
  
    
      My Book

    

    
      
        SHYLA COLT

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Untitled

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Untitled

          

        

      

    

    
      His Broken Ballerina

      Victoria

      Escaping the clutches of the man who sought to control me, I started a new life. Dancing has always been my salvation. After an injury, opening a studio lets me share my passion with others. When the monster who tried to break me sets his sights on ruining the life of someone I care about, I’ll do the one thing I swore I’d never do again: marry a millionaire.

      Huck

      I never expected my ex-wife to abandon our daughter and take up with my former friend. With her new husband running for town mayor, she’s seeking full custody of our daughter to present a picture-perfect family. I’ll die before I subject her to their cruelty. Risking exposing my obsession with her ballerina teacher is a small price to pay to keep them both safe.
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      Vicky

      

      It’s amazing how I can love a tiny being so much and hate the man who helped create her. I listen as Aspen chatters about her day while we wait for her father to collect her from the private lesson.

      We’ve been in each other’s life since she was born. The child of my ex-husband’s friend, I watched her grow and longed for my own bundle of joy. Thoughts of Pat turn dark. I shove them away. He doesn’t get a moment more of my life.

      The door swings open, and Huck Rawlings walks in. Confident and lean, he strides into the room as if he owns it.

      “Sorry I’m late. The session with my client ran over tonight.” Tall, blond, brooding, and arrogant in the bespoke gray suit, which highlights the stormy colored orbs that peer out from his angular face, he’s beautiful.

      Sculpted cheekbones, Cupid’s bow lips, and a long, regal nose, give him an angelic appearance at odds with the aggressive attitude that makes him a top lawyer. His fierce expression melts away as he smiles down at Aspen.

      “Daddy!” The tow-haired child hops up and runs to him, pink skirt swaying around her black-leotard-clad frame. She’s small framed with a heart-shaped face and delicate features like her mother.

      Her storm-colored eyes, pink lips, and intense personality are all her father’s. I love how her tiny forehead wrinkles with concentration when she tries to master a move.

      It’s charming on her, but terrifying on Huck.

      “It’s okay, Mr. Rawlings.”

      “After all this time, do we really need such formalities between us?”

      Damn straight we do. I won’t let myself forget the type of man who lays beneath that perfectly poised exterior. Men with more money than emotions who like to play games with the lives of others aren’t to be trusted.

      “It helps keep things professional in the studio.” I offer him a fake smile, and he scowls. Even his sneer is sexy.

      I should’ve cut ties with him after the divorce, but Aspen’s too embedded in my heart. Since Sabine bailed and left her daughter to the care of nannies and her workaholic father, I’ve tried to sprinkle in my influence where I can.

      “It’s alright. My favorite girl and I were catching up, weren’t we?” I wink at her, and she giggles, peering back at me over her shoulders with her arms wrapped around her father’s legs.

      “Is that right?” Bending down, he lifts her into his arms and tosses her into the air, making her squeal.

      Snobby asshole or not, I can’t fault his parenting. It’s clear he loves Aspen. She blossoms under his care.

      Bitterness coats my tongue. I always intended to be a mother before now. My window is closing at thirty-six, with my biological clock ticking and no future husband in sight.

      I’m reaching the point where I’ll need to make some creative decisions. Thankfully, I’d harvested eggs and had them frozen years ago.

      “Daddy, are we going for ice cream now?”

      He hums, rubbing his chin. “I promised if you did your best today, we’d swing by the Zippy stand since you had dinner earlier, didn’t I?”

      Aspen nods, making her bun wobble as she peers up at him with gigantic eyes.

      “What do you think, Ms. Lancaster? Has she earned herself a treat?” His bluish-grays sparkle, and he flashes a blinding white smile that reminds me of how long it’s been since I had a man between my thighs.

      “Oh, more than. I’d say Asp should get sprinkles and whipped cream.”

      “She did that well?” he asks in mock awe.

      “Most definitely.”

      “Then we’ll head there immediately. But only if you promise to get into the bath as soon as we get home.”

      She groans. “Fine.”

      “Good girl.”

      The two words spark heat in my belly and cheeks. I turn away from them, embarrassed. Huck’s aura is magnetic, and even though I know better than to fall victim to its pull, I’m not immune.

      “Why don’t you join us?”

      I look up, shocked. “What?”

      “Yes. Please, Aunt Vicky.” Aspen pokes out her lower lip, and my heart swells.

      I glare at him. What an underhanded tactic.

      “Yes, Victoria. We’re asking as friends, not clients, now.” His crisp tone and the flicker of the corner of his lip show his amusement.

      “I should clean up here—”

      “I’ll be happy to assist you.” He sets Aspen down. “Asp, why don’t you take your bag and sit in the chair by the door while I help your Aunt Vicky tidy up?” His sexy timbre caresses the letters in my name sensually.

      I shiver as I hurry to put the bar we used back in place, ignoring the heavy steps of his expensive leather shoes behind me. I know what happens when you tangle with powerful older men who pretend to care.

      Stepping inside of the office, I crouch and grab the window cleaner from the skinny cleaning cart I keep between my desk and the wall.

      “I’ll take that.” Huck plucks the bottle from my hand and grabs a towel hanging off the side.

      My brows furrow. “Are you seriously going to clean the mirrors?”

      “It’s part of your closing duties, isn’t it?”

      “Seems like very menial labor for a man of your status.”

      Pausing in the doorway, he frowns. “Shows how little you know about me, Victoria. I don’t mind getting my hands dirty.”

      How can such a simple sentence be so filthy?

      “That’s good, since you have a five-year-old daughter.” I bring the conversation back to a safe space.

      His eyes darken, and his lips form a straight line. “Right.” Spinning on his heels like a practiced soldier, he walks out of the room, leaving me feeling like I’d offended him.

      As I shut down the computers, I replay our interaction. Trust is a four-letter word, but I don’t want to let my past destroy who I am at my core.

      I want to believe the best about people, but I can’t wear the rose-colored glasses I used to anymore. Stomach twisting into knots, I watch him warily as he returns.

      “Done.” He replaces the cleaning supplies. “I checked the trash and the restroom as well. Was that all you needed?”

      “Yes.”

      “Then, shall we?” He gestures for me to precede him out of the office.

      Ever the gentleman. All that good breeding and private schools ensured impeccable manners.

      Did a beast lurk inside of him, too? I peer over at Aspen, who’s swinging her legs. I want to believe it isn’t true for her sake, but my picker’s known to lie.

      He shuts off the light, and I jump, scurrying away. Why is he pushing this?

      “There’s something I want to talk to you about.”

      “Oh?” I turn as we walk toward Aspen.

      “Not here.” He shakes his mouthing, ‘It’s about Aspen.’

      I arch a brow, intrigued. I’m all ears if this is about my pseudo-niece, and the bastard knows it. When he grimaces, my heartbeat kicks up. Huckleberry Rawlings doesn’t get nervous for no reason. Whatever this is, it’s big.

      After following him out the door, I set the alarm and lock the door. There’s not much crime in Aurora Springs, Indiana, but you can never be too careful these days. Off the banks of the Ohio River, with a population of about thirty-five hundred, we’re as small as towns come these days.

      Holding Aspen’s hand, Huck places a hand on the small of my back. His warm palm heats my skin through the thin material. I bite the inside of my cheek to distract my body from the desire his touch is conjuring.

      “I’ll drive us and bring you back here afterward.”

      “I can follow you.”

      “It’s not necessary—”

      “For you.” I refuse to yield control. His personality takes up enough room as it is.

      He tsks. “Always so stubborn.”

      If that were true, I wouldn’t have wasted so many years of my life.

      I stubbornly stare down the forty-five-year-old man.

      “I like a woman with backbone.”

      “Could’ve fooled me,” I mumble.

      Crap. I cover my mouth, and Huck snorts a laugh.

      “Yeah. That first time around wasn’t my choice.”

      “Who’s was it?” I ask before I can stop myself.

      Reaching the car beside mine, he unlocks the door and helps Aspen inside. “I’d love to continue this conversation, but you’re not riding with us.”

      I purse my lips, and he grins unrepentantly.

      “Riding with me has perks.”

      “You assume I care more than I do. I’ll see you at Zippy’s.” Giving him my back, I walk away as my mind does mental gymnastics. Who could force this powerhouse of a man to do anything, let alone get married?

      I unlock my sedan with a code, slip behind the wheel, buckle up, and start the car. After pulling out behind him, we make the ten-minute drive to Zippy’s.

      Finding a space in the packed lot, I kill the engine and grab my purse. I move to grab the handle, and the door opens for me.

      Huck offers his hand. I take it begrudgingly as my core temperature spikes, cursing my natural response to his attractiveness.

      “What are you going to get, Aunt Vicky?” Aspy asks.

      “Hmm. One of everything.”

      “No.” She giggles. “You can’t do that!”

      “I can’t?” I ask in mock shock.

      “No. If you do, your tummy will ache.”

      “Well, I don’t want that.” I shake my head as we walk over and join the lengthy row of customers waiting.

      Entertaining her, I ignore her father as we creep up in line. I’m downright grateful when we order.

      I look like a glutton, shoving a spoonful of soft serve with hot fudge and whipped cream into my mouth so I don’t have to speak or answer.

      “Let’s walk over to that bench, Aspy,” Huck suggests.

      “I’ll beat you there.”

      “Hmm. Fast walking only. It’s crowded.”

      “Okay, Daddy.” Her stubby legs work overtime as she sets off like a mall walker on a mission.

      Huck glances down at me before returning to watching her journey. “Sabine contacted me yesterday. She wants custody of Aspen.”

      “What?” I cough, choking on the cold substance I’d enjoyed moments earlier. “Partial?”

      “No.” He grimaces. “Full. She and the old bean got hitched. I’m sure you’ve seen him gearing up to run for mayor.”

      “The last thing that man needs is more power,” I whisper.

      “Agreed. However, PR is telling him family units sell, and what do you know, his new wife happens to have a kid.”

      “That’s bullshit.” I reach out and grab his forearm. “You cannot let her go with them, Huck.”

      “I know that. But the look in your eyes brings up questions.”

      Clamping my mouth shut, I shake my head. “People that self-centered should never have children. Add in the control freak tendencies and a partying lifestyle, and you have a recipe for disaster.”

      “We both know the truth behind the façade. That’s why I’m bringing this to you.”

      “They both come from prominent founding families, Huck. You know how far names get people in this town. I’ll help you in any way I can. But I don’t see how much I can do.”

      “We can show people their true colors.”

      “How?”

      “Do you know what would happen if we started dating?”

      I picture Pat’s face turning red with rage as his eye twitches and his chest heaves. It’d be a kink in his plans he never saw coming.

      “That could cause plenty of problems for the both of us,” I answer carefully.

      “He’s not the only one with power or pull in this town.” His face softens. “And we both know your side of things deserve to be told—”

      “I’m not going to speak out—”

      “Showing a picture speaks volumes. We both know he shouldn’t be mayor either.”

      We reach Aspy, who smiles at us, and I stir the melting dessert I no longer want to eat.

      “Think about it.”

      There’s not much to think of. Aspy in their care in any capacity makes me break out in hives.

      A whole town under Patrick Bloomberg’s rule would be a disaster. I always regretted how I’d bitten my tongue when things went sour. Helping Huck is my chance to take a stand not rooted in hate or pettiness. Plus, it’s for the greater good.

      “I’m in.”

      His eyes widen briefly, and a smile lines his lips. “We’ll start now.”

      “What?”

      He wraps an arm around my shoulders and pulls me to his side. The gossip hounds will be out in droves with this by the end of the day tomorrow. Let the games begin.
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