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Michael

I treasured my brother as much as I treasured her

So, I cared for her secretly, wished her to be happy with him

But she betrayed him and didn’t return until six years later.

I promised to take my revenge and punish her for causing his death

And for putting my heart in a cruel game of fate

The woman I want to love the most is the very woman I most hated.

Michael Pratt secretly loved Tessa Conley because his twin brother, Matthew, also loved her. He watched on the side as the woman he loved the most stayed with a brother he loved just as much. But Tessa left and never returned, sending Matthew in despair, which Michael believed caused his death. For that, Mathew hated the only woman he loved and vowed to punish her if he appeared in front of her. Six years later, she returned.

Is it time now for her punishment? Or time for Michael to chase the romance he let go for his brother?

Punishing Tessa is the second book of The Bad Blue Curvy Romances, a series of standalone HEA romances between blue-collar workers and the beautiful, feisty, and curvy women of Hood River. 

DISCLAIMER: Though it promises a sweet and happy romance, the story contains some dark erotic scenes such as forced sex and a threesome. If you are not interested in these types of erotic scenes, then this book might not be for you. But beware. The romance could be the fantasy you yearn for. So, don't miss out!

The book is intended for mature audiences. 
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Chapter One
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A pair of long hands and legs wrapped around my shoulders and waist. A hot and wet pussy rubbed against the small of my back. The breath and kisses of a horny woman touched my nape, but my libido had met its limit. My cock’s desire had died. I had my share of sex for the night.

I untangled Cora's limbs from my body and stood from the bed. She rolled her eyes when I reached for my wallet and dropped some bills on the bed. "I told you it's free," she said.

Cora frowned when my reply was a scoff. For months, she had been offering her services for free. Of course, it involved a catch. She wanted me to be exclusively hers. That would never happen. I'll never let it happen.

“Aren’t you jealous of Ryan?” Cora asked while putting on her skimpy dress. “He now has some pussy to fuck every night, an ass to slap, and a woman to care for him every day.”

“No,” I said before opening the door of my apartment to her. “I’ll take you home.”

“Come on, Michael. You fuck me almost every night and bring me home,” she said while lighting a cigarette. “We both know it’s not just sex between us.”

“It’s just sex for me.”

Cora glared at me when I took the cigarette and threw it out. I walked out and headed to my truck. The sun was about to rise in Hood River, and I needed to be at the construction site by eight. My boss, Raul Gonzalo, had not been feeling well. His daughter and son-in-law, who supervised the construction site, often come late. They had a nine-month-old baby to take care of, too. I needed to step up as the assistant foreman.

“Tell me. Is there someone else?” Cora asked while putting on her seatbelt. I ignored her. “I’m new in town, but the girls in the club said you and your brother shared a woman before. Is it her?”

My hands clutched the steering wheel instead of correcting her. She did not insist on a reply when I drove away without saying anything. I had been regularly getting her services, so she knew me a little and understood when to shut her mouth.

As my truck passed a small family home with white fences, I stopped and took a quick look at the house. My eyes landed on a set of identical trikes parked near the porch and the basketball ring hanging from the garage. Cora gave me a questioning look but didn't ask me directly.

I gave her a quick smile and drove her back to the club where she stayed. That house used to be mine and Matthew's, my twin brother. We lived there almost all our lives, but we had to give up that house to save his life. 

“Michael!” Cora yelled.

Shit. I lifted my foot off the gas pedal to slow down the truck. The past always made me lose control. Who wouldn’t lose control? I grew up in a happy home with Matthew until our parents died in a car accident going to our graduation. Life went downhill from there.

Matthew and I started working to live and pay off some debts left by our parents. We tried hard to keep the house as it was the only thing we had from our parents. When the bank was about to foreclose on it, I refused to give it up. Against Matt’s wishes, I joined a gang of robbers to come up with the money to save the house.

But after a few months, I got caught and went to prison for three years. At least we kept the house, and nothing changed between Matthew and me. I began working as a carpenter in a small construction company owned by Raul Gonzalo. His construction company only hires ex-convicts to help them start a new life. 

Just when life was getting good, Matthew brought home a girl. Her name was Tessa Conley.

"Michael, are you trying to take me somewhere else?" Cora asked excitedly. I stepped on the brake after realizing that I drove past the club where she stays. Cora flashed a flirtatious smile. She placed a palm on my inner thigh and squeezed it. "I don't mind missing work for you."

I took her hand off my thigh and drove in reverse. Cora glared at me and stepped out of my truck with a frown. She threw a stone at me while I drove away. Tessa Conley. I didn’t know why I kept thinking about her.
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The hospital door slammed shut, and Ross Darwin walked into the room. His face was red; his eyes glared sharply. He looked like a demon wanting to kill me. I rushed to the side of my four-year-old son and held him tightly in my arms.

“You whore!” my older husband yelled. He looked at my son before throwing a piece of paper in my face. “Who’s the father of that wimp?”

Mike cried as Ross yelled at us. His cries grew louder when Ross rushed and grabbed me by the hair. I managed to put Mike back on his bed before my heartless husband slammed me on the couch across the bed. I tried to fight him, but a series of punches hit my face, bleeding my lips and almost blinding my eyes. Not satisfied, he banged my head into the corner of the couch.

“How dare you let me raise another man’s son!” Ross yelled furiously. He twisted the back of my hair and forced me to face him. “I had to sell a car just to pay that wimp’s bill thinking that he was my son after all. But he’s not!”

"I didn't know," I cried while covering my face. Ross removed my hands and whacked another slap on my face. "I didn't know."

“That kid is going to an orphanage,” he declared. He made me face him again and said, “And you are going back to my bar and become everyone’s whore until you have paid me for every cent I spent on somebody else’s kid.”

“No!”

I rushed to cover my son before Ross could lay a finger on him. Fortunately, a nurse came and immediately called for help. Ross pointed and glared at me before running out of the room. Mike cried on my chest. I tried to hush his cries, but I couldn’t stop my cries, too.

Part of me cried because of relief. Mike was not Ross's son; the blood test confirmed it. My son had aplastic anemia. Ross hated the expense of regular blood transfusion and chose the permanent cure of bone marrow transplant. Both of us were not a match, strengthening his theory that Mike was not his son.

But if Mike was not Ross’s son, his life was in more danger. The doctors suggested a bone marrow transplant for him with a close relative. I was the only closest relative he had. Me and... Michael. But would a man who wished me dead want to save my son?

I wiped the tears from Mike's eyes. I had always believed that he wasn't Ross's son. His light blue eyes reminded me of the only two men who were good to me. One loved me; the other I secretly loved. Except for his lips, which he took after me, Mike looked like his real father, Matthew, and his uncle, Michael. 

While showering Mike's forehead with kisses, I thought of Matthew. He never knew that we had a son. I never thought that the last night we shared would leave me such a gift before I was forced into marriage with Ross. He begged me to stay with him that night, but I told him to forget about me. It was for his sake. Ross threatened to harm him if I went to him. Matthew had to leave. He was the only family Michael had. I didn't want to hurt him for Michael's sake.
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“You’re spacing out again.”

I turned to Ryan and laughed a bit. He opened a lunch box and gestured that I should dig in. I chuckled after seeing his carefully made lunch. I raised an eyebrow at him and said, “You’re lucky to have Sally. How does she find time to pack you a good lunch with the baby and all?”

Ryan laughed proudly. It had almost been a year since he married Sally. He had become the source of envy with some workers in the company. How can one be as lucky as him? He got a chance to get a degree in engineering, marry the boss’s daughter, and have a loving family to surround him. A family. After I lost Matthew, I didn’t get to have one.

Of course, the Gonzalos gave me the comfort of a family. I was the youngest worker in the company, and the Gonzalo couple looked out for me. Their daughter, Sally, is like a sister to me. But at the end of every day, after Matthew died, I had no one. It had been around five years since he died; I had been alone that long.

“You should just move in with Cora,” Ryan suggested. “I bet she knows how to make a good lunch.”

“She’s nothing to me.”

Ryan looked at me for a while before avoiding my eyes. I knew him a few months before Matthew died, and somehow, he became like a brother to me when I needed one. I had never told him about my past, but Sally had. That brat knew a lot about me and couldn't keep it from her husband.  

“That woman betrayed Matthew. It doesn’t mean that every woman will betray you, too,” Ryan finally said what was on his mind.

I clenched my jaw for a moment and thought of Tessa. “I’m not interested in finding a wife or any woman in my life.” Until I punished Tessa for betraying Matthew and me.
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The summer sun hit my face after stepping down from the cab. Mike buried his face on the side of my thigh to cover his face from the sun. Mike peeked from behind me after hearing the laughter of children. Clutching his little bear, he looked at me with a tiny smile. Six years. It had been that long since I stepped in front of the Pratt’s house.
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