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ABOUT TAKEN
A  date with a cute guy turns into my worst nightmare. Taken and imprisoned, I become a captive.
Easton Bay, a dangerous billionaire, is supposed to be my enemy, but he risks everything to protect me. He is my beacon of light in this place of darkness.
What happens when his protection is no longer enough?
This is the prologue to the full-length novel, House of York.



PART I



PROLOGUE - EASTON
They are not supposed to be here. They are innocent and polite and sweet. Some of them may even be kind.
They think that they are here of their own free will.
They think that it’s a game.
They think that everything is going to be okay.
I know the truth.
They are not here by accident. They were all carefully chosen.
Selected.
Identified.
Vetted.
Some are here because they are gorgeous, others because they will be good at bearing children. A few are lost souls who no one will ever look for.
But some, well, they are here because of their ability to fight.
Propensity to fight.
Willingness to fight.
Not everyone wants a fighter. Not everyone wants someone to resist their every move.
But some of them do. And these are the ones who will pay the most. And to find a girl who is both beautiful and a fighter? Well, that’s everything, isn’t it?
Of course, there will be the ones who fail. Most will fail at least once, but some will fail for good.
We call this game a competition to keep them pacified. Calm. Quiet.
But they had all lost their freedom a long time before they ever stepped foot on the island of York.
All but one will lose their lives.





EVERLY
DEGREES OF FREEDOM
F reedom is difficult to describe when you have it.
You go through life bogged down by life’s little problems. You go to work at a job you don’t particularly like.
You get paid way too little.
Thirty-four thousand dollars a year.
Your rent and monthly expenses are way too high.
Fifteen-hundred in rent and another three-hundred in student loan payments plus utilities. Of course, there’s the myriad of other little but not inconsequential expenses.
The occasional lunch out.
Happy hour.
A movie once in a while.
Is this what it means to be an adult? I guess so.
After I graduated with my undergraduate degree in Psychology, I decided to work for a few years to save some money before going on to graduate school for my doctorate.
Of course, I wanted to work in the field. The only problem was that the only job I was qualified to do with just a bachelor’s degree was to answer phones at a marriage therapist’s office.
I scheduled appointments and dealt with the insurance companies. The job wasn’t anything I ever wanted to do and I hated it.
I would sit in the freezer of an office with the zipper of my dress pants digging into my stomach, and I would feel sorry for myself. College was hard, but it was nothing in comparison to the grind of everyday life. School was broken up into semesters, and semesters into weeks, and weeks into classes and assignments. Even if a class was unbearable, as some requirements were, at least I knew when it would come to an end.
I can still remember the contempt that I felt for my job and my life, in general. Days became weeks and then months and years and everything in my life stayed the same. Clients called. Appointments were scheduled. Lunch was eaten. Money was made. Bills were paid.
But looking back now, trapped in this God-forsaken place, I would give anything to be there again.
To have that kind of freedom again.
“Number 19,” a loud deep voice is piped in on the loud speaker. “It’s your turn.”
My heart sinks and I take a deep breath.
“I don’t have all day,” she says loudly.
I know what to do and I do it quickly. I pull off my tank top and take off my pajama bottoms. When the door opens, I’m completely nude. She looks me up and down.
I’m used to their glares. I don’t know her name, I know her simply as C. There are twenty-six guards here. All called by different letters of the alphabet.
“Let’s go,” she says, leading me to the end of the hallway.
The ground is cold and wet under my bare feet. I’m ushered into a large shower room. Five others are there as well. We exchange knowing glances, but none of us dare to say a word.
We have exactly two minutes to wash our hair and bodies. After that, the water turns off automatically and the guards throw us a small hand towel to dry ourselves.
It wasn’t that long ago when I worked at an office all day hating my job.
It wasn’t that long ago that I thought that I didn’t have any freedom.
Now, I know better.
Now, I know what real imprisonment is like.
Now, I know that the life that I hated so much before is one that I would do anything to get back to now.
After drying myself off, C leads me back to my cell. The walk back is even colder than before, but I appreciate being given the opportunity to clean myself.
“E will be in shortly,” C says. “It’s your turn to be shown.”
My throat clenches up in fear.
To. Be. Shown.
What does that mean?





EVERLY
WHEN SHE GETS ME READY…
Being shown.
I’ve heard whispers about this, but none of the prisoners really know what’s going to happen. The guards? They know. Of course, they know, but they aren’t talking.
When C leaves, I put my pajamas back on and sit down on the bed. I wrap my hands around my knees, resting my head on top.
I wait.
A few minutes later, E comes in. Her hair is cut short, blunt at the edges, right by her chin. Her eyes are severe, without an inkling of compassion. Her skin is pale. Her bright red lips stand in stark contrast to the gray monotone uniform that all the guards down here wear.
Besides the bright red lips, she is not wearing a smudge of any other makeup.
She lays a garment bag and a big black makeup box on my bed.
“Strip,” she says, sternly.
I do as she says. I know better than to resist. Once I’m completely nude, she looks me up and down. She brings her hand to my chest and bounces my left breast up and down, examining it for…something. I don’t know what.
“Lie down on your back and open your legs.”
I want to punch her. Kick her. Smash her in the face. But I remember what happened. Besides, I can’t escape. The door locks automatically, and the only way out is through her fingerprints. Even if I could get out into the hallway, I wouldn’t know where to go. And I can’t very well drag a body with me to open the other doors.
I lie down on the bed as she says. I spread my legs.
She leans over me and again examines me.
“Stay just like that,” she says and brings over her toolbox. My heart jumps into my throat, anticipating what she is about to do to me.
But I calm down a bit when I see her pull out a waxing kit. She warms the wax and carefully applies it to me using a wooden applicator stick.
A moment later, she puts on a strip of cloth and rips out my hair by the roots.
“Ouch!” I moan from the pain.
“Be quiet,” she dismisses me.
The next strip she applies, I bite my tongue and keep quiet.
I’ve only been waxed once before and I ran out of there before the woman could finish. It was just too painful. But today, I don’t have a choice.
She applies the hot strips and peels them off with expert precision. A few minutes later, I’m completely bald on top.
“Get on your knees.”
“Why?”
“Do it.”
I flip over.
“Stick your butt in the air and spread your legs.”
I take a deep breath as she applies the hot wax to one of my ass cheeks. When she pulls the strip off, I can’t help but yell out.
“Be quiet.”
Trying to stay quiet as she finishes, I bury my face in the blanket and muffle my cries.
“Flip over.”
“Is it over?”
She pushes me back to my back.
Then she spreads me wide open, exposing every last bit of me.
“Does it look like it’s over?” she asks, pointing to the little hairs.
“You’re taking all the hair?”
“Every last strand.”
As soon as she wipes the hot wax inside of me, I realize that this is going to hurt way worse than any of the strips before. I grab onto the blankets with my hands and hold my breath.
“You’re done. Get dressed, you big baby,” E says. “Wait, before you do, lift up your arms.”
I do as she says. She examines my armpits and then runs her eyes down my body, looking for stray hairs.
“Here,” she says, handing me a razor and a bottle of liquid soap. “Go shave yourself.”
I walk over to the small sink in the corner of my cell and do as she says. I run my hands down my legs and ask for permission to shave them. She nods. When I’m done, I let her examine me again. Finally, she gives me a nod of approval.
   
AFTER WASHING and drying her hands, she opens her makeup box. The box is so large that it has wheels like a suitcase. She gets out a big spotlight and shines it in my face. There is no mirror here, so I cannot see what she is doing as she starts to apply foundation to my face. All I see are the tools. Foundation brush. Concealer brush. Eyeshadow primer. Eyeshadow brush. Highlighter. After a few minutes, I lose track of everything that she’s doing.
“So…how did you get this job?” I ask. Partly out of curiosity and partly out of boredom.
I haven’t talked to anyone in days and life gets tedious that way.
But E ignores me.
“You’re just not going to answer me?” I ask. She gives me a little shrug. Progress.
“Are you not allowed to talk?” I ask.
“Of course, I am,” she says. Apparently, I have insulted her.
“So, why don’t you answer me?”
She shrugs again.
“I applied for it.”
“You applied for it?”
“Did I stutter?” she asks.
Now, it’s my turn to shrug.
“So…you don’t live here?” I ask.
I don’t really know where here is, but I hope that she can help me figure it out.
“I just work here. I live on the mainland.”
Wow. There’s that word.
Mainland.
How long have I been here? I’m not sure exactly. But in all that time, I didn’t realize that we were on an island.
Do you know what happens here? I want to ask. Do you know that we are all prisoners? You must. Of course, you do.
I want to ask, but I don’t know who I’m talking to. She’s a stranger. And just because she’s a woman, doesn’t mean that she is necessarily on my side. She is an employee, after all.
So, I decide to ask something else instead.
“So, what does E stand for?”
“It’s just a letter.”
“You don’t have a regular name?”
“Not here.”
“Why?”
“No one here has names. Privacy reasons.”
I look straight into her eyes. Is she trying to tell me something? Reach out? Or is she just stating the facts?
“My name is Everly,” I say. I need to make a connection, any way I can.
“No.” E shakes her head. “Your name is Number 19. And you will never mention Everly again, if you know what’s good for you.”
It sounds like a threat, but it’s not. More like sound advice from someone who has a little sympathy for me. At least, I hope so.
If she won’t tell me anything about herself or this place, then maybe she will tell me something about what is about to happen.
“Why are you here?” I ask. “Why are you doing my makeup? Dressing me up?”
“Because that’s my job.”
“But what’s it for?”
“You are going to be shown.”
“What does that mean?”
“There will be a competition. A contest with judges. Only, it won’t look like a contest. Everyone will want to be there. It’s a privilege just to be chosen. You will all live in a big house together. Play. Have fun. But every few days, someone will leave.”
The way she says the word ‘leave’ sends shivers through my body.
“What do you mean by leave?”
“There will only be one winner. And the winner will get to leave with her life.”
“And…go home?”
“No.” E shakes her head. “You will never go home. You will be his.”
“Whose?”
“I’ve already said too much.”
“That doesn’t exactly sound like a contest you’d want to win,” I say after a moment.
“It’s not. But it’s better than the alternative.”



PART II
BEFORE YORK







EVERLY
WHEN LIFE DRAGGED ON…
It’s almost lunchtime. I keep glancing at the clock in the waiting room. For a few moments, I blank out and watch the little hand make its way around the face of the clock.
Is this what my life is coming to?
I’m twenty-five and feel utterly lost. Scrolling through Facebook and Instagram, I look at the pictures that my friends from college are posting.
One is traveling around Scandinavia.
Another got married in Scotland.
Two more are backpacking through Australia.
Three girls who lived on my floor junior year are planning their weddings and posting a zillion updates about their great new lives.
Of course, there are those who are working as well. But even they seem happier than I am. Here they are living it up at a club in New York. Having brunch in Miami. Sailing around Nantucket.
What do I have to post and share?
Here I am at my desk, counting down the minutes until I get out of this ice-cold office and go out to lunch.
I know that I should bring a brown bag and eat in the break area like Phillis, but I just need to get out of this place.
I can only take the fluorescent lights and answering calls with a friendly, “Dr. Morris’ office. How may I help you?” for so long.
Finally, the clock strikes noon and I don’t hesitate for a moment. I already have everything I need ready. I grab my purse and dash out.
If Dr. Morris would have it her way, I’d stay on and answer calls all eight hours a day. But her business partner, the office’s legal counsel, insisted that even the receptionist has to have time off for lunch.
As soon as I get outside, the stiffness of the humidity is like a punch to the throat. Most people in Philadelphia wait all year for summer and then spend these precious three months complaining about the heat.
Not me.
I love it.
The heat engulfs me like a warm soft blanket, putting me immediately at ease. I take off my sweater and enjoy the sunshine on my bare arms.
The only good thing about my job is the location.
Smack in the middle of Rittenhouse Square.
It’s a beautiful historic park in the middle of old Philadelphia, surrounded on all sides by tall expensive apartment buildings and a bunch of little boutiques, cafes, and cool shops on the ground level.
Having grown up in the bland suburbs, with cookie cutter malls and chain restaurants, I relish in the city life that is my life now.
But of course, it’s not without its drawbacks.
For one, I can’t afford to live really close to Rittenhouse Square, or anywhere particularly nice in central Philly, because I don’t even get paid thirty-five thousand dollars a year.
But since I do live in the city, my rent is high in comparison to say a nice new condo that I could get further away.
I graduated from Middlebury, an exclusive liberal arts college in the middle of New England. Vermont, to be precise. Most of my friends were from wealthy families from all around the Northeast so after graduation many of them moved to New York City.
Unlike them, I took out a lot of student loans to pay for my private education. The only job offer I got that was anywhere in my intended field was at Dr. Morris’ office in Philadelphia. So, I moved to Philly. It’s significantly cheaper here than in New York, but by no means is it at all affordable.
I duck into my favorite coffee shop, down one of the cobblestone alleyways around the Square. The barista has spiked hair and tattoos lining her arms. She is also very good at making all different types of coffee.
Today, I opt for just an iced latte.
“Are you okay?” she asks.
For a second, I’m tempted to lie.
I could just say that I’m tired.
Fake a smile.
“Actually, no, not really. My job is really bringing me down.”
“Why? What’s going on?”
“Well, it’s not really what I thought it would be. I mean, I know that I’m not qualified to do much with just a BA, but answering phones is just…eh. I don’t know. Maybe I’m just having a bad day.”
“I’m sorry about that.”
“I don’t want to bother you. Thanks for asking.”
I grab a seat on the big plush orange couch by the window and try to put it out of my mind.
On one hand, I’m lucky to have a job at all. Lots of graduates nowadays are still looking for work with no luck. But I still can’t help but hate what I do.
“Here’s a muffin.” The barista comes over. “I thought it would give you a pick me up. It’s on the house.”
“Oh, wow.” I look up at her. “Thank you.”
I appreciate her compassion, but I want to resist eating the muffin.
I didn’t bring anything for lunch on purpose.
Today, I need to skip it. It’s my punishment for eating two bags of potato chips at ten this morning after dealing with a particularly annoying married couple who kept insisting that their insurance company was supposed to cover their visit.
In addition to hating my job, I also hate the way I look. I tend to put on weight easily so eating healthy is something that’s a necessity for me.
For a long time now, I’ve avoided looking at myself in the mirror. You know, really looking. Finally, a month ago, I gathered enough strength to step on the scale. That’s when I discovered that I’d gained thirty-three pounds since graduation. Time passes a lot faster at work when I spend my days munching on snacks and candy.
Soon after, I decided to start a low-carb diet. Carbohydrates are my weakness and I definitely have mood swings in the afternoons if I don’t have a generous dose of something sweet.
I’ve had good luck with this type of diet in the past when I only had to lose five pounds for a college formal, but this time, I’m going to have to go all out.
This time, I’m going to really commit.
At least that’s what I said to myself two weeks ago.
The only problem was the execution.
I would start each day with the greatest of intentions, but one annoying client or a short comment from Dr. Morris, would send me to the vending machine for some relief.
Not surprisingly, I hadn’t lost a single pound. In fact, I gained two.
I stare at the muffin and take another sip of my iced latte.
I’m going to be strong.
I’m not going to have this muffin.
What if I just have a taste? It would be rude not to.
I break off a little crumb and toss it into my mouth. The explosion of sugar awakens my taste buds. My mouth starts to salivate.
Whatever strength I had to resist only a moment ago, all but vanishes.
I eat half a muffin in no time flat.
Another minute later, the whole muffin is gone and I feel even crappier than I did before.
Shit.
Why the hell did you do that?
How can you be so weak?
I beat myself up over and over again.
Then I feel guilty for doing that.
Everyone says that you’re supposed to love your body. You’re supposed to appreciate it no matter what its size.
But what if you can’t?
What if I don’t want to be this weight?
What if I don’t feel my normal self at this weight?
How can I force myself to love myself?
One thing’s for sure.
What’s done is done and I have to find a way to forgive myself for eating that damn thing.
“Hey there.” A male voice startles me. “You mind if I sit here with you?”





EVERLY
WHEN HE ASKS ME OUT…
He stands next to me and waits for my answer. I give him a brief nod and he sits down on the other end of the couch. Plopping his bag next to him, he pulls out his laptop.
“Man, it’s a scorcher outside, isn’t it?” he says.
I shrug. “I guess. But I don’t mind it.”
“You don't?” He raises his eyebrows at me. I smile.
His perfectly messy sandy blonde hair falls into his eyes in that sexy way. His bright blue eyes twinkle as he smiles.
“I actually like the heat. I get cold a lot.”
“Oh, that explains that winter sweater there.” He laughs and his whole face lights up.
I shrug. “I work in an icicle of an office.”
“Sorry to hear that,” he says and plugs his laptop into the nearest outlet. “Oh, where are my manners? I’m Jamie.”
“Hi, I’m Everly.” I shake his hand.
“Everly. That’s such a beautiful name.”
“Thanks. It’s a bit unusual though,” I say shyly.
I’ve always felt a bit uneasy about my name. It’s actually going up the charts as a popular girl’s name for babies now, but when I was growing up, I was the only one who had it.
In a small conformist community like the one where I grew up, it wasn’t good to have anything that set you apart from the rest. It was hard to fit into a sea of Ashleys and Jessicas with a name like Everly.
“Well, I love it,” he says with a coy smile. I can’t help but smile back. There’s something infectious about his attitude. It just puts me into a better mood.
Even though I try to put him off, we end up talking for a while. I find out that he’s from a small town in New Hampshire and moved to Philly to live and take care of his grandmother. He’s taking classes at Temple and is trying to be a poet.
“A poet, huh?” I ask. He nods.
“Let me guess,” he says, nodding. “Your first thought is how the hell am I going to make money doing that?”
I shrug. “Actually, no. My first thought is that you must be some kind of a romantic.”
“Well, I am. I love Robert Browning and Emily Dickinson. Shakespeare. Maya Angelou, of course. Dorothy Parker.”
Those names bring memories of the two English courses that I took in college, which I thoroughly enjoyed.
I raise my eyebrows.
“What? You don’t approve?”
“No, I’m just surprised,” I say. “Not many guys like to read fiction, let alone poetry; let alone poetry by women.”
“Oh, well, they’re fucking missing out then,” Jamie announces proudly.
“So, are you taking poetry classes at Temple?” I ask. He nods. I’ve had my own aspirations to write something one day, but those dreams have been squashed by the drudgery of my daily life. I want to tell him this, but I don’t trust him yet.
“I love poetry, but I want to be a realist. So, I’m taking classes on short story writing as well.”
“Oh, you mean as like a backup career? In case, being a poet doesn’t work out?” I joke.
“Now, there’s a smile!” Jamie announces. I can’t help but blush. His confidence is disarming.
I look away shyly.
“Sorry, I didn’t mean to embarrass you. You just have a beautiful smile.”
I shake my head.
“What? What’s wrong?”
“Nothing,” I mumble. “I’m just not used to having anyone pay me so many compliments.”
“Well, get used to it,” he says, getting up. “I’m going to get something to drink. You want anything?”
“Another iced latte would be great.”
As I watch him head toward the counter, I tell myself to stay calm. But thoughts just keep swirling around in my head.
What the hell are you doing, Everly?
You are over guys, remember? No more dating. At least, not for a while.
I’m very well aware of the promises that I’ve made myself. It had been six months since I got out of my last relationship and, after everything that he put me through, I needed a break. A good long break. I’d sworn off guys for good.
But looking at Jamie’s perfectly toned ass and wide shoulders as well as his infectious personality and sweet smile, I couldn’t help but notice all the ways in which he was different from Damien.
For one thing, Damien thought that all literature was a joke.
What’s the point of reading novels? It’s all made up. He used to say.
When I tried to explain that the point of reading books is to put yourself into another person’s experience, he would just laugh and say, what’s the fucking point?
For some reason, he not only didn’t like reading fiction, and romance in particular, but it actually irked him on some other level. He would go out of his way to put me down for reading the types of books that I liked to read.
My favorite books are the ones written by indie romance authors. You know, the ones that do it all on their own. They write the stories they want to write, they publish them, they market them.
They are the types of authors you can just reach out to on Facebook and tell them how much you loved their books and they will actually write you back. They are basically women just like me.
Well, maybe not exactly like me. They are the ones who actually have the initiative to write down the stories that swirl around in their heads.
It’s embarrassing to even think about it now, but I dated Damien for close to a year. Our relationship was good, and healthy, for maybe three months, and the last nine were just a slow descent into anger and resentment.
He never supported me in anything I wanted to do. If I even had an idea for something that I would want to try to make, like baking a cake from scratch and decorating it, he would make fun of it.
Why do you want to waste your time doing that? He'd say. You can just buy one at the store.
It’s not going to work out, you’ll see. It will be a waste of an afternoon.
Frankly, I don’t know why I let myself stay in that toxic relationship for that long. Talk about a waste of time.
So, after one particularly brutal and ugly fight that lasted well into the night but luckily stopped short of violence, I’d called it quits. I’d gathered everything I had in his apartment and left. This time, for good. On the way home, I’d sworn off men. Not all of them are like him, of course, but I knew that I needed to take the time to myself to figure out how to avoid this kind of a relationship in the future.
“Here, you go.” Jamie comes back.
Our fingers meet as he hands me my drink, sending a shock of electricity through me.
“Thank you,” I say.
We drink in silence for a moment. Oddly, comfortable silence. I’ve just met him and yet, I feel very much at ease. Calm. Like I’ve known him for a long time.
“Can I ask you something?”
“Sure.”
“Do you have any plans Friday night?”
I look straight at him. Deep into his eyes. Is this a game? Or is he genuinely interested?
“No,” I finally say.
“Good, because I’d like to take you out.”
I take another sip without saying anything.
“Will you go out with me, Everly?”
“Yes.”





EVERLY
WHEN WE GO ON A DATE…
The decision to go out with Jamie was a split second one. But sitting here across from him in a dimly lit French restaurant, I know that it was the right one.
Sometimes, you just have to throw away your rules and take a chance on someone.
As we talk, our conversation flows naturally. I ask him about his life growing up and he asks me about mine. We get each other’s references and we find out that we both love the same shows and movies.
“So, what do your parents think about you wanting to be a poet?” I ask, tapping the top of my crème brûlée. It makes a crackling sound as it bursts in two and the goodness inside oozes out.
I’ve decided to make this a no-guilt dinner.
There’s no way I could say no to any of the delicious food on the menu, let alone the desserts.
The only thing I can do is not feel guilty about it afterward.
“Eh, they aren’t pleased,” he says with a shrug. “As you can imagine. They don’t know anything about poetry and don’t really care. My mom’s a nurse and my dad’s an engineer. They are very science-oriented people. Results-oriented. If you know what I mean.”
“I do.” I nod. “Unfortunately, I do.”
I tell him that my parents were also somewhat perplexed by my decision to go to Middlebury. They didn’t care that it’s one of the top five liberal arts colleges in the United States. To them, Penn State was just fine.
“They just couldn’t understand why I would want to take out loans to pay for ‘some prissy little school’ and get a useless Bachelor of Arts degree.’”
“Isn’t it disappointing when your parents don’t support you?”
I nod. Actually, it is. I haven’t really thought of it that way before, but now that he just came out with it, that is the right word for it.
I used to write it off and rationalize their position as something that they simply didn’t understand, but now I think that it’s something that they just didn’t want to understand.
“I think to them, Middlebury and Oberlin and other liberal arts schools like that are just for debutantes and people from high social classes. Not something that someone like me should have bothered with,” I say.
“What do they do?” he asks.
“They are both insurance adjusters,” I say. “They used to lecture me about how I would never fit in with those girls no matter what I did. They have rich families and will marry rich men.”
One time, I made the mistake of asking them why they thought so little of me, maybe I would marry a rich man, too. The joke backfired. It resulted in a number of talks with my mother about the importance of marrying for love rather than money. But when I asked her why I couldn’t choose my career based on love rather than money, her only answer was that you need security. Love doesn’t pay the bills. Unless you marry a rich man, I joked, unable to resist. And a new loop in the conversation began.
“I think they just wanted me to know for sure that they would not be supporting me after I graduated,” I conclude.
“I’m sorry,” Jamie says, tilting his head.
“No, it’s fine. I don’t expect them to. Not at all. That’s why I’m working now. I just wish that they were a little bit more supportive of where I went to school and what I majored in because it was important to me.”
I take another bite of my dessert.
“So, you really want to get your PhD then?” he asks.
I shrug.
“Isn’t that what you said?”
“I don’t really know.”
Those words hang in the air between us. It’s the first time I’ve ever admitted that to myself, let alone to someone else. For two years, I have been telling everyone that all I wanted to do was save up some money, get some experience in the field, and start graduate school.
But now? Well, I’m not so sure anymore.
“The thing is, that I really don’t like my job,” I say.
“You’re just a receptionist. I’m sure that it would be totally different to be a licensed psychologist. Therapist.”
“Yeah, maybe.” I shrug. “Except that I know what it means now, and I’m not sure if I can handle it."
“Really?”
“Well, the thing is, I know exactly what Dr. Morris does. I have sat in on a few sessions to take notes. It’s hard. People come with all of their problems and issues. At first, it was interesting. You sort of get this inside glimpse into who people are behind the mask they wear in the outside world. But after a while, it’s…tedious. Tiring. Exhausting, really.”
“That sucks,” Jamie says.
I shrug again. “I have no idea why I'm telling you this. This is the first time that I’ve even really had the courage to say any of this out loud.”
“Well, that’s what I’m here for,” Jamie says, putting his hand on mine.
Shivers run through my body.
A jolt of electricity.
“So, if you don’t pursue your studies further, what is it that you do want to do?” he asks.
I think about this for a second. I want to say something sensible. Realistic. But he just makes me feel so at ease. So comfortable and unafraid.
“I want to be a writer.”
His eyes light up.
His excitement gives me a bit of a jolt. I’ve never said these words out loud, and I have no idea why I have this ache to tell him.
“At least, I want to write a story,” I say, trying to diminish the gravity of what I had just said.
“Don’t underestimate yourself, Everly. You should. If that is what you really want to do, don’t let anything or anybody stop you.”
I cower a little. How can he just believe in me like this?
“You really think I can do it? You don’t even know me.”
Jamie leans back in his seat a little.
Then he looks me up and down.
“I think you can because you want to. If it’s something that you have thought about even a little bit, if it’s something that you are passionate enough about, if you love words and language and reading, then I know you can write. It may take you a bit to find your voice. To find out exactly what kind of stories you want to write, but I know you can do it. And more importantly, you should.”
I smile and take his hand. I didn’t realize it until this very moment how much I needed to hear that.
   
AT THE END of our date, Jamie walks me home. We talk and laugh all ten blocks back, with our hands intertwined.
Right when we turn onto my block, he swings me around and gives me a big kiss. His lips are soft and delicious and I can’t help but kiss him back.
“Are you for real, Ms. Everly March?” he whispers in my ear, wrapping his strong arm around my shoulder. “Because I’m not sure you are.”
Those words send shivers down my spine. I smile and press my lips onto his again.
When we get to my door, I ask him inside.
I love the way he looks at me and I love the way he wants me.
I want him.
And not just because I haven’t had sex in a long time.
“I’d love to,” he says, giving me another kiss. “But I can’t.”
“Oh…why?” I ask, caught a little off guard.
“I have to get back home to my grandma. I couldn’t stay for longer than twenty minutes and I want this to take a lot longer than twenty minutes.”
Another shock of electricity rushes through me.
“Really?” I ask, nearly melting in his arms.
“Yes, really,” he whispers. “So, how about tomorrow?”
“You want to come over tomorrow?”
“Yes, I’d love to. But first, I’d like to take you as my date to this party at the Oakmont.”
The Oakmont Hotel is one of the oldest and most expensive hotels in the city. The cheapest room there goes for about a grand a night.
“Who do you know that is throwing a party there?” I ask.
“Hey, I may be a poor poet, but I know a lot of fancy people,” Jamie says, giving me another peck on the lips. “So, will you come?”
I shrug.
“Yes, of course.”
“I’ll pick you up at seven. Wear something nice,” he says, pulling away from me and giving me a kiss on my hand.
A true gentleman.





EVERLY
WHEN HE TAKES ME TO THE OAKMONT…
A  party at the Oakmont. With a man who is quickly sweeping me off my feet. This isn’t real, is it?
Tomorrow, the day of the party, can’t come soon enough. I spend the morning shopping, but end up settling on a black cocktail dress I have hanging in my closet. It hides all of my imperfections and actually makes me feel pretty. I bought it only a few months ago, and I’d worn it about ten times already.
When Jamie picks me up, he looks even more dashing than I remember. Big kind eyes. Shiny hair. He wraps his arms around me and gives me a kiss on the cheek.
Shivers run down my spine.
There are people out there who can tell you every detail about their date with their spouse. Those people used to make me sick to my stomach. But now…now, I’m wondering if this is the moment that we will be telling our grandchildren about in forty years.
“You are breathtaking,” Jamie says. I smile. It’s nice to date a poet. That’s not a sentence that’s likely to escape the lips of any regular guy out there.
“You look great, too,” I mumble. So much less eloquent. I know.
But I’m the girl. I’m not supposed to be the one making the compliments.
We arrive at the Oakmont ten minutes later. Jamie valets the car and escorts me inside.
I’ve heard of this hotel, but I’ve never been inside. It’s old and historic, but it has been modernized with plenty of glass and elegant contemporary fixtures. Glass tables. Marble floors. A small waterfall bursts into a river, which snakes its way through the lobby.
“Wow, this place is beautiful,” I whisper as we head toward the reception rooms.
As Jamie holds the door for me, I suddenly feel out of sorts. Every woman I see is dressed in a long flowing gown. My above-the-knee cocktail dress is suddenly in desperate need of pizzazz.
“Why didn’t you tell me that this was a formal event?” I ask.
“I didn’t know. I thought it was a cocktail party.”
I glare at him.
It’s not a big deal for him because men’s attire is a bit of a mixed bag. Some are wearing tuxedos while others are wearing just nice pairs of pants and matching jackets.
“So, what kind of party is this?” I ask as we get in line for drinks at the bar.
“A charity event to raise money for clean water in Africa,” he says, putting his hand around my waist. “I’m sorry again about the dress code. I had no idea that people were going to be this formal.”
I shrug, unwilling to let him off that easy. He wraps his arm around me tighter and gives me a kiss on my neck.
“Will you forgive me?” he whispers.
I smile, unable to resist him any longer.
“I guess so,” I finally cave.
After we get our drinks, Jamie excuses himself to use the bathroom and I make my way around the room. I have never been one to be good at starting conversations with strangers, but I guess this is as good a time as any to give it a try. My martini gives me just enough liquid courage to turn to the drop dead gorgeous girl next to me.
“I love your dress,” I say before I even give it a good look.
What else is there to say to a complete stranger besides offering her a compliment?
“Thank you. I love your dress, too,” she says methodically.
“So…it’s terrible about the lack of access to clean water in some parts of the world,” I say.
I feel the awkwardness in my voice, but I keep going. Luckily, she doesn’t seem to notice.
“Yes, it is.” She nods and sways her hips.
Her black floor-length gown shimmers with each breath. For a moment, I’m mesmerized by how all the beads move in waves around her body.
“I’m glad that the Bay Foundation is hosting this gala. They do so much good in the world. Oh, I’m Cassandra by the way.”
“Everly,” I say, shaking her hand.
“So….is there going to be some sort of auction or something at the end?” I ask. “I’m sorry, but this is my first time at an event like this.”
“Well, it’s actually a silent auction,” Cassandra says. “You see those tables all around the walls. If you want any of those things, you just write down the amount you’re willing to give and it will go to the highest bidder.”
“Oh, wow, that’s great,” I say.
One of Cassandra’s friends pulls her away for some dress-related emergency and I make my way to one of the closest tables.
The first item I spot is titled “Your own Learjet to use for a weekend.” In the photo on the table, I find a dapper looking gentleman in his late sixties, presumably the owner, standing proudly in front of the sparkling private plane.
My mouth falls open. This auction is no joke. Right next to the jet, there’s a brochure of a two-night stay at a five-star hotel in Dubai. Estimated value: $20,000. One table over, there’s a seven-day cruise around Indonesia.
I stare at the offerings, dumbfounded.
This is the kind of world that I only read about in books. Are the owners of these things even real?
My thoughts go back to Jamie. How the hell did he get an invitation to this party? Is he wealthier than he is letting on? My eyes search the room for him, but in the sea of black, I don’t see him.
“Hello, there,” someone says with a voice as smooth as molten chocolate. “Considering bidding on that yachting weekend in Newport?”
I turn around. The man standing before me is flawless.
Dark hair.
Strong jaw.
The nose of a Roman emperor.
Luscious lips.
Almond-shaped green eyes and long eyelashes.
“Yes, that’s right,” I say with a coy smile. In moments of intense pressure, my sarcasm button becomes activated.
“The highest bid is probably around $100,000,” I say. “So, I’d have to work two and a half years at my current job and save every penny just to match it.”
I don’t know why I feel the need to tell him how much I make, but sometimes the words just come out of my mouth without my control. He winks at me, clearly amused.
“I’m Easton,” he says, extending his hand.





EVERLY
WHEN I MEET SOMEONE ELSE…
A s I shake Easton’s hand, Jamie re-appears. He wraps his arm firmly around my waist.
When I glance at him, I see the possessive expression on his face. His nostrils flare out. His eyebrows furrow.
He’s jealous.
I hate that this makes me excited. But the thing is, I like Jamie. And I sort of like the fact that he doesn’t want another hot guy coming around his girl. If I am, in fact, his girl. The jury is still out on that.
“Easton, this is my…friend…Jamie.” I make an introduction. The word, friend, gives me a moment of pause, but no better synonym springs to mind to describe our relationship.
“Actually, I’m her date,” Jamie corrects me. Well, except that one.
“I was just talking to Everly about the silent auctions here. What will you be bidding on?” Easton asks.
Jamie inhales deeply. He doesn’t have the money to bid on anything. Or does he?
“I think I’m going to go for this weekend trip to Paris,” Easton says, filling out the form next to the package.
“It’s supposed to be a silent auction,” Jamie says, pulling me closer to him. He’s holding me so tightly, my ribs start to throb. I wince in pain.
“Yes, of course. But I doubt that the foundation will be against a little competition. Especially, if that makes the bid go higher.”
Easton hands Jamie his pen.
“Go ahead, kid,” he says, crossing his arms across his chest.
“Don’t call me kid,” Jamie says, grabbing Easton’s pen.
“Jamie, you don’t have to do this,” I whisper in his ear.
“I know,” he says loudly.
I watch as he makes his way around the tables, evaluating each package.
I walk up to him again, taking his arm.
“Let’s just go,” I whisper.
“No.” Jamie pushes me away.
“You don't have the money to bid on any of this.”
“You don’t know anything about me,” Jamie snaps.
I take a step back.
He’s right. Of course, he’s right. We have been on one date together. What the hell do I know? Except that the only reason he’s doing any of this is to impress some guy he has known for exactly one minute. Or is it that he’s trying to impress me?
I have no idea. All I know is that I don’t want to stay for any of this.
“Where are you going?” Jamie grabs me just as I’m about to walk out of the ballroom. He startles me, and I almost drop my drink.
The martini sloshes out onto my hands.
“What the hell?”
“Why are you leaving?” Jamie asks. There’s a strange desperation in his voice. It makes me pause.
“I didn’t want to watch you bid on something you couldn’t afford just to impress some rich asshole,” I say.
“I wasn’t.”
I shrug. That’s a lie. I know that’s a lie.
“Listen, I don’t know what’s going on here, but I’m going home.”
“You can’t,” Jamie says with a pang of desperation. Should I take that as a compliment? The martini seems to have gone to my head.
“I mean…I’m sorry,” Jamie says. His voice softens quite a lot. Kindness emerges. He takes my hand in his. Gently.
“I’m sorry, I’m being so…weird,” he adds. “You’re right. That guy did get to me. His suit. His cuff links. His whole attitude and demeanor. He’s just this walking reminder of a life that I want, but will never have.”
Jamie’s honesty is disarming. I’ve never had a guy talk to me like that. Let alone, on a second date. Quite honestly, I have never met one who was capable of that degree of introspection.
“Let’s just get out of here,” I say quietly. His face falls.
“I’m not cutting our date short. I just don’t want to be in this room anymore.”
I squeeze his hand and wrap my fingers tightly around his and his eyes light up again.
“Okay,” he agrees after a moment. “But let’s have another drink first.”
I hesitate.
“It’s on the house. Please? The bartenders make mean cocktails.”
I want to resist. I do. But I cave.
Following him back to the bar, I let out a sigh of relief. Perhaps we can salvage this date after all. The truth is that I don’t know the first thing about him. I have no idea how to read his reactions or his triggers.
“What can I get you, miss?” the bartender asks.
“A mojito please.”
Jamie raises his eyebrows in surprise.
“Decided to pass on the vodka this time,” I say.
“So, you think rum will be a better choice?”
I shrug.
“It’s a summer drink. An island drink. Refreshing. Minty.”
“Hey, there’s no need to explain. I love a good mojito,” Jamie says. His hand settles at the small of my back. When I take a sip, I feel all the tension from the evening starting to dissipate.
We find a small secluded table in the far corner of the room.
“So, why did you invite me here?” I ask. He glares at me.
“No, I didn’t mean it that way,” I clarify. “I was just wondering why you were going to this event in the first place?”
“I thought it would be a nice place for a date. My professor had two tickets he couldn’t use so he gave them to me.”
I nod. We sit together for a while. We talk about everything and anything. His classes. My job. His writing. My desire to write. People mill all around us, laughing, tossing their hair, shaking hands. But here at our table, engulfed by darkness, we are slightly apart from the party taking place all around us.
As much as I want this moment to go on, all the alcohol that I have consumed catches up with me. I excuse myself and head to the bathroom. After completing my business, I emerge to find Easton standing outside.
“You need to leave,” he says, looking up from his phone.
“What?”
He repeats himself, getting closer to me. I can feel his breath on my lips. I try to move away from him, but when I take a step backward, my shoulders collide with the wall.
“You’re not safe.”
“What are you talking about?” I slither against the wall to get away from him.
“Something bad is going to happen.”
“You’re crazy,” I say, walking away from him.
“You have to believe me.”
“I don’t have to do anything,” I say, turning around. “And who do you think you are, anyway?”
“I’m trying to protect you.”
“From what, exactly?”
“Your date,” Easton says.





EVERLY
WHEN HE TRIES TO PROTECT ME…
His words crash into me like waves into a cliff. A pang of anger rushes up to the surface of my skin. Who does he think he is? I stare at him in disbelief. Why is he trying to ruin this for me?
“My date is a nice guy. That’s more than what I can say about you,” I insist.
He’s just trying to scare me, I say to myself. Get a rise out of me. Just ignore him. I should bite my tongue and get out of here, but my mouth gets the better of me.
“What the hell is your problem with Jamie, anyway? You just met him,” I say.
Easton hesitates. “I can’t tell you. But he’s one of them.”
“Who?”
“He’s going to hurt you.”
I shake my head. “You’re just fucking with me,” I say, walking away. But Easton grabs my hand.
“Don’t go back in there,” he hisses.
“Let me go!” I snap. “Or I’ll scream.”
If he’s just trying to freak me out, it’s working. I pause for a second before walking through the ornately-carved double doors. But can you blame me? There’s a lunatic standing here scaring the shit out of me. But what if he’s actually trying to protect me from something?
“Why are you doing this? Do you get some sort of high from this?”
“No, not at all,” Easton says.
His demeanor changes. The stark expression on his face softens. He blinks and his eyes get less intense.
“I don’t want to frighten you,” he says. “I just don’t know how much time you have. I can’t tell you much. I just need you to run. Run home, get inside, and lock the doors and do not open them for anyone.”
I shake my head. I don’t believe him. Is he taking me for a fool? Or am I making the biggest mistake of my life?
“Everly, please,” Easton pleads. “Please believe me.”
“But my purse is in there.”
“It doesn’t matter.”
“No, I need it to get home. How am I going to pay for a cab?”
“I’ll give you money,” Easton says, reaching for his wallet.
“Hey there!” someone says, putting his hand around my waist. It’s Jamie. I already know him by his touch.
“You again.” Jamie glares at Easton. Then he turns to me and gives me my purse. “Let’s get out of here.”
I take my purse and we head toward the exit.
When I turn around to look back at Easton, I see him mouth something to me.
What? I mouth back.
“Run! Run!” he whispers.
“What the hell is that guy’s problem?” Jamie asks when we get outside.
It would be a lie to say that the experience did not shake me up. Jamie tries to take my hand, but I push him away. I wrap my arms around myself and try to decide what to do. It’s not every day that some stranger comes up to you and says the things that Easton had said to me. So, the question is, why would he do that? Who is he? And why would he go out of his way to convince me that I’m in danger if, in fact, I’m not?
The truth is that I don’t actually know anything about Jamie. Maybe he is someone dangerous. Maybe I should stay away from him. But should I believe some stranger I just met over this guy who, by all accounts, is totally normal?
I know Easton even less than I know Jamie. Can I believe him?
“So, do you want to come over to my place?” Jamie asks.
I shrug. “Actually, I don’t feel very good. I think I’m going to go home.”
“What did Easton say to you?” Jamie demands. His eyes turn into little beads, sending shivers down my spine.
“Nothing,” I mumble.
“I don’t believe that.”
The little hairs on the back of my neck tell me to get away from him. But how? I have to appease him first. Make him believe me.
“Don’t get upset,” I say as sweetly as I can.
“So, why won’t you tell me what he said to you?”
I shrug. My mind goes blank. I need an answer.
“He was just coming on to me. That’s it,” I say, taking Jamie’s arm. I don’t want to touch him, but I force myself to. I want to make nice so he doesn’t follow me home.
“Okay, I’ll give you a ride.”
A taxi pulls up to the curb to wait for guests who might need one. I see my opportunity.
“Actually, I’m just going to take a cab,” I say and open the door and climb in. He tries to get in with me, but I stop him.
“Listen, I had a great time, but I really just want to go home,” I say. “I’m really tired. Besides, your car is here.”
“What the hell did that guy say to you?” Jamie asks. “You can’t believe him. He’s got it out for me.”
That’s the first thing that I’ve heard that actually starts to put the pieces of what happened tonight together. I put my index finger up to the cab driver to give me a second.
“Why?” I ask.
“Because…he knows me. I didn’t want to tell you this since I just met you. But I slept with his girlfriend. So, now he’s out there sabotaging my life.”
I glance up at Jamie, evaluating his facial expression. His eyebrows are raised. His eyes are wide open. He’s either a very good liar or he’s telling the truth.
“Okay,” I say, still undecided.
“Everly, you have to believe me.”
“I do,” I say. “But I’m still tired and I’d like to go home. I’ll call you tomorrow.”
I close the door to the cab. I have no idea if I will in fact call him tomorrow, but that’s not something that I have any intention of deciding tonight. I give the driver my address and lean back in the seat.
Suddenly, I start to feel sick to my stomach. My head starts to spin. I only had two drinks. It can’t be from the alcohol, can it? I roll down the window to get some air, but it doesn’t help. A moment later, everything turns to black.





EVERLY
WHEN I WAKE UP…
When I open my eyes, I’m confronted with the worst headache of my life.
A migraine? Perhaps.
I’ve never had one before. But my head is pounding so hard, I can barely open my eyes. I put my hand up to shield myself from the light streaming through the window.
Through my fingers, I look around the room. Vertical blinds. Beige walls. White wall-to-wall carpet. A large dresser with a mirror on the opposite side of the room. Two framed pictures of tulips in black and white hanging on the wall.
My eyes adjust a bit, but the headache doesn’t subside. I get off the large king-size bed and walk around the room. The carpet feels nice under my bare feet.
I open the dresser.
It’s filled with clothes. Each garment is folded nicely and put away. There are two doors leading from the room.
One is open and I take a step past it. It leads to a large walk-in closet, a spacious bathtub, and a walk-in shower.
On the opposite end of the bathroom are Jack and Jill sinks.
I glance at myself in the mirror.
Wow. What a mess.
I’m wearing the same clothes I wore that night. My prized cocktail dress is wrinkled. There’s a large tear down its side. My hair has crusty old hair spray in it, which makes it stick out in all directions. My makeup is smeared, giving me the eyes of a raccoon.
After washing my face, I open the drawers under the vanity. It’s stocked with everything I could ever need. All the basics are there and then some.
Toilet paper.
Makeup remover.
Shampoo.
Conditioner.
Body wash.
Face moisturizer. Body moisturizer. Hand moisturizer.
Ear cleaners.
A $200 hair dryer.
$150 hair straightener.
Dry shampoo.
Body spray.
Five different kinds of deodorant.
And a large case full of enough makeup to make any Sephora-addict jealous.
“What is this place?” I whisper.
Between the bedroom and the bathroom, there’s a walk-in closet about the size of my bedroom back home. Elegant wooden hangers house dresses, blouses, pants, and jeans. All in my size. Underneath the hanging clothes, I see an array of shoes for all occasions.
Flats.
High heels.
Boots.
Flip-flops.
Again, all are in my size and most are according to my taste.
Where the hell am I?
I run out of the closet and toward the other door. This is the way out. I need to leave this room if I want any answers.
I grab the doorknob. But it doesn’t turn. Not one bit.
It’s locked.
I knock on the door. Then I pound. Why the hell is it locked?
My breath quickens. My chest seizes up. How did I get myself locked away here?
I run over to the window and open the blinds.
Bright green foliage welcomes me from the other side. Lush ferns. Tall palm trees. Elegant pine trees. The sky is the color of the ocean. A few clouds are gathering somewhere in the distance.
Where is this? I press my face against the window for a better look. Then I try to open it.
It looks like a normal window, the kind that slides up, but after a closer examination, I see that it’s far from it.
It’s all a facade.
The knob at the top is nothing but a decoration. The window itself is made of thick impenetrable plexiglass.
I pound on the door again and yell for help. But it’s so thick, my cries just reverberate back into the room.
I start to feel sick to my stomach. Claustrophobia is setting in. I need to get out of here. On the other end of the room, there’s a small writing table and a chair. Without giving it any more thought, I grab the chair and throw it against the window. But instead of shattering it, it just bounces back at me, hitting me in the shoulder.
“Oh my God!” I fall to the floor and whimper.
What is this place? I ask myself over and over again. As my anger mixes with pity and sorrow, tears start to rush down my face.
   
I HAVE no sense of time here. There’s no clock and there’s no electronics. My only inkling of the fact that time passes at all is that my tears dry and my stomach starts to rumble. I quench some of my hunger with water from the sink. It soothes my dry mouth and clears my head for a moment. Sitting on the edge of the bed, I search my mind for answers.
The last thing I remember is saying goodbye to Jamie. I told him that I wanted to go home and I got into a cab. By myself. Right? Isn’t that what happened?
Yes, I decide. I remember that firmly. Then what happened in the cab? Oh, yes, of course, I started to feel sick. Nauseated. And then…nothing. That’s all. Then I woke up here.
So, does this mean that Easton was right? Is this what he was trying to warn me about?
If so, then why didn’t he just come out and tell me? Why did he have to be so cryptic about everything?
Or what if Easton was the perpetrator? What if this was nothing but a ruse to get me away from Jamie?
Hot tears continue to stream down my face. I don’t know what else to do but to climb into bed and under the covers. I do the only thing I can. Shut out the world in hopes of shutting off my mind.
   
“WAKE UP! WAKE UP!” A loud voice and louder knock startles me from my deep sleep.
Dazed, I stumble as I get out of bed and run toward the door. “Help! Help me!” I pound on the door.
“Get back,” the woman’s voice instructs. “Sit on the edge of the bed.”
Who is she to tell me what to do?
“I am,” I lie.
“I can see you, you stupid girl. Now, do as I say.”
See me! My heart sinks. I look around the room for cameras.
“You won’t see them,” she says. “But they’re everywhere. Trust me.”
I walk over to the bed and sit down.
A loud unlocking sound startles me. A moment later, the door with an old-fashioned knob, which I tried to open by turning, slides all the way to one side. As it disappears into the wall, I see that it’s about ten inches thick. No wonder I couldn’t open it and my yells for help just echoed around the room.
“Welcome to York.”
Ready for more? Find out what happens to Everly and Easton…One-Click HOUSE OF YORK Now!
   
THANK YOU FOR READING TAKEN! Find out what happens to Everly and Easton in HOUSE OF YORK now….
        
They think that it’s a game. They think that everything is going to be okay. But I know the truth: we have all lost our freedom long before we ever stepped foot in the House of York. All but one of us will lose our lives.
Kidnapped and imprisoned, I will do anything to escape. 
But the only way out is to win the heart of the dark, demanding and powerful man.
I take a deep breath.
It’s my turn to be shown. 
Can I win? Or will I lose my life along with my freedom?
One-Click HOUSE OF YORK Now!
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NATIONAL BESTSELLING SERIES
(ALL BOOKS AVAILABLE NOW!)
Decadent, delicious, & dangerously addictive!
- Amazon Review ★★★★★

        
I don’t belong here.
I’m in way over my head. But I have debts to pay.
They call my name. The spotlight is on. The auction starts.
Mr. Black is the highest bidder. He’s dark, rich, and powerful. He likes to play games.
The only rule is there are no rules.
But it’s just one night. What’s the worst that can happen?
1-Click BLACK EDGE Now!
   
BLACK EDGE SERIES READING ORDER
1. Black Edge
2. Black Rules
3. Black Bounds
4. Black Contract
5. Black Limit
   
        
We don’t belong together.
I should have never seen him again after our first night together. But I crave him.
I’m addicted to him. He is my dark pleasure.
Mr. Black is Aiden. Aiden is Mr. Black. Two sides of the same person.
Aiden is kind and sweet. Mr. Black is demanding and rule-oriented.
When he invites me back to his yacht, I can’t say no.
Another auction. Another bid.
I’m supposed to be his. But then everything goes wrong….
1-Click Black Rules Now!
   
        
I don’t belong with her.
Born into darkness, life made me a cynic incapable of love.
But then Ellie waltzed in. Innocent, optimistic, kind.
She’s the opposite of what I deserve.
I bought her, but she she stole my heart.
Now my business is going up in flames.
I have only one chance to make it right.
That’s where it happens…something I can never take back.
I don’t cheat on her. There’s no one else.
It’s worse than that. Much worse.
Can we survive this?
1-Click BLACK BOUNDS Now!
   
        
They can take everything from me, but they can’t take her.
Mr. Black is coming back. With a vengeance.
“I need you to sign a contract.”
“What kind of contract?”
“A contract that will make you mine.”
This time she’s going to do everything...
1-Click BLACK CONTRACT Now!
   
        
Is this the end of us?
I found a woman I can’t live without.
We’ve been through so much. We’ve had our set backs. But our love is stronger than ever.
We are survivors.
But when they take her from me at the altar, right before she is to become my wife, everything breaks.
I will do anything to free her. I will do anything to make her mine for good.
But is that enough? And what if it's not?
1-Click BLACK LIMIT Now!
   
Debt Series (can be read in any order)
        
I owe him a debt. A big one.
A dark and dangerous stranger paid for my mother’s cancer treatment, saving her life.
Now I owe him. But I can’t pay it back with money, not that I even have any.
He wants only one thing: Me.
His for one year.
Will I walk away in one piece?
1-Click DEBT Now!
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“CAPTIVATING!” - Crystal Jones, Amazon Review ★★★★★

"EXCITING, INTENSE, SENSUAL” - Rock, Amazon Reviewer ★★★★★

“SEXY, SECRETIVE, PULSATING CHEMISTRY…” - Mrs. K, Amazon Reviewer ★★★★★

“CHARLOTTE BYRD IS A BRILLIANT WRITER. I've read loads and I've laughed and cried. She writes a balanced book with brilliant characters. Well done!” -Amazon Review ★★★★★
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“HOT, STEAMY, AND A GREAT STORYLINE.” - Christine Reese ★★★★★
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“HOT, sexy, intriguing journey of Elli and Mr. Aiden Black. - Robin Langelier ★★★★★

“WOW. Just wow. Charlotte Byrd leaves me speechless and humble… It definitely kept me on the edge of my seat. Once you pick it up, you won't put it down.” - Amazon Review ★★★★★

“SEXY, STEAMY AND CAPTIVATING!” - Charmaine, Amazon Reviewer ★★★★★

“ INTRIGUE, lust, and great characters...what more could you ask for?!” - Dragonfly Lady ★★★★★

“AN AWESOME BOOK. Extremely entertaining, captivating and interesting sexy read. I could not put it down.” - Kim F, Amazon Reviewer ★★★★★

“JUST THE ABSOLUTE BEST STORY. Everything I like to read about and more. Such a great story I will read again and again. A keeper!!” - Wendy Ballard ★★★★★

“IT HAD the perfect amount of twists and turns. I instantaneously bonded with the heroine and of course Mr. Black. YUM. It's sexy, it's sassy, it's steamy. It's everything.” - Khardine Gray, Bestselling Romance Author  ★★★★★





ABOUT CHARLOTTE BYRD
C harlotte Byrd is the bestselling author of many contemporary romance novels. She lives in Southern California with her husband, son, and a crazy toy Australian Shepherd. She loves books, hot weather and crystal blue waters.
Write her here:
charlotte@charlotte-byrd.com
Check out her books here:
www.charlotte-byrd.com
Connect with her here:
www.facebook.com/charlottebyrdbooks
Instagram: @charlottebyrdbooks
Twitter: @ByrdAuthor
Facebook Group: Charlotte Byrd’s Steamy Reads
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