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    For my readers—both the wild ones just joining the chaos and the fierce souls who've been with me from the start.

Thank you for every page you've devoured, every late-night gasp, every message screaming "WHAT DID I JUST READ?" This story is yours as much as it is mine. Here's to obsession, power, and love that burns through the rules. I write for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "She didn't fall into our world. We pulled her in. And now that she's here—marked, unraveled, and claimed—there's no turning back. Not for her. Not for us."

— A Deal with the Devil

      

    


Dear Readers,
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I WANT TO TAKE A MOMENT to express my deepest gratitude to each of you for picking up this book and immersing yourself in its world. Your support, encouragement, and love for my stories mean more to me than words can convey. Whether you've been a loyal reader since the beginning or are discovering my work for the first time, I’m truly honored to share this journey with you.

If you enjoyed this book, I would greatly appreciate it if you could leave an honest review on the platform where you purchased it. Your feedback not only helps other readers discover my work but also inspires me to grow as an author and continue creating stories that resonate with you.

For those looking to dive deeper into my worlds, I have a wide range of novels waiting for you to explore:
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STANDALONE NOVELS

Marry Me, Please

A Week With His Mate

Eternal Love

His True Mate

Sweetest Surrounded

Long Live the Queen

Alpha Aidan
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THE LOST SERIES

Lost

Bounded by Fate

Forged
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THE FATED CHRONICLES

Fated Chaos

Chained Destiny

Broken Bonds
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THE DEVIL’S DEAL SERIES

A Deal With the Devil (The first in an exciting new series that explores forbidden bonds, dark secrets, and the fight between love and power.)

Each book is crafted with care, whether as part of a series or a standalone, and I hope they bring you as much joy and excitement as I felt while writing them.

Thank you once again for your unwavering support. It’s because of readers like you that I’m able to continue doing what I love. I look forward to sharing even more thrilling adventures, heartfelt moments, and unforgettable characters with you in the future.

Warmly,

Bernice Martey
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Reflections
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SOMETHING WAS WRONG with Nathaniel.

Not the kind of wrong you could name outright, but the kind that hides in the spaces between words, in missed calls and lingering glances that used to mean something. It sat heavy in my chest as I watched the world blur past from the corner of a bustling downtown L.A. café, one hand wrapped around a half-empty teacup I wasn’t even drinking anymore.

Around me, life moved in fast-forward—suits talking too loud on Bluetooths, students hunched over laptops, tourists snapping pictures of murals they’d forget by next week. They all looked so sure of where they were going and what they were doing. Me? I had everything I needed—wealth, comfort, and security handed to me on a silver tray by parents I could barely remember—but still, I felt like I was standing at the edge of a cliff, staring into a fog I couldn’t name.

And right now? I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was being played.

Nathaniel was never late. Never this quiet. Never unreachable. But here I was, fifteen minutes into a lunch date he suggested, watching my phone ring into silence—again. Voicemail. Again. The worry had started as a whisper. Now it was screaming.

I tossed a few bills on the table, grabbed my purse, and walked out into the afternoon sun that suddenly felt far too cold.

He worked just a few blocks away at Whitestone Investments, a glass tower built for men who wore secrets like suits. I knew the place like the back of my hand. After two years together—six months of living in the same penthouse—I should’ve known everything about him. But lately? He’d become a stranger wearing my boyfriend’s face.

Late nights. Half-baked excuses. Smiles that didn’t reach his eyes.

And last night...

“Let’s have a night without distractions,” he’d said as he shut off the TV mid-broadcast—news about a firm investigation I didn’t catch the name of. “Just us.”

I had wanted to believe him. To let it go.

But trust isn’t something you can fake—not when it starts to fray at the edges.

As I approached the mirrored entrance of his building, I caught a glimpse of my reflection—sharp eyes, firm jaw, long coat whipping around my legs like armor. I didn’t look like someone desperate for answers. I looked like someone ready for war.

Maybe I should’ve walked away. Maybe I should’ve waited for him to call.

But Nathaniel once told me, "When something feels off, it usually is.”

And today, I wasn’t letting it slide.

Today, I’d find out what he was hiding—

Even if I had to dig through hell to get it.
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Plain Sight
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As soon as I stepped into Whitestone Investments, something in me recoiled. It wasn’t the sleek glass walls or the polished marble floors—it was the atmosphere. Too crisp, too composed, like everyone inside had been cast from the same glossy mold. The men in tailored suits, their ties sharp enough to slice air. The women, floating by in heels that sounded like threats with every step. No one was looking at me, not really, but I felt the pressure all the same. The unspoken judgment that I didn’t quite belong.

I wore a soft cream blouse tucked into high-waisted pants and layered a light kimono over it, a piece I’d chosen for its ease, not for corporate camouflage. I had wanted to look composed. I ended up feeling like a museum piece. Too soft for the edges all around me.

Nathaniel had always made this place sound impressive, but warm. He talked about stocks and market movement like it was poetry. He worked hard, built himself from nothing—he had pride in what he did. And I had admired that about him. Still did.

What I never told him was just how much was waiting for me when I turned twenty-five. My trust fund was more than comfort—it was legacy. Generational wealth, the kind people killed over in books and buried in contracts and lawyers in real life. I never shared the full number. Not because I didn’t trust him. Just... instinct. A quiet voice that told me: Hold something back. Keep one piece of yourself untouched.

My boots echoed sharply across the marble, each step loud enough to feel like defiance. I approached the security desk, spine straight, voice even. “I’m here to see Nathaniel Gray,” I said. “He’s expecting me.”

I even remembered to use his title. He’d mentioned it over dinner more times than I could count—always casually, always with that edge of pride he didn’t try to hide. The guard’s reaction wasn’t what I expected.

His fingers froze over the keyboard. Subtle. Barely noticeable. But I saw it. Something flickered in his eyes—hesitation? Recognition? Something darker? He asked me to wait and turned away to make a call.

I turned too, my gaze drifting to the wall behind the desk—lined with glossy frames and corporate grins. “Employee of the Month.” “Leadership Excellence.” The usual hollow accolades. Faces captured mid-smile, proud and polished. Faces that didn’t look like mine.

I barely registered them—until one caught me.

Front and center, mounted higher than the rest, was the largest frame of all. A man in a storm-gray suit, his smile razor-sharp, his eyes cold as glaciers. The plaque didn’t try to be subtle. It all but shouted his name:

Damien Laurent.COO. .

So that’s who he was.

Even captured in stillness, he radiated power. His eyes looked through the camera. Through the glass. Through me. Something in my chest tightened.

“Ms. Carson?” the guard called.

I turned.

A man stood beside me. I hadn’t heard him approach. He wore black like it was part of him—no name, no smile, no explanation. He nodded and turned, expecting me to follow.

So I did.

The hall stretched on, cold and silent, the air too clean, too filtered. My shoes echoed behind him, each step louder than I wanted. Louder than I felt.

We passed offices and glass-walled conference rooms. Inside, people huddled around screens, whispering and frowning. They didn’t look powerful—they looked rattled. Like something had happened, and no one knew how to say it out loud. Behind those closed doors, they weren’t watching us, but I felt them looking. Like we were walking past the aftermath of a storm no one had words for.

The elevator doors slid open. We stepped in. No music. No words. Just the soft hum of ascent and the growing knot in my stomach.

I’d come to surprise Nathaniel with lunch. In my head, he’d smile, rise from his desk, maybe even steal a quick kiss before introducing me to someone important. I hadn’t pictured a silent escort and an atmosphere thick with secrets—but then again, that was so Nathaniel.

The elevator dinged. The doors opened.

We stepped into a floor that looked nothing like the others. Softer lighting. Modern art. Expensive silence. Everything hushed, like the air itself had been told to keep its voice down.

He led me down a short corridor and stopped at a sleek door. Nathaniel’s name gleamed on a brushed-metal plaque. The man knocked once, then stepped aside.

I reached for the handle.

Cold metal met cold skin.

I opened the door.

Nathaniel’s office was empty.

Except for a single manila folder placed deliberately at the center of his desk, the office felt oddly impersonal. Was this even an office? I wondered as I stepped inside—but I didn’t have time to dwell on the thought. My name, stamped across the top in bold black ink, pulled my focus like a magnet.

ISABELLA CARSON.

I didn’t move. Didn’t breathe. For one long moment, I just stared.

Then I stepped inside.

The folder was thick. Unlabeled pages peeked out from beneath the flap, worn at the edges like it had been handled—often. My fingers hovered for a beat, trembling despite my best efforts to steady them.

Every instinct screamed at me to stop. To put it down. To walk away and pretend I never stepped foot in this room. But I couldn’t. The need to know had already sunk its claws into me—tight and deep, pulling from the pit of my stomach like gravity.

The first thing I saw wasn’t numbers. It wasn’t stock charts or quarterly projections. Nothing that looked like it belonged to Whitestone Investments.

It was... personal.

Too personal.

Bank statements.

My bank statements.

My name typed neatly at the top, account numbers I recognized instantly, deposits and withdrawals I hadn’t even told Nathaniel about. A summary of my trust fund’s disbursement schedule. Legal documents that should’ve been locked away in my private portfolio manager’s office.

My breath caught. My vision blurred for a split second before snapping back into sharp, unbearable focus.

“What the hell...” I whispered, barely able to hear myself.

Why did Nathaniel have these?

Why were they here—printed, catalogued, analyzed?

I flipped to the next page. More statements. More financial records that no one should have access to unless they’d gone digging. Or hacking. Or worse.

And scrawled at the bottom of one page, in pen—not typed—were two words that made my blood run cold:

Target acquired.
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The Price of Betrayal
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IT WAS WORSE.

Page after page, printed in damning black ink, stared back at me.

My name.

My bank statements.

Transactions I didn’t recognize. Massive deposits. Sudden withdrawals. Transfers that looked deliberate and terrifying.

My heart pounded like a war drum in my chest. None of this made sense. None of this should have existed.

Why did Nathaniel have this?

Why are my financial records tucked in his office?

Confused. Nauseous. My fingers rifled through more pages, desperately searching for something that would explain it all—but there was nothing except more of the same.

It was like staring into the wreckage of a car crash—except I was the one at the wheel and hadn’t even realized I’d been driving.

A sound behind me broke my spiraling thoughts.

A cough.

I turned around—and froze.

Two uniformed police officers stood at the door. And between them, as if summoned from the depths of some executive nightmare, was him.

Damien Laurent.

Tall. Composed. Lethal in his stillness.

The air shifted the moment he entered, thickening like a storm rolling in. My knees nearly gave out as the scene unfolded before me. Deep in my core, I knew something was very wrong. And the presence of these officers—along with Mr. Jaw-Drop-Handsomeness in an untouchable-looking suit—only made it all feel that much more unsettling.

“Miss, please have a seat,” one of the officers said, his tone deceptively calm.

I hesitated, but something in Damien’s gaze—something cold and knowing—told me I didn’t have a choice.

I sat.

What followed felt like an interrogation in slow motion. The two cops took their seats across from me, their gazes steady, their questions unspoken but looming. I no longer had a clear view of the door, yet I could still feel him—Damien Laurent. Silent since his arrival, and yet his presence pressed down on the room like gravity.

"Can you identify yourself?"

"I... Isabella Carson. Nathaniel is... my boyfriend."

"How long have you been dating?"

"Two years."

"When did you last see him?"

Wait—what do they mean by that? The question formed on my lips, but I couldn’t bring myself to ask. I was too shaken, too thrown off by the sheer insanity of the situation. Being questioned by cops—who’d apparently been waiting for me? For whatever reason? It was surreal. Completely nuts.

"This morning. At our apartment. We were supposed to have lunch."

That was the truth. The plain, unvarnished truth. I had no reason to lie—especially when I didn’t even know what this was about.

"And why are you here today?"

Was he serious? My boyfriend stood me up for lunch and wouldn’t answer his phone. Sure, I could’ve taken the chill pill, gone home, and waited like some patient, trusting girlfriend. But I didn’t. And look where that landed us. I wasn’t going to tell the officer seated in front of me that I’d spent the last hour pacing like a lunatic, calling Nathaniel over and over until my stomach twisted itself in knots. That I’d debated turning back more times than I could count. That something had felt off—so off I couldn’t ignore it.

Instead, I said, “He wasn’t answering his phone. I got worried.”

Each question was a blade. Each answer pulled me deeper into something I couldn’t explain.

Then came the blow.

"Miss Carson, are you aware that large amounts of money have been funneled through your bank account?"

My mouth dried. My stomach dropped. "What? No. That’s impossible—I didn’t—"

The officer slid a document across the table.

There it was again. My name. My account. Page after page of transactions I had never authorized.

"I didn’t do this," I said, barely above a whisper. "This isn’t mine. I swear—"

The officers didn’t say another word as the room slipped into a deafening silence.

And just like that—like I was watching a scene unfold in slow motion—they stood abruptly, clearing the way as if this next act belonged entirely to him. Damien stepped forward with the ease of a man who owned the space, the moment, and everyone in it.

He sank into the chair across from me without rush, without a word, yet somehow louder than anything that had been said so far.

Then he looked straight into my eyes and spoke.

“Isabella.”

Just my name. No threat. No question.

But it hit like a gavel.
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