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	“Black Amethyst is not just a book. Toni Carter writes with the force of a storm and the grace of a psalm. Her words confront, comfort, and claim every hidden truth we dare not speak aloud. This is a raw, luminous testament to the courage of Black womanhood and the power of telling our stories on our own terms. I am proud to stand beside her voice.” 

	— Elissa Gabrielle, award-winning author, publisher, and literary visionary

	"Toni Carter’s Black Amethyst is a rich, intoxicating symphony of romance, revenge, and redemption—a novel that dances on the knife’s edge between desire and destruction. With her signature lyrical prose and emotional precision, Carter invites readers into a world where love is not a sanctuary, but a seductive risk. 

	At its heart is Lady Ross, a woman who has turned her back on love after a lifetime of betrayal. She is composed, solitary, and perfectly content to live behind emotional walls—until Sauder Atlas storms into her carefully controlled world. Sauder is magnetic and enigmatic, a sculptor whose art mirrors his soul: dark, twisted, and aching for beauty. His past is cloaked in pain and vengeance, but his present becomes increasingly tangled in Lady’s quiet strength. 

	What makes Black Amethyst truly exceptional is its blend of genres. It’s more than a romance—it’s a psychological portrait, a mystery laced with danger, and a meditation on how art, grief, and love shape who we become. The novel’s title is a perfect metaphor: elegant and rare, but forged through pressure and darkness. 

	Carter’s storytelling is as layered and luminous as the gemstone itself. With vivid imagery, sharp dialogue, and characters who are both broken and beautiful, Black Amethyst is a literary triumph. It’s the kind of novel that lingers long after the final page, haunting and dazzling in equal measure." 

	~Sharel E. Gordon-Love, award-winning author and publisher
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Chapter 1

	April 21st, 2019 

	I felt the florescent lights warm the exposed skin on my shoulder. I crossed my leg over the other for a third time to calm my nerves. Most of the morning was spent with me driving almost aimlessly for two and a half hours...trying to come to terms with the last eight months.

	I took a deep breath and let my head rest against the wall. Tears were pooling in my eyes again, and my lip was starting to quiver. Busying myself, I checked the sheets of paper in my hands and then the clock mounted on the wall in front of me. Leaning forward, I buried my head in my hands for a few seconds. My foot frantically tapped the linoleum, echoing my frustrations and confusion.

	My stomach rumbled. Trying to figure out if it was hunger or something else didn’t seem to matter much. Since December, I’d been rearranging a life I’d been building for almost ten fucking years, and the realization that that life would never see the light of day couldn’t have come at a more appropriate time. Before the questions could start again, my name was called.

	“Lady Ross.” I rose and began walking towards the nurse who called me. After handing her my forms, I followed her down the hall. Either we were walking faster than normal, or I was just overly anxious because the walls seemed to blur as we passed them. When we reached the designated room, she stood aside to let me in before we took our seats. She began with what I was sure was a rehearsed speech. I nodded enough to not be rude. When she asked if I had any questions, I uttered the word ‘no’. 

	“Okay. You’ll need to get undressed, but you can keep your socks on if you want. Put your clothes and shoes in that closet.” She handed me a gown, gave me what I assumed to be a smile of assurance, and left me to myself. She wasn’t even fully out of the room before I snatched off my pullover, shirt, and bra. Shucking my tights and underwear down my legs, I stepped out of them, and opted to keep my socks on since I knew the floor would be cold as shit.

	“I can do this,” I muttered. I crossed my arms for warmth while I paced the small space. I was sure of my choice, positive that it was the best decision…for the both of us. There wasn’t a clock in the room for me to track the time, but if I had to guess, at least 15 minutes had passed before she’d returned with wheelchair.

	“We’re ready for you now.” I sat in the seat and placed my feet on the footrest. She rolled me to the next room without a word. Once inside, I was instructed and helped onto the examination table and my feet placed in the stirrups. More people entered the room, greeting me while giving or taking instructions from one another. Before long, the gynecologist entered. She took her seat on the rolling stool and rolled to my side.

	“Ms. Ross, I must ask you again if you are sure of your decision today.” She paused for a moment. “You are sure that you are wanting to terminate this pregnancy?”

	“I want to terminate this preg—” The sob that had been lodged in my throat finally broke free. I sat up and buried my face into my hands, weeping until my throat felt raw. Deep breaths followed, and then I was back lying against the table. “I want to terminate this pregnancy, doctor.” She nodded and rolled towards the space between my legs. I closed my eyes and let the lights overhead warm me while the procedure began.

	The previous December.

	I grabbed my phone to re-read the message from him.

	I don’t think we should do this anymore.

	Do you love me?

	What is it about me makes you not want to be with me?

	I don’t. You’re a good person. There isn’t anything to work out or change. I don’t want this.

	It had happened again; he had done it again. And to add insult to injury, he couldn’t even call me to have the conversation he had obviously been ignoring. For shits and giggles, I tried to text him back, but the usual blue bubble turned green. For additional humiliation, I called…only to be met with the default voicemail menu. 

	I was blocked. 

	The steady breeze of my ceiling fan blew away whatever dreams I’d had for us. Our relationship, all the pieces the made-up the 2,920 plus days we shared, had come to an unceremonious ending via a punctuation mark at the end of a fucking text message.

	“Please,” I whimpered as I dialed his number again, and when the voicemail recording played for a seventh time, I crumbled right where I sat. A painful moan encouraged more tears and even more confusion. I stared at my undelivered messages, still firing them off one after the other. The tears were clouding my vision, my sobs making it hard for me to breathe or hear myself think. I mustered up what strength I had and rushed over to my window. Lifting it open, I stuck my head into the moistened air looking for relief but found none.

	My mind went from one memory to the next while I walked from room to room in my condo. We just had a quick meet-up the week before. I went back through our messages, re-reading our conversation thread to make sure I hadn’t missed something because surely, I had to have. Just when I was about to send another message, my calendar delivered a reminder that there was one day left before our anniversary trip to an all-inclusive nude resort I’d plan to tell him about before boarding our flight. An anniversary trip I’d planned and paid for. I dropped to my knees, grabbing at my chest as my wailing sobs prompted Salpuh, my 5-year-old Peterbald cat, to come to my rescue. Lying next to me, her somewhat hairless body snuggled up to me before she stuck her head in the crook of my neck.

	Later that day, I was scheduled to get my nails done, locs washed and re-twisted, and a full body wax. Afterwards, I was supposed to finish packing, book a pet stay for Salpuh, and make the two-and-a-half-hour drive to meet back up with him. It took me staring at the message to realize how irrational I was to think that a 5-day get away could convince him that ‘we’ were worth it. The sadness consuming me began to transform to rage.

	He had to have been thinking about breaking up with me when we met up…when he’d pulled me to him and kissed me with the promise that everything was fine. Our work schedules and being long-distance made it almost impossible to spend physical time together, so when I took the initiative to make it happen for us, he could have stopped me from spending almost five thousand dollars. Me remembering him telling me those things just a few days before damn near made me lose my religion.

	“Good girl.” I rubbed Salpuh’s head. “We’re going to be good.” I wiped away the last of my tears and walked back to my bathroom. There were a few more hours left before my day started. While Salpuh sat on my commode watching every move, I went over the message again as I got back in bed.

	If I came out okay the last times, there was no reason to believe I couldn’t do it again. No reason I wouldn’t do it again. I pulled the covers over my head and played a voice recording of him singing “My Funny Valentine.” Silent tears began to stream. I thought to delete it but didn’t. I stored it back in a folder I’d made filled with pictures of him, screen shots of certain text messages- including the other two break-up ones-, and the break-up email. My humiliation knew no limits.

	I came from under the covers, taking a fresh breath of air. Staring at the blurring blades of the ceiling fan, I wondered if he was thinking of me, or at least about what he had done to us. His self-preservation skills were elite, and it was one of the hardest lessons he’d taught me in our years together. Whatever he felt was best for him was always ahead of any consideration or conversation with me. It was high time I took a page out of his book.

	I pulled my phone out and went to his contact information. First, I blocked him. After taking a screen shot of the message and saving it in his file, I deleted the thread completely. Next, I went to my service provider’s app and requested a phone number change. Ten minutes later, I was sending messages to my immediate family and friends with the new number.

	I booked a stay for Salpuh at the pet hotel, confirmed all my appointments for the day, and decided to pack my bags. My bae-cation had unceremoniously been downgraded to a pity party for one, and I was going to take full advantage. I decided to wait to share the news of our break-up until I was thousands of miles away. For now, I would allow my feelings to be felt while I packed.

	August.

	“Hey.” I could have gone the rest of the week without having to deal with him. His gruff voice nearly broke my concentration. Only six hours had gone by since we were laid up in a hotel just outside the city. He was in the bathroom on the phone with either his wife or partner when I left without so much as a head nod. It was the end of the day, and I had no energy for him.

	“Hey,” I answered. Officers, forensic specialists, and neighbors could be heard and seen while we walked towards the house. Pulling the yellow caution tape up to enter the yard, he and I made our way inside the residence of the scene.

	“You couldn’t tell me you were leaving this morning?” I could feel his gaze travel the length of my body while I tried to ignore the feelings that stirred.

	“Was I supposed to?” When he didn’t answer, I made a move to end the conversation and get back to my work. “I’ll have the film developed, processed, and printed as soon as I can.” He shoved his hands in his pockets, waiting for me to respond.

	“The dad came in to check on him after no word for almost a week. Turned the light on, and…” His words trailed off, and he shrugged his shoulders. “Found half his head and most of his brains on the wall and ceiling.”

	“You’re telling me all of this like I ain’t been in there since this morning, Jenson,” I said. “Now, if you would be so kind as to leave me to it. And before you ask me, I already heard about the video he recorded.”

	“Alright.” He held his hands up and said, “You got it.” I was turning to leave when I felt him grab my elbow. I looked down to where our bodies met. “That’s how we actin’?”

	“Firstly,” I snatched back my arm, “I’m at work. Secondly, if you want to talk about ‘how we actin’, you can hit me up at a more favorable time. You clearly see how busy I am.”

	“Why do you have to—”

	“Cause you’re fuckin’ with my money and wasting my time,” I said cutting him off. “Now,” I rolled my shoulders back, “if there is nothing else, you have a good day, Detective.” He gave a deep sigh, and I thought I’d melt right where I stood. Damn him for looking so fucking fine; too bad that was all he had to offer me.

	“A’ight, Lady.” He looked at me one last time before making his way to the group of policemen at the end of the driveway.

	“Davis,” I called out, taking a moment to appreciate his stride. “What you figure?” He gave me his estimate for how long it would take us to get the residence back in order. We also went over pricing, deciding to offer a lower rate due to the circumstances.

	“I’ll go over everything with him,” he said. I nodded, pulled my hazmat suit over my clothes, snapped on my gloves and boot covers, grabbed my tackle box and bucket full of cleaning supplies, and made my way inside.

	I established a perimeter and worked from the inside out. Instead of the estimated hour, it had taken us almost two before we were done. I walked the father down the hallway of his somewhat newly restored home, detailing all that we’d done and how we mended the wall that had been impacted by the bullet.

	“Thank you, Ms.—

	“You can just call me ‘Lady,’ Mr. Williams.” He shook my hand, trying his best to keep his composure. After signing the paperwork, we set the invoice on the kitchen table and left him to himself to grieve.

	Joining Davis in the truck, I went through the emails, texts and phone calls on my work phone. By habit, I checked my other phone, holding my breath and hoping that I’d gotten at least an email from him. When I saw that there was none, I let the disappointment ring from my ears to the soles of my feet.

	We drove to the next location with Davis talking about the next job and me watching the cars go by. 



	
Chapter 2

	After fourteen plus hours of travel, I was finally at my safe house and eager to get back to work. I set my bags down, adjusted my thermostat, and checked in.

	Landed.

	On my way.

	With two hours to go before they showed up, I decided to clean up their arrival. I took a quick shower, changed clothes, fixed a meal, and began work at my desk to kill the time. A tattered and torn map atop a seemingly blacked out calendar, and various checks I hadn’t deposited were strewn across sketches and miscellaneous notes that looked more like the ramblings of a deranged inventor. Staring across to my work area, a sculpture close to being finished stared back at me. An uninterrupted four- or five-hour session was all I would need to finish. After responding to emails and confirming appointments, I carved out time to complete the piece so as not to be interrupted...or requested before I was done. No sooner had the emails been sent and appointments confirmed, than I began to settle into the welcoming feeling of danger and arousal.  

	As expected, a car pulled up, triggering an alert that she was on the premises. I rounded my desk to slide open the door, stepping aside to make way for her entrance. Once inside, she stood under the light, her red leather folder under one arm while she held on to a brown leather briefcase.

	 “Sauder,” she said casually. “How was your flight in?”

	“Fine thank you.” I walked to where she stood and handed her my phone. A short statured woman with more attitude than height, she took the phone and placed it in her coat pocket. “You finally starting to trust me?”

	“Don’t get too ahead of yourself.” Her mouth seemed to dance into a slick smile. “Since I’ve been your ward, I’ve accumulated more work than I’ve had my whole career.”

	“Silly me. I thought making you millions of dollars would be a good thing.”

	“Only when I can enjoy it. I spend most of my time setting up meetings and auctions…which you should know can be fucking impossible given our patrons.” In all her poise, Terri looked every bit of the highly sought after and well-paid art agent she was. Ten years working together, and I only knew her first name though…which was more than enough. The only hint of her age was the section of her hair that had a silver-streak, but I couldn’t trust that fully given her great shape, flawless skin, and sense of fashion.

	“Well maybe I should hold off on finishing this one.” I nodded towards my work area. She craned her neck for a moment but then rolled her eyes.

	“I take it that’s from your source here. I didn’t get a notice otherwise.” I nodded yes. “And how many does that make?”

	“Give or take 8 now.”

	“In only four months? Tell me something, how long are you forcing me to stay in this piss-poor city?” I dug my hands in my pockets and shrugged my shoulders.

	“Had I known it was going to take this long, I would’ve worked slower or taken on less.” She crossed her leg at the ankle, her scowl moving over me from head to toe. 

	“Police should be contacting you soon. The report has been drawn up, so you have at least six months to wrap whatever this is up.” She looked at my discarded bags. “Dawson will be by to collect those in the morning.” She walked over to my desk and set the briefcase as well as a sheet of paper from the folder on top of it.

	“No Felix?” In all the time we worked together, I only knew Felix to make my drops.

	“Who?’ She turned on her heels to face me. The look on her face told me what I needed to know; Felix was dead and the ‘how’ of his death was irrelevant. “Is there anything else you need from me?” I shook my head.

	“Nope.” Smacking her teeth, she made her way out. 

	“And Sauder, deposit those damn checks. It’s over ten million dollars on your desk, and your patrons hate having to re-write them.”

	“I’ll get around to it.” She stopped in her tracks and looked over her shoulder. 

	“I’ll send you a flight by the afternoon. I expect the deposits to be done no later than next Tuesday.” The tone in her voice let me know a response would not be tolerated. Her visit was over, and the only thing left were the formalities. 

	I walked over to where she was and took a knee. Taking her extended hand, I pressed the back of it against my forehead, confirming our business transaction and the traditions of our organization completed. I made sure she was safely in her car before sliding the door closed. After making it back to my desk, I opened the briefcase. I pulled some of the stacks of cash out, thumbing through a few before deciding the auctioned amount of $935,000 was there. I had a money counter in my office if I just wanted to make sure. Deciding I would get that done later, I turned on my stereo and went to my workstation.

	Naked aside from an apron, my flesh longed to unite with what I was birthing from the red clay. A few hours went by before I decided to give my hands and fingers a rest. I had until Saturday to finish it since I was already expected to have the checks and cash deposited into my offshore account. Looking over my notes and the worked clay, I could only give a nod of approval at my progress.

	As a well-respected and sought after sculptor, I even had to admit that my accomplishments in the art world were unfathomable. A black man born to a single parent who was forced to drop out hardly ever had a success story like mine. The only male figure in my life, the person responsible for fostering my talent, died when I needed him most, leaving me to fend for myself. Still, an art scholarship afforded me an education traditional enthusiasts would deem acceptable and respectable, which afforded me a means to see a world I would have never known existed otherwise.

	I was dutifully taught the works of Donatello, Michelangelo, Rodin, and Giacometti. Other greats like Richmond Barthé, Elizabeth Catlett, and the iconic Edmonia Lewis forged my desire to be as revered as they were even if they weren’t given the same amount of recognition. I looked at the bags that were going to be picked up in the morning and instantly felt a sense of shame. If the public knew the true nature of my profession, they’d be damned for mentioning me or my works.

	I was about to shut it down for the night when another alert went off. I glanced at the monitor to see that it was the homicide detective providing me the source material that kept me employed. I threw a tarp over the clay and turned down the stereo. Sliding open the door, I made way for him to enter. As he passed by, he handed me a manilla folder.

	“I thought you’d like these.” His tone was flippant and arrogant, characteristics of his that I’d grown to tolerate for the sake of continuity. 

	“’Preciate it.” I glanced at a few of the images. Despite the mutilated head and bits of brain matter and blood surrounding it, there was something calming that took over me the longer I stared.

	“Who took these?”

	“Uhm…” he grabbed one of pictures, turning it over to read the back. “Lady took these.”

	“Lady,” I repeated. 

	“Yea. She owns that biohazard cleaning business a lot of the families use when we release property back to them.” My eyebrow shot up.

	“And she photographs on the side?”

	“If we ask her to. She has the degree, certifications, and licenses to do so.” I looked back over the pictures. “Lady is like a jack of all trades. I wouldn’t be surprised if she told me she was a mortician.” He took a sip of water before adding, “You know we call her ‘Morticia’?” He laughed at his joke.

	“That’s kind of morbid.”

	“Says the motherfucker who uses photos of dead people for his arts and crafts projects. Good thing nobody pays attention to art around here.” I thought about saying something, but he beat me to it when he added, “It must be some real savage and deranged motherfuckers you parlay with.” He was looking for a reaction. After I let him catch me at the morgue sketching bodies, I let him blackmail and subsequently investigate me to keep quiet. An extra $2,000 per photo was a drop in the bucket for me. 

	“You can leave now.” I walked back to the entrance and slid the door for him to exit. Not caring if I clipped his heel, I slammed it shut and rushed over to my desktop. Something about the images had my mind rushing from thought to thought. My fingers moved across the keys to type the name of Lady’s business, Amethyst Cleaning Services, LLC.
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