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Content Warnings





Content Warning: This is a kinky romance series that includes alcoholism, conversations of being cheating on, fears of infertility, pregnancy, references to purity religion, cult and mistreatment of women, sexually explicit scenes with include elements of kink such as impact play, edging, restraints, breath play, Shibari, wax play, praise, an age gap, a CGL relationship and degradation. 
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The Proposition


Raven





“Ithink this is an absolutely insane idea.” I said, turning to my best friend and fellow crazy person. 

“Yet you agreed to it, anyway.”

“I told you I’d think about it and I did. At this point in my life, I just can’t think of a reason not to. I mean, other than the whole meeting a complete stranger, agreeing to marry him, and do god knows what else he asks of me.”

“An insanely rich stranger,” Talia added with a smile so big it looked like her face was going to split in half. “Listen, I know you are nervous, but it’s going to be amazing. Just think, how cool will it be if we get bought by two billionaires who are friends? We will see each other all the time. It will be like nothing changed other than our money problems and shitty dating life.”

“I think that’s a bit too optimistic. One of the conditions in the contract said we needed to be willing to live and/or move wherever his job will take him. Full spousal support in all aspects of business, were the exact words.” 

“You still get off on all that legal crap, don’t you?”

I took a deep breath and just shook my head. Another conversation about how I didn’t finish my law degree wasn’t something I was in the mood for. It was that damn degree that put me in this position to begin with. If I wasn’t drowning in debt and facing foreclosure on my little townhouse, then I wouldn’t even be considering something like this. 

“Five years isn’t that long.” 

“No, it’s not, and who knows, maybe we will fall madly in love with our fancy billionaires and get to stay.”

“You have watched way too many movies… or read too many books. Or maybe both. This is a business transaction, and that’s all. If you go into this with the idea that you are going to have your fairytale wedding with your Prince Charming, then you are going to be thoroughly disappointed.”

“You know you always say I’m the problematic optimist, but someone has to be around you. The glass isn’t always half empty, Raven. Sometimes things work out in our favor. It’s just been a long time since that happened.”

Talia and I had been living together since we graduated from high school. My mom pretty much raised the both of us, since Talia’s mother was an abusive drunk. We lived in a rundown area in New York City and even with three jobs, my mom struggled to feed us. We learned early to be resourceful. I picked up odds and ends work at restaurants since I was sixteen and always asked if I could bring leftovers home. Talia worked in retail and jumped from job to job, but her discounts helped pay for things like school clothes and running shoes. We figured it out, we always did. In fact, it had become our motto of sorts. 

When I got into law school, it was a dream come true for all of us. But then my mom got sick and I couldn’t concentrate on studying when she was suffering so much. Talia quit work to take care of her and I took out a mortgage that was way too expensive and moved us into the townhouse. When mom died and her disability payments ended, we fell behind on the same mortgage I got to help us. I dropped out of law school and that was it. Now we were about to endeavor on something I never would have considered in my life. An auction where single billionaires bid on and won a temporary wife. The whole thing felt icky, but we were completely out of options. 

“Okay, let me see your application again. I want to make sure we have everything covered.”

I reached for the laptop Talia and I shared and pulled up her registration packet. We weren’t at a total disadvantage. Part of the process was listing out what debts we wanted paid and where we wanted our payments to go throughout the contract. I had listed my student loans and the mortgage since that’s all that was in my name. When mom was sick, Talia took out a bunch of credit cards to help pay for things, so we wanted to get them all paid, too. I looked through the list for the tenth time.

“It’s all there.”

“Yup, Rae, it’s still all there.” She rolled her eyes and hopped up off the couch to head to the kitchen. “Do you want a drink?”

“Do we have anything left?”

She pulled open our pitiful looking liquor cabinet. “Vodka. At least I think that’s what it is. Why doesn’t this one have a label?”

“Let me see.” 

I got to the kitchen and reached for the bottle. Yup, it was vodka. I had no idea how long it had been in there or why on earth the label would be missing, but mom got a little crazy at the end. Brain cancer was an evil disease. Not only did it take your life, it made you crazy while it did. I reached for two glasses and poured us both a shot. 

The proposition we received from the strange woman in black was only a week ago. That meant only seven days had passed since I opened the first foreclosure letter from my bank. One thing that continued to haunt me was the timing of it all. I was massively depressed over our future, and Talia insisted we go out for one last night. Considering we were facing homelessness, it was the most insane idea ever, but I did it anyway. We went to Ellie’s, a local sports bar that was always full of super hot military looking men. The eye candy far outweighed the atmosphere. We sat giggling our way through drinks and making up stories about everyone there until we officially ran out of money. Talia asked for the bill, but we were told it was taken care of. Someone had paid for an entire night of drinks in New York City. No one did that, at least no one normally did that. 

When we stepped out of the bar, she approached us. I was too drunk to realize it then, but now after seven days and a ninety-six page contract, it seemed like her proposition was a bit too timely to be ironic. Now with less than twenty-four hours left before they picked us up, I had to wonder if we were making the biggest mistake of our lives or if this really was a dream come true.

“This is it, bottoms up.” 

“Wait, wait! We need a toast,” Talia said, pulling my arm back down.

“To what?”

“To our last night of free will, of course.” 

I shook my head and laughed. “If you say so. Cheers to our last night of free will.”

I had only wished that moment I realized how much truth there was to that statement. Hindsight is a bitch. I shot back the vodka, and we both screamed in disgust. It would have been the loudest noise in the house had the doorbell not rang at that precise minute.  
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The Unwanted Guest


Raven





“Who the hell could that be at this hour?” 

“I don’t know. I’ll get rid of them. Grab the laptop. If we don’t get this paperwork in by midnight, then we are out.” 

I ran back over to the couch and pulled the computer into my lap. First off was Talia’s, since her forms were still pulled up. I did one last glance over the financials and hit send. As I was signing into my online portal, I heard the voice of one man I hoped I’d never hear from again. 

“Come on, Talia, just let me in. “

“No Cal, you’re drunk and Raven made it clear she wants nothing to do with you.”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about. Raven loves me. Just tell her I’m here.”

“No.” 

I looked up and watched as Talia was trying to close the door on Cal’s foot. I knew better than anyone he wasn’t going anywhere without seeing me. I set the computer aside and got up to go save my hard-headed best friend.

“It’s fine, Talia.”

I reached for the door as she gave me a dirty look.

“What are you doing here, Cal?”

“I came to see my little lady,” he said as he tried to step forward and reached for me. 

“Hands off. You’re drunk. Go home.”

“I can’t go home. I’m drunk. Can’t drive.” 

“Then how did you get here?”

“Uber.” 

My level of patience with this man was nearing an all-time low. For a cop, he was really a piece of shit human. He reeked of liquor and was leaning heavily against the door frame. The downside of homeownership was the inability to disappear from alcoholic asshole exes who had your address.

“You can sleep on the couch, but I swear to god if you try anything stupid I will call 911 and have them come pick you up.”

I stepped aside as he stumbled in and nearly fell. What I ever saw in this guy was a mystery to me. I blame it on my constant need to seek authoritative male figures. Or at least that’s what my therapist called it back when I could afford to pay her. Never having a father did that to a girl, which was dumb if you asked me. My mom was more than enough in the parental department.

“I’m not going to try anything stupid. I just wanted to see you.”

He advanced on me again, but with a small push to his shoulder, Cal changed directions and headed for the couch. This wasn’t the first time he’d be sleeping there, but it would be the last… at least for a long while. 

“I’ll get some blankets,” Talia said with a huff as she made her way back to our bedrooms.

I bent down and undid both of Cal’s boots out of habit and then moved the throw pillows to one end of the couch. “There, lay down.”

“Why don’t you come lay with me, just until I fall asleep.”

“No.”

“Come on Rae, for old times’ sake.”

I pushed him over and he fell back onto the pillows. He was a big guy, but when he was drunk, it was like handling a small child. “I’ll get you some water.”

Talia came back and threw the blankets at his face, letting out a not so ladylike curse. Our open floor plan made it easy to see the aggravated look as she walked back over to me.

“Did you submit everything?” she whispered, as if the drunken baboon could hear her.

“I sent yours in. I still have to do mine.”

“You only have like twenty minutes left. Hurry with him and get it done. I’m not selling my ass to the highest bidder by myself.”

“Selling your what?” Cal said while trying to hold his head up off the pillows.

I walked around Talia with a glass of water in my hand. “Nothing. She didn’t say a darn thing that concerns you.” 

I handed Cal the water and helped him sit up a bit to drink it. Why was I like this? The constant caretaker. I should have just left him on my front porch, but knowing my neighbors, they would have just called the police. It was going to be bad enough explaining why I was subletting my place for the next five years. Thank god for New York real estate, because even with the mortgage paid off, I never would have been able to cover insurance and taxes without a renter. 

I took the glass back from Cal and put it on the coffee table before I picked up my laptop to head to my room. 

“Hey, what is that?” he asked as I went to walk away.

“Nothing.”

“It’s not nothing. Let me see.” He reached, and I tried my best to pull away, but I tripped, which put me right in his reach. Not only did I come down onto his lap, but my laptop did too and his hands, which were suddenly too fast for a drunk guy, grabbed it and pulled it from my arms.

I scrambled to get off of him. The smell of rum and being so close to him brought back memories I didn’t want. By the time I was standing, he was already reading what was on the screen. Or trying to. He couldn’t hold the laptop still and had it propped up on his chest so he could see it clearly. 

“Are you on the dark web right now?”

“What?”

“The dark web. This website is a trafficking auction.”

“It is not. Give me my computer back.”

“It most certainly is,” he said, pointing to the screen, “We had a case open on these people a couple of years ago.”

“Cal, give me my computer.”

“What have you gotten yourself into?”

“It’s none of your business.”

“You’re a fucking idiot if you think you are going to get involved with those people.”

I reached for my computer, not caring if he tore it in two at this point, and pulled it from him. “Goodnight, Cal!” I hollered as I made my way back into the bedroom. 

“You’re not going Raven. You’re mine. I’m not going to let anyone else have you.”

The shiver that ran through my body wasn’t one of excitement, but one of fear. Cal wasn’t exactly the most honest cop on the force. They had suspended him on leave multiple times for unethical behavior. I had no idea how he kept getting his job back, but he did. Every single time. If he meant what he said, then I was fucked. 

I just hope that the old geezer who buys me tomorrow night has enough money to keep a corrupt New York City cop away from me. Because if not, I had no idea what would happen next.  
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Unforeseen Circumstances


Beckett





“What do you mean she didn’t turn in her packet?” 

“It’s not here. The deadline was midnight. If she submitted after midnight, then her information got pushed to the next auction.”

“Can’t you see that? You should be able to see that. I want her file pulled and her listing up tonight.”

“Sir, I understand your frustration, but we don’t know yet if she submitted anything at all. We can’t force any of our prospects to move forward. It’s completely up to them. They have to decide that they want to agree to the terms.”

I slammed the phone down on my desk. It was one of the few reasons I kept a business line at the office. I loved slamming the phone on people and pushing ‘end’ on my cell just didn’t have the same effect. 

“Fucking shit,” I muttered under my breath as Leo walked in. 

“What’s your problem now?”

“She didn’t turn her packet in.”

“Raven?”

“Who else would I be talking about?”

“Yeah, I don’t know. It’s not everyday you buy a woman.”

“Shut the fuck up.”

“Seriously man, you’re sure you want to go through with this? You could get any woman you want.”

“Do you think I would have gone through this much trouble if I wanted someone else?”

“Good point.”

“What did Dante say about that high rise?”

“He’ll take it. He doesn’t really want it, but I told Ares it’s a cash cow when it’s fully leased.”

“Okay, I’ll schedule the closing with Christy Calvano then. How’s it been working for them?”

Leo shrugged. “It is what it is. Noah’s the one who is getting antsy. He’s a shoot first, ask questions later kind of guy and working for The Dark Kings isn’t that kind of work.”

The Dark Kings ran New York City. Dante Corsetti, Ares Sabino, and Nico Marchesi were vicious. I kept my distance from them for the most part, but Dante’s cousin Luca and I went to college together, so I knew them better than most. I had a listing for a high rise that no one wanted, but I figured they would go for it. They owned three others in that same area and they wouldn’t want it to sit empty for long. I had reached out to their real estate attorney, Christy, a couple weeks ago, but she still hadn’t gotten back to me, so I called in a favor and asked Leo to look into it. It was helpful having college buddies who worked for them. Luca, Leo, Noah and I were inseparable when we were in college. Now we had all moved on to our own things. Ironically enough, Luca was the only one that came from a crime family, yet he was the only one of us who never got into trouble. 

“What am I going to do about Raven?”

“Here’s an idea. Call all this shit off and just approach her. Tell her who you are and ask her on a date.”

“I don’t need a date Leo, I need a son.”

“And a wife.”

“And a wife,” I agreed.

“I don’t know how you are going to make this all work. Once she gets to know you, she will put together the pieces.”

“It doesn’t matter if she figures it out after we are married. I just need her to submit her fucking paperwork to this damn auction. If she doesn’t, the whole thing is fucked.”

“What about Talia?”

“Her stuff is in. They are prepping for her pick-up now.”

“They do everything together. There is no way in hell Raven let Talia do this on her own.”

“I know that, but I can’t very well force the bitch from the auction to go get her, can I?”

“Why not? I don’t know who they have as clients, but this auction is only in New York City, right? If it’s only here, then we know who has the money for something like this, and no one other than The Dark Kings could outbid you. Since they won’t be there, throw some money around and see what it gets you.”

Dante, Ares, and Nico had just recently found their Queen. I say ‘found’ but in reality I’m pretty sure they stole her, but whatever. Who am I to judge?

“If she didn’t submit her paperwork, then I can’t bid on her. It doesn’t matter how much money I have.”

My phone rang before Leo could continue aggravating me.

“Yeah.”

“Mr. Haynes, I have some good news. It turns out Raven Wessex submitted her paperwork. It was just after midnight. She will be available at the next auction on July 15th.”

“That’s not acceptable.”

“But sir, our policy states —“

“I don’t give a fuck what your policy is. If you don’t have her listing up for tonight’s auction, I will buy your entire company and shut it the fuck down. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Is there someone else there that I need to talk to?”

“No, sir, I will take care of it.”

I slammed the phone again and smiled. 

“She’s in?”

“She’s in.” I wanted to jump up from my desk and fist pump into the air, but I didn’t want Leo to have that kind of clout over me. I’d never hear the end of it.

“Well, congrats man. Looks like you’ll be married in no time. Maybe then you’ll stop being such a dick all the time.”

“I’m not a dick.”

“Tell that to the receptionist sitting out front. She looked terrified when I walked up and told her I was here to see you.”

“That’s because you look terrifying, not because I’m a dick.”

“Not true. I dressed fancy to come here.”

I looked over at Leo. He was covered in tattoos that crept up his neck and out the sleeves of his shirt. He had on a pair of dark washed jeans and his riding boots that were covered in mud.

“That’s dressed up?”

“I don’t exactly have the kind of job that requires a three-piece suit.”

“Whatever.”

My phone rang again, and he rolled his eyes and stood to leave. “Call Ares about that property if you can’t get in touch with their realtor. And good luck tonight, lover boy.”

I threw my letter opener at him and hit the door as he closed it.

“Hello.”

“Hey, it’s me. I need you to come to the house. She’s out of her mind again, and it’s scaring William.” 
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A Forever Match


Raven





Cal was long gone by the time Talia and I woke up. I wasn’t surprised, really. He had a tendency to drop in drunk, then wake up semi sober and regret his decision to come over. I spent most of the morning listening to Talia bitch at me for letting him stay. Apparently letting your alcoholic cheating ex sleep on your couch was a big no-no in her books. I just nodded my head and agreed with her as if it weren’t the millionth time we had the conversation. I got her point the first time, but back then I was still hoping that we would somehow get back together. Now I was just happy that I would be gone for the next five years. Maybe he’d straighten his life out and find someone new. I didn’t wish the worst for him, but I wanted him to leave me alone. 

“Ready?” I looked up and found Talia standing in my bedroom door. “The car is here.”

I ran over to the window and looked out to see an all black SUV parked out front with a man in a black suit standing outside of it.

“This is really happening.”

“Yup, sure is. Come on!”

“Wait, what if we forgot something?”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know,” I said, walking over to my desk and rifling through the empty drawers.

“There is nothing left here, Raven. Everything is in the storage unit and if we need something, our fancy new men will buy it for us.”

I took a deep breath and nodded my head, letting her pull me from my bedroom and out into the kitchen. There stood one of the most gorgeous women I had ever seen in my life. What was it with the people who worked for this company? First the woman who recruited us, then the man on the video call reviewing the terms of the agreement. Every step of the way, it was like they were passing us on from one model to the next. Where were the real people? 

“Hello, Raven. It’s good to see you. I’m Adaline Cain. I will escort you through today’s process and stay with you both up until the auction tonight. Are you ready to go?”

“I think so.”

“Good, then let’s head out. I am a strong believer that on time is late and we have a lot to get done today.”

I looked over at Talia, whose  excitement was leaking out of her pores. It was always crazy to me that we had nearly grown up together and yet we had such different outlooks on life. I was a nervous wreck, questioning every decision and she was ready to jump off a cliff head first in hopes the man of her dreams would be there to catch her. 

When we got down to the car, the man who had been standing there held the door open for the three of us. It was a large SUV with blacked-out windows, so you could imagine my surprise when I went to get inside and there was a young man there waiting for us. 

“This is Nigel, my assistant. He will be with us today to ensure we meet your every need.” Adaline added once we were all seated. The driver returned to the car, and we took off onto the busy streets of New York. I watched as the bodega I stopped in every week passed by, then the coffee shop we go to on Sunday mornings. This part of the city had been our home for a long time and tears came to my eyes at the thought of not seeing it everyday. I hoped the man who bid on me lived in the city, but there was no guarantee. We each had to agree not only to travel, but relocate if needed. Talia reached for my hand and I gave hers a quick reassuring squeeze. This was the right decision, even if it was a difficult one to make. 

It didn’t surprise me when the car pulled up to a private parking garage. But once we entered the building, I couldn’t help but gasp. It was modern, sleek, and bustling with people. I had no idea what to expect, but this certainly wasn’t it. I barely had time to take in the light wood carved lobby podium or the white marble floors under my feet. The signs on the walls stated,  “A Forever Match” but that wasn’t what was on the paperwork we filled out. We followed closely behind Adeline and Nigel as I tugged on Talia’s sleeve and pointed at the sign. She looked as confused as I was and shrugged as we entered another elevator. Adeline used a key to access the seventy-fifth floor, which made me even more suspicious about where we were headed. 

When the doors opened, we walked down a long corridor with a combination of glass meeting rooms and offices. Nigel opened the door on the right and we went in behind Adeline.

“Where are we exactly?” I finally asked, as we took a seat.

“This is where you will be prepared for tonight,” Adeline said as Nigel placed two booklets down on the table, one in front of me and the other in front of Talia, “Normally we orient each guest individually. However, considering your closeness, I have received approval to handle both of your cases together.”

“Cases?” Talia asked as she opened the first page of the booklet.

“Yes, you have both been assigned a case number. It is on the front page of your information packet. If you turn to page three, you will see the itinerary for today. First, we will take you to the showers and ask to change into robes. From there we have physicals with our in-house physician and you will meet with the gynecologist to discuss birth control options. You will remember from the paperwork you signed that you are legally responsible for protecting yourself from pregnancy unless a written agreement is put in place between you and your future spouse. We’ve never had an ‘accident’ and we won’t break that tradition with the two of you. Do you understand?”

Talia and I nodded. For a normally friendly woman, she had quite an attitude over taking the pill. 

“After you have met with both doctors, we will begin preparing you for tonight’s auction. Hair, makeup, manicures and pedicures are all scheduled, as well as time with a stylist. We have both in-person and online bidders in tonight’s auction, so it’s imperative you put your best foot forward. Questions?”

I looked at Talia and she shrugged, “No, no questions.”

“Very good then. I will leave you with Nigel to review the documents I have provided for you. Lunch will be brought in shortly. We expect you to eat a full meal and then we will begin.”

Adeline stood and walked from the room. I looked down at the packet in front of me. Most of it looked like repeat documentation from what we had submitted online. There were a few pages about auction best practices and spousal expectations, but it wasn’t anything too shocking. I knew what I was getting into. I just prayed I wouldn’t be faced with an awful human as a temporary spouse. 

“Nigel?” Talia said, interrupting the silence, “What is ‘A Forever Match’? I thought the company we were working with was called ‘Sold to the Highest Bidder’? You know, like an auction house?”

“Um… I... that’s probably something Adeline should explain, not me.”

The name of the company wasn’t something he could explain? That didn’t make any sense. Every red flag known to man was popping up, and I feared we were way too late to back out. I looked at Talia, who for the first time all day had the decency to look concerned.

“We’ll be fine. It’s only temporary,” she whispered to me.

“Right, as long as we don’t get killed in the process.”
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Whirlwind


Raven





The next few hours went by in an absolute whirlwind. I had been poked, prodded, shaved, waxed and god only knows what else by teams of complete strangers who moved around me as if I wasn’t even there. The two doctors were less than friendly, and Nigel just stood in the corner all day, avoiding our questions and staying out of the way. Adeline finally made an appearance when the stylist came into the dressing room. It looked like a closet the size of my entire townhouse with floor to ceiling clothing racks that made me wonder how in the world they got things down when they needed them. I was tired, stressed and second guessing all of my life choices when a fiery red-headed woman came floating into the space, declaring she was there to dress us. 

“Raven, Talia, it’s just a gem to meet both of you!” she sang out as she reached for both our hands, making us not only stand but spin around so she could see all of us. 

“Hmmm… two very different body types, but both are perfect in their own way.” 

Talia was the tiny one of us, where I had more curves than was necessary. I spent most of my childhood trying to hide under baggy clothes. My breasts were huge and my hips grew at an alarming rate through puberty. I had what Talia lovingly called a bubble butt and my stomach was soft, not hard and trim like Talia’s seemed to naturally be. She was always the opposite of me. Light brown curly hair covered her head where my straight black hair fell around my shoulders with no real style. She was naturally thin but loved to run, so her small frame carried some serious muscles. I was lucky if I could climb the stairs to the townhouse with three bags of groceries. My outward appearance as a kid devastated me, but as I grew older, I grew a fondness for my own look. My body may not be runway ready, but I learned to dress myself to accentuate my favorite parts and hide the ones that made me nervous. It took me a lot of time to gain the confidence I needed to be myself, so a comment that my body was perfect in its own way made me smile. 

“Adeline has shared with me some of your likes and dislikes, as well as your sizing, so I’ve had some items pulled for us to try.”

She snapped her fingers and two younger looking girls came into the room pushing clothing racks filled with some of the most beautiful fabrics I had ever seen. 

“Wow,” Talia said as she hurried over to the rack in front of her and ran her hands over the clothes, “Is this all for me to try on?”

“Yes dear. So we should get going right away. Start with these,” she said as she pulled a dress from my rack and one from Talia’s, holding them out to the both of us. 

I looked around, trying to figure out where I was supposed to go.

“Where is the changing room?”

“This is the changing room, dear. I promise, you have nothing we haven’t seen before. Well, maybe Nigel, but that’s only because he doesn’t like girls.”

“I have nothing against girls. What she means is I’m gay. As in married to a man,” Nigel added, holding up his hand to show us his ring. 

Talia was already stripping out of her clothes. As confident as I had become in myself, was I really willing to take my clothes off in front of a room full of strangers?

“Come on, dear, no time to waste.”

It was now or never. I took a deep breath and pulled off my robe, leaving me bare to the world. Undergarments were hanging with the dress, so I started there, pulling a silk thong up my legs and then securing the most comfortable bra I had ever worn in place. The first dress was a short black sequin number that was beyond uncomfortable. In fact, everything on my rack was black where Talia’s had a handful of brightly colored garments. With a quick vote of no, I moved to the next dress, then the one after that. My head was spinning by the time we were done. Talia had a short silver dress with five inch strappy heels on, and they dressed me in a long black wraparound gown made of the softest fabric I had ever felt in my life. The dress was very low cut, showing off way more cleavage than I would have chosen, but that didn’t compare to the slit down my right leg. It was cut so high that if I moved incorrectly, there was no doubt I’d flash the world. I walked over to the mirror as the hair and makeup artists came into the room. Even without being fully done up, I barely recognized myself. I was certain the dress and heels I was wearing were more than all the money combined in both mine and Talia’s bank accounts. The woman looking back at me in the mirror looked lost, confused, but also happy. Never in my life had I been through an experience like this and I couldn’t help but feel special.

“You are a natural beauty.” Nigel said quietly as he came up behind me, “He’s going to love you.”

I looked up at him in the mirror. “Nigel, do you know who will bid on me tonight?”

His eyes went wide, and he shook his head. “No. Of course not… I just meant… I mean... whoever it is will love you.”

I watched as he nearly ran from me and back over to where Talia was sitting to have her make-up done. I looked over at Adeline and she had a look of steel on her face. She had heard Nigel, and she wasn’t pleased. I’d venture to say he was about to get his ass chewed out for sharing what he did. The whole thing was so surreal that I didn’t know what to think. The auction was supposed to be anonymous. The men bid with numbers, not names, and they weren’t supposed to have access to us until it began. 

Things were starting to click into place, but I had no idea what they all meant. Who was Nigel talking about? Did I have a rack of black clothes because he requested it? The gynecologist told me my only option was the pill in case my spouse and I decided we wanted children quickly. Yet when Talia came out of her appointment, she got an IUD without a problem. If they knew who planned to purchase me, were they following his wishes rather than offering me what Talia was being provided? Or was I just overthinking things?
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A Nightmare Before A Fantasy


Beckett





My family was a constant disaster. I walked into my mother’s home to find my nephew huddled in a cabinet in the kitchen and my sister on her hands and knees trying to coax him out. 

“Where is she?”

“Upstairs. I think she finally passed out.”

I kneeled down and looked in to see William curled in a ball with his knees pulled up to his chest. “Hey, buddy. Ready to come out?”

The little man reached his arms out to me as my sister stood to give us some space. I pulled him out of his hiding spot as he gripped my neck for dear life. “Listen bud, I need to go up and talk to Grandma. Can you hang out with your mom until I come back for bedtime?”

He nodded, and I took it as a sign that he’d go to his mother. I hated the life she led, but couldn’t hold it against her. Now my anger lay in the fact that she won’t let me help her and insisted she stay living with the she-devil herself. Maybe it wouldn’t bother me as much if I hadn’t spent my childhood hiding from her. Every time I saw William do the same, it killed me. 

“I’m tired of having these conversations, Ashlee. You need to leave here,” I said as I leaned over and placed William in her arms.

She ignored me, turned and walked towards the wing of the house where she and William had been staying. Four years ago, when he was born, her asshole ex disappeared after taking one look at his newborn son. Ashlee did what she could to stand on her own two feet, but she was a young single mom and I would not let her fail. I supported the both of them, but her refusal to move out of our family home was a constant strain between us. 

I walked to the master and found my mother sprawled out on the floor. The smell of gin permeated my nostrils as I got closer to her. Today’s drink of choice: gin and tonic. The woman wasn’t a one-kind-of-liquor alcoholic. Since my father had died, all she did was drink and pass out. I bent down and pulled her frail frame into my arms, then laid her down on the bed. Looking down at her sleeping peacefully, you would never know what a terror she could become. As a kid, I used to sneak in at night and watch her sleep. I’d tell myself fantasies about how she would wake up in the morning and be better. That she wouldn’t be angry the next day and we would do some normal family thing, like go out to the movies, or go out for ice cream. None of those things ever happened, though. I pushed the hair back from her face and pulled a blanket over her. Then I went around and straightened her room, turned out the lights and closed the door behind me. I felt guilty over my happiness that tonight wasn’t going to be much of a fight. I needed to get to the auction, but I also needed to be here for my sister. The constant feeling of being pulled in two directions wasn’t foreign to me, but it didn’t mean I liked it either. 

“Beck.” Ashlee’s voice startled me as I walked down the hallway toward William’s room. “He’s in here.”

I looked at my sister and noticed for the first time the red mark and slight swelling over her left eye. “Go get some ice on your face. I’ll get him tucked in.”

Her sad eyes nearly wrecked me. How had our lives turned into this mess?

I found William sitting up in my sister’s bed holding his stuffed panda that I’d given him when he was born. It had seen better days, but there was no way he’d let anyone replace it. Believe me, I’d tried. 

“Hey buddy, are you ready to go to sleep?”

He shook his head no, but gave me a small smile.

“Come on, I’ll read a story to you while we wait for mom.”

I lifted his little body and carried him down the hall. A few small bounces in the air and his laughter filled the hallways of an otherwise desolate house. When we got to his room, I laid him down on his little bed and pulled his covers over him. I reached for the book on the nightstand and took a seat on the floor. I was only about three pages into the story when I looked up and found him sound asleep. I kissed his little forehead and then went to find my sister in the kitchen. 

“Hey, sorry it took me so long to get here,” I said when I found her at the counter with an ice pack held up to the side of her face.

“It’s okay. Honestly, I shouldn’t even be bothering you with this crap, but I didn’t know who else to call.”

“It’s fine, really.”

“I know you get pissed at me.”

“Only because you insist on living here. I don’t understand why you won’t let me get you a place near me.”

“She doesn’t have anyone but us, Beck. If I just left her here, she’d die.”

“That’s a bit dramatic, don’t you think?”

“No, I don’t.” 

“You are living in a nightmare. One that repeats every day. I know when you left, life was hard, but it doesn’t have to be that way. I can help you and William. You don’t have to rely on anyone else.”

“No, absolutely not. I’m serious. She wouldn’t make it. I couldn’t live with the guilt.”

“Then I’ll hire someone for her. A nurse or something. You can’t stay here anymore, Ash. It’s time to move on.”

She sat there quietly, then looked over at the clock. “You should go. You’re going to be late.”

Ashlee was the only person besides Leo that had any idea what I was about to embark on. Leo knew the whole story, but Ashlee only knew pieces of it. As far as she knew, I was using a matchmaking service called ‘A Forever Match’ to find a woman to marry. I loved my sister, but there were far too many things in my world that would destroy her. I walked the straight and narrow path as far as she was concerned and I wanted to leave it that way. When Dad died, everything was left to me. She didn’t argue. She had always known I’d take care of her. But what she didn’t know was what I did with a bulk of the money. Now, I was faced with the one condition of his will I hadn’t fulfilled and I was running out of time. If I didn’t follow through with his final request, we would all lose everything. 

The problem was, between lying to my sister, keeping my mother in the dark, running two businesses, and orchestrating my plan to purchase Raven Wessex, I was balancing a lot of fucking balls, and one was about to drop.  
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