suns, what Emerson and Ramsey
had was the stuff of legends. Dark fairy tales
everywhere were attributed to
Emerson and Ramsey’s love story.

Ramsey Reed
existed for nothing and no one
other than his wife.

She was
literally the air he breathed,
and we all knew it.

Everyone knew
it.

I looked up
from the phone and the tears were instant. “Ramsey really loves her, Ace,” I said, thinking
out loud.

He cocked his
head at me and narrowed his
eyes a bit, looking worried and a bit confused. “Is that not
okay?”

“It’s…it’s
just overwhelming sometimes,” I answered. “Seeing him the way he is
with her, it’s just…a lot
sometimes.”

Ace
nodded. “I don’t pretend to
understand the bond between them, but I do know it’s not one-sided.
Emerson loves him just as deeply.”

“And that’s why this
is going to mean the world to Emerson,” I predicted.

“Are you ready
to do this?” he
asked.

I let out a
deep breath. “Let’s get to
it,” I replied.

His face was
all smiles when he said, “And
I’m not forgetting about reception-sex, Kit.”

I laughed.
“Neither am I,” I said,
throwing him a wink.


Chapter 9

Emerson Reed~

It took almost
an hour to sort out the credit card
mess, come to find out, their system had a glitch of some sort and
my card was fine, after all. However, the car service to Casa
Romantica was complimentary, so that was something.

When the car
dropped me off, I had fired
off a text to Roselyn letting her know I was here. She had sent me
one back telling me to wait by the front desk for her, and I’ve
been standing here, admiring what I could see of the place so
far.

After a few
minutes of scoping out the place, I heard the clitter-clatter of high heels making their way
towards me. I turned around and immediately felt super
underdressed.

What the hell kind
of interview was this?

As soon as the
girls were close enough to hear me, I asked, “Why the hell are you
guys dressed like that?” I
mean, don’t get me wrong. They all looked absolutely gorgeous, but
it seemed a bit over the top.

“We need you
to come with us,” Ava said,
instead of answering me.

“Where?”

All three
girls ignored me and tugged me towards the back of the
reception area, down a
hallway, and into a vacant visitor room.

When I finally
got a look at the room, I saw
a stunning wedding dress hanging from a coat hook on the far right
wall.

What. The. Hell?

“Someone
better start talking,” I threatened as I whirled
around on the three girls
who used
to be my best friends.

Delaney had
watery eyes. Ava had a huge
smile on her face. And Roselyn’s tears were already falling. “This
is your wedding, Emerson,” Roselyn whispered.

I could feel
my eyes bugging out of my head. “My what?”

“Happy
Anniversary!” Delaney clapped.

Holy.

Shit.

“What are you
guys talking about? My
anniversary isn’t until next week,” I reminded them.

Ava rolled her eyes.
“Would you have come with us on the weekend of your anniversary,
Em?”

Okay. Good
point.

“What is this,
seriously?”

“Ramsey
wanted to give you the wedding
he never did,” Roselyn replied. “He’s been planning this for
months.”

I dropped.

I
dropped, and luckily there was
chair nearby. I looked up at my friends, dazed and…emotional.
“Ramsey planned a wedding? For me?”

“He got a
wedding planner, put the fear
of God into her, and whalaa, here we are,” Delaney explained, her
face all smiles.

“I’m getting
married?” I whispered to no one in particular.

“The kids are
all here, too,” Ava added,
really making me spiral into an emotional meltdown.

“My mom and
Joseph have been handling
them,” Roselyn said.

My
friends started to blur behind the
tears forming in my eyes. “Ramsey planned a wedding?” I repeated.
“He…he really planned a wedding for me?”

“Oh, hell
no,” Ava blurted out. “We are
not delivering you to Ramsey a crying mess. I am not dying today. I
promised Ace reception sex.”

“What a
coincidence,” Roselyn mumbled.

“Okay,
enough,” Delaney chimed in. “Let’s get this girl ready before
Ramsey burns the place down.”

The girls did
my hair and makeup and got me
into the beautiful white lace mermaid-style wedding dress. It was
classy and exactly something I would have picked if I had the
choice. I didn’t do flashy. I’ve never been that person.

They hemmed
and hawed the entire time they
got me ready, but the entire time, all I could think about was that
Ramsey planned a wedding for our twentieth wedding
anniversary.

I was pretty sure I
was going to pass out.


Chapter 10

Ramsey Reed~

I stood at the alter
with Deke standing next to me,
then Liam, and then Ace. The outdoor seating was filled with all
our children and Roselyn’s mother and stepfather as the only other
adults invited to share this day with me and Emerson. All the
children were dressed for the occasion, with the boys all dressed
in suits, and the girls all dressed in formal dresses.

Looking around
the place, I had no regrets
about threatening the wedding planner. She did a wonderful job, and
now all I had to do was wait for Emerson to come to me.

The music
started playing, and I, legit,
felt like I couldn’t breathe. Emerson did that to me, though. She’s
always done that to me.

Everyone
turned their heads as we saw movement and Ava looked beautiful
walking down the aisle. So beautiful, in fact, I could hear Ace
moan his emotions. She threw
him a saucy wink and made her way to her position on the other side
of the alter.

Next, came
Delaney, and I could actually hear Deke swallow his desire for her.
She looked just as stunning as Ava had coming down the aisle. She
smiled at Deke before taking
her place next to Ava.

Roselyn was making her
way down the aisle, and I thought I was going to have to haul Liam
back in line. He whispered his love for her, but when the kids
laughed, he realized everyone could hear him. Roselyn mouthed it
back before going to her rightful position as Maid of Honor. The
music switched and everyone straightened to their feet and got
serious. Even the priest.

It was
everything I could do to keep from dropping to my knees when
Emerson appeared at the end of
the aisle wearing the dress I had picked out for her.

She looked
magnificent.

Emerson’s
veil was covering her hair,
baring her face, so even from where I stood, I could see tears
quietly cascading down her stunning face. The love she had for me
was covering every inch of her face, and I wanted to fucking
run to her. Every step she took felt like a
hundred.

When she
finally stood before me, her silver eyes were saying everything she
was too choked up to vocalize. I took her hands in mine, and the
entire place was silent, save
for the occasional female sob, as the priest recited the original
traditional vows I had insisted upon.

It wasn’t
until I placed the additional diamond studded anniversary band on
Emerson’s finger that I spoke. I looked down at the
woman who held my heart in her
hands and asked, “The very first time I ever spoke to you, do you
remember what I said?”

Emerson closed
her eyes briefly like she was reliving the memory. Looking back up
at me, she said, “You asked me, ‘Do you actually think you
belong here?’”

“You do,” I
told her. “You belong wherever
I am standing, Emerson. You belong to me in a way I’ll never
survive without you. I don’t care if that makes me weak. I don’t
care if that makes me seem unhinged. It’s the truth.” Emerson was
full-on crying now, but she still looked exquisite. “You belong to
me in a way that I feel empty when
you’re not around. Twenty years later, I still panic if I don’t
know where you’re at or what you’re doing. You belong here,
Emerson. You belong here with me, and I will never fucking let you go.”

Emerson threw herself in
my arms and I wrapped her tight as she cried into my chest. “I love
you, Ramsey,” she sobbed against my tux. “I love you, so much. I
love you. Forever.” I could hear the cheers, the tears, and the
congratulations in the background, but all that mattered was this
woman in my arms.

I
didn’t deserve Emerson.
I never
deserved Emerson. And I’ve lived with
that fact residing in the back of my mind every day for the past
twenty years. It didn’t matter how many times she told me she loved
me. It didn’t matter that she gave me two beautiful kids. It didn’t
matter that we were at our twentieth wedding anniversary. None of
it erased the fact that I didn’t deserve her. Sure, I had her. But
I didn’t deserve her.

But I’ll never let
her go.

I
pulled back and cradled her
face in my hands. “I love you, Emerson,” I growled. “I love you so
fucking much, baby. I will love you until the day I die, Emerson.”
Her lips were trembling, but she gave me a smile. “Hell, I’m pretty
sure I’m going to love you beyond that.”

Her hands came
up to wrap around my wrists as
I held her face. “One day, you’re going to know just how much I love you, Ramsey.”

I smirked. “I know
you love me,” I countered. “I just know I don’t deserve it.”

Emerson smiled
through her tears. “But you
do,” she whispered. “I was always meant to be yours.”


Epilogue

And they lived happily ever after.

The kids, too.

 


The End.


Author’s Final Note

Thank you for everyone
who fell so in love with Facing the Enemy that an entire series was created. I’m not sure where
the inspiration for Facing the Enemy came from, but while writing
the story, I knew one thing for certain; I didn’t want the female
character to be weak or clueless. Emerson knew all the reasons she
was drawn to Ramsey, and she made no excuses for them. Neither
character hid their character flaws or denied that they could do
with some serious counseling. That being said…

 


There’s a fine line
between a strong, confident, dominating male…a strong, confident,
brave female…and an actual
abuser and victim.

 


Please know that my
intent when writing this book
was never to hurt, embarrass, confuse, or offend anyone. Because
both characters were so strong, I viewed the story as a serious
battle of the wills and not a story of realistic verbal, emotional,
and/or physical abuse. I tried to follow the same pattern with all
the books in the series. However, Ava’s tale turned darker than the
others, but I started to appreciate how she was more than just her
reputation in Battling the Enemy.

 


In Facing the Enemy, I
wanted to highlight how not
all of us are ignorant to the things that shape us growing up, and
our lives can change based on whether we embrace the parts of our
childhoods we’d rather forget, or if we own them and accept they
happened, making us who we are.

 


In Engaging the Enemy,
I wanted to highlight the actual definition of shame, and how we deal with it. Do we
feel shame because we’re really ashamed, or do we feel shame
because society tells us we should? It is actually possible for
someone to love us unconditionally even knowing everything about
us.

 


In Battling the Enemy, I wanted to highlight how a
quiet, introvert personality can still be strong and formidable.
Just because a person is quiet and chooses to keep to themselves,
does not mean they are weak. Sometimes, we just need that one
person who sees what no one else takes the time to see.

 


In Provoking the Enemy,
I wanted to highlight that people are too complex to have just one
basic personality. It is possible to get swept up in what people think about us, but we
are more than other people’s opinions. It’s our own self-opinion
that matters.

 


But as much as I loved
bringing to life Ramsey, Liam, Deke, and Ace, I have to put
emphasis on the heroines of the series, Emerson, Roselyn, Delaney, and Ava. They were all
strong enough to handle the men because that’s how they had
developed in my mind. However, I want to stress that, if you’re a
strong woman handling your strong man, well, kudos to you (fist
bump). But if you’re more on the sensitive side and your strong
man’s actions start feeling more like abuse instead of foreplay,
please, please, please analyze what you really feel and/or talk to
someone about it.

 


These books are purely
fiction, but the topics that happen in them are not. Emerson’s attempted rape scene happens in
real life, and she should have called the
police. Roselyn’s terrorism by her stepbrother happens in real
life, and she should have told her
mother. Delaney’s physical abuse and neglect from her parents
happens in real life, and she should have
reached out to a teacher or someone. And Ava’s sexual abuse happens
in real life, and as she got older, she should have gotten help for it when her mother failed her.

 


Again, thank you to
everyone who fell in love with this series, and I hope all of you came out a little bit
stronger at the end of it.

 


Much love, and always an
ear!
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The Vatican (Francisco Phoenix Benetti & Luca
Saveria Fiore)

 


The Eastwood Series
(In Order)

Samson (Samson & Mackenzie)

Ford (Ford & Amelia)

Raiden (Raiden & Charlie)

Duke (Duke & Willow)

Alistair (Alistair & Rory)

 


The Pieces Series
(In Order)

Our Broken Pieces (Mystic & Gage)

Our Cracked Pieces (Rowan & Lorcan)

Our Shattered Pieces (Molly & Grayson)

 


Standalone

Unintentional

Purgatory, Inc.

My Big, Huge Mistake

An Unexpected Life

The Heavier The Chains…

Real Shadows

You Again


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 a family 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:

 


Favorite my Smashwords Author Page:

https://www.smashwords.com/interview/MonClayton

Like my Facebook Author Page:

https://facebook.com/claytonbooks

Follow my Bookbub Author Page:

https://www.bookbub.com/profile/m-e-clayton

Follow my Goodreads Author Page:

https://www.goodreads.com/MEClayton

Visit my Website at:

https://meclayton2016.wixsite.com/mysite
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