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​INTRODUCTION
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Luke

I was branded as a vicious criminal,

But I wanted to change for my future

For the first time, I wanted my life to matter

Ben

I lost my youth because of immaturity

In prison, I spent years hoping for a good life

If I ever have it, I promise to make the most of it.

But this woman threatened the future we can have.

She tried to shake the ground that became our hope.

Maybe the good future wasn’t for us at all

But should we give Charlotte Basset a darker future than ours?

Luke Lemming and Ben Danes had struggled to keep their paths straight after getting out of prison. Raul Gonzalo’s small construction company gave them hope. But the stone-hearted widow Charlotte Basset would do anything to eliminate the company that killed her husband. Losing their hope but wanting to give the Gonzalos theirs, the two young ex-convicts decided to teach the widow some lessons – one she had learned before and had come to love.

Will the three vicious hearts end up shattering each other? Or will they become each other’s completion?

Controlling Charlotte is the third 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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​Charlotte
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I crumpled the paper in my hands and threw it out the car window. Stupid boy! My blood boiled from getting rejected, especially since it had a connection with the downfall of the Gonzalo Construction Company. Raul Gonzalo would easily fall without his most trusted foreman, Michael Pratt. Ingrate.

After what I did for him and his family, Michael's loyalty remained with the Gonzalos. I made it possible for him to marry his wife, Tessa, and made sure that her ex-husband would totally be out of the picture. I even treated Tessa like a sister. All I asked was for him to leave the company. I had a better offer for him, but he still chose that stupid company. I really wondered what secrets Raul held over his workers that they would do anything to stay loyal to him.

“Stop,” I told my chauffeur when my phone received a message.

My jaw clenched as I scanned the information of the remaining workers in the company. For the past month, I had been pirating Raul’s workers to pull his company down. A few remained loyal to him. Taking a few more would ensure his bankruptcy. It would then be the end of my revenge.

My eyebrows met when the word “murder” captured my eyes. The document enumerated the names of the workers under Raul. Most workers had petty crimes, but I never thought that some would be higher-degree criminals. 

I scrolled to check the rest of the information and stopped at the picture of two young men. The info states that they were convicted of murder when they were twenty. Now, at thirty-two, they were serving the last few months of their parole. Raul was at it again. He must have been so desperate to keep his operation afloat that he accepted parolees. Not just simple parolees but those convicted with murder.

Lucas Lemming and Benjamin Danes. The records showed that they were convicted of second-degree murder for killing a member of a rival youth gang. Their sentences were supposed to be fifteen years. But due to good conduct, they were commuted, making them eligible for discretionary parole. They only need to keep up their good record, and they would be released absolutely.

They are murderers!  Men like them should rot in jail and should not enjoy any comfort in life. The state was foolish to grant them parole. I can’t let them walk away. They killed a person. They should pay for it with their lives. Some might argue that they were young when it happened, or that they have a right to a second chance. Bullshit. How about my first husband? Didn’t he have a right to life?

My vision blurred as tears appeared. Henry Carlisle, my first husband, didn’t even have a chance to see our sons grow up. We didn’t even fulfill our aspiration to have a daughter. We were robbed of the happiness of growing old together. I didn’t have enough chances to prove how much I loved him. All because Raul Gonzalo felt pity over ex-convicts!

Fifteen years ago, Raul approached Henry and convinced him to put up a construction company that would hire ex-convicts. Raul was an ex-con; Henry was a rising defense lawyer. My husband had a soft spot for giving convicts second chances. He trusted the nature of people to change. So, he believed in Raul's cause.

The company thrived and became one of the foremost housing construction companies in Hood River and nearby towns and cities. Raul became greedy for profit. Realizing the advantage of using ex-cons who would work under minimum salary, he began to hire vicious ex-convicts. The company had first-degree ex-cons working for it. Henry worried that something could go wrong. Having dozens of convicts in one place might cause problems. Raul didn't listen.

Three years after the company was established, my husband was killed by one of the workers. It was a premeditated murder that had been planned for months. Before his death, Henry managed to prove the innocence of an accused in a rape-slay case. The victim's family, not satisfied by the acquittal, blamed Henry. The victim's father planned to avenge her daughter's death with his own hands. He hired an ex-convict to kill my husband and the accused.

John Athos, the killer, used Raul’s negligence in hiring workers. He worked for two months on the site to plan the murder of Henry. He made Henry’s death appear as an accident. Henry would have been a victim of injustice, but a witness came out and pointed to John Athos as the murderer. Upon his arrest, John confessed to the crime. He was tried and convicted along with the victim’s father.

Henry had his justice. That’s what people in Hood River thought, but not me. Someone didn’t serve his punishment! Raul Gonzalo. If he only listened to Henry and didn’t hire murderers, my husband would have still been alive. I would still be living the beautiful life of being his wife. My boys and I wouldn’t have suffered after losing him. I wouldn’t have been living in anger for the past twelve years. For that, Raul must pay.

The sound of a truck pulling across the street pulled me back to my senses. I rolled down the window of my car and realized that we were on the worksite of Raul’s company. The site was not as busy as before. The project was not as big, either. With only twelve workers, what work could the company get? Next time there will only be ten.

I looked at the names of the murderers. Those two will go back to prison. I'll make sure of that. Raul will lose all his workers. I was about to close the window when a hot younger man assisted the truck. He was shirtless, showing off his shoulders that were as wide as an ocean. He had a very sexy V-shaped body with a toned back.

My throat dried when the man turned around, showing the front of his body to my view. I licked my lips as my eyes traced his sculpted body. He had a large tattoo on the left shoulder that extended to the left side of his chest. He also had another tattoo on his arms. The lines of his abs were so visible that I even thought they were tattooed, too. The hair on his torso was not that thick. He had a military-style haircut that showed off the manliness of  his appearance. Just my style, I thought with a naughty smile.

Slut. A voice in my head called. I wanted to look away from the man, but my eyes landed on his crotch. He had quite a bulge, making me wonder what good treasure he had there. Charlotte! My head warned me, but my body was crazy. As I continued to gaze at the young man, the desire began to boil in my blood. I wondered how it would feel to be under him. How strong would his thrusts be? How loud would he make me scream?

“Enjoying the view?”

I got startled when someone asked. I looked to the side of the car and found another young man. With the way he was clothed, I could tell that he was one of the workers. He wasn't half-naked but wore a sleeveless fitted top. He wasn't as wide as the other man, but he was as thick. Maybe it was because he was closer that I found him more handsome than the other one. But his boyish look didn’t trigger as much curiosity as the other man. He looked like someone who would give his cock to me the moment I demanded it.

“You’re Mrs. Basset, aren’t you?”

I froze on my seat when the man pushed his head inside the window and stared straight into my face. He didn’t look like any of my husbands; he was more handsome – the kind of man a college student would go crazy for. I wanted to yell at him, but his green eyes mesmerized me. His long, wavy blond hair curled along his ears.

“Get your filthy head off my car before I cut it,” I warned him with a glare.

The man snorted and looked at me from head to my breasts. I wore a black Gucci suit with a plunging neckline, showing my cleavage. He let his eyes stay on my cleavage for a while before taking his head out of the window. The young man flashed a boyish smile. A cold wind splashed on me and released all my heat. He was gorgeous as hell – like Spartacus in the flesh.

I rolled the window up, but as the shield covered me, I secretly looked down at his crotch. He had quite a bulge, too. I glanced at the other man, and a crazy desire stirred inside me – a craziness I had been trying to control. My palms became sweaty; my breathing turned short and heavy. A beautiful tingling sensation crept towards my nipples. I felt them harden under my lace bra. As the strange heat engulfed me, my thighs throbbed and tickled my slit.

My tongue became restless; my pussy overflowed with wetness. Sex. The thought filled my head. I told the chauffeur to lower the division curtain to the backseat so I could have my privacy. While my customized Benz drove away, I slid my hands under my dress and reached for my breasts and folds.
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