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While not sitting at her laptop writing romance novels or procrastinating on Pinterest, Twitter and Facebook, Kelli Maine can be found avoiding laundry, waging war with a dishwasher, strategically planning her vacation requests to get the most time off, and convincing herself she doesn’t really want that dark chocolate Godiva bar.


Kelli loves hearing from readers! Find her on Twitter @KelliMaine, on her blog: www.kellimaine.blogspot.com, and on Facebook and Goodreads.



Praise for Kelli Maine:

‘Intense, heart-pumping, and super sexy! Don’t fret if you missed book one or the novella that followed; it’s a cinch to ease into this tale. Readers will get a kick out of the hero, who will haunt you long after the last page has turned’ Romantic Times

‘An interesting, exciting, heart-catching take, and certainly one I’ll add to my ‘What to Read after Fifty Shades’ list’ Maryse’s Book Blog

‘This book hooked me from the very beginning and glued me to every page. MJ stole my heart and quickly became one of my new favorite leading men. Loved it’ Michelle Valentine, New York Times bestselling author

‘Taken By Storm is a passionate love story that grips you by the heart from the first page and doesn’t let go. MJ and Maddie’s love is soul-deep. Maine has written a masterpiece!’ Kristen Proby, USA Today bestselling author

‘If it were even possible for another Rocha man to seduce and beguile me, MJ delivers from the very first page. With his father’s DNA and dimples, he’s every woman’s dream in and out of the bedroom. Maine has crafted another fast-paced, passionate love story’ Katie Ashley, New York Times bestselling author

‘Sexy, beautifully written, and just plain HOT, Taken By Storm stole me away for hours and is a read I plan to take in again and again. Sorry Hubby, MJ is officially my new book boyfriend!’ Emily Snow, New York Times bestselling author

‘I loved this book! I stayed up late to read just because there was never a good stopping point . . . a definite winner’ MyKeeperShelf.blogspot.com
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Taken to paradise. Given to passion. A man never wanted a woman as much as he wants her.

Merrick Rocha is the kind of man who makes a woman yearn for more. And for Rachael DeSalvo, he's the kind of man who could easily fit into her picture of happily-ever-after.

With each touch, each kiss, her body is thrilled as she never knows what to expect next. Their wedding day – and night – are no exception.

Now, as they come together as one, free to trust as deeply as their bodies connect, Rachael is finally ready to . . . take this man.








Dear Readers,


It’s with bittersweet emotion that Rachael and Merrick’s story comes to a close with Given and Take This Man. Not many people know this, but Rachael and Merrick have been with me since 2007, when I put them in the first novel I ever wrote, an urban fantasy (new adult, which wasn’t a real genre then) novel that never saw the light of day. Until the summer of 2012, they passed their days in a place I called Misfit Character Island. I never realized all those years they were sitting on Turtle Tear waiting for me to gift them a new story that would introduce them to readers.


Turtle Tear is a real place in my mind. I know it inside and out. I’ll miss being there with Rachael, Merrick, Beck, Joan, Maddie, MJ, and you. I hope you’ve enjoyed reading their stories as much as I’ve enjoyed writing them.




All My Best,
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. . . he’d put his blood, sweat, tears, and entire heart into building the home where he wanted to spend the rest of his life, and since she owned his life, it was all hers to have. He only hoped she’d let him keep his soul, which was bound to hers for all eternity.





—Taken, Prologue









One


Rachael


I never thought this day would come, and yet, it came faster than I’d ever imagined. Staring at my reflection in the antique dressing mirror in the big back bedroom on the second floor of the Weston Plantation, I felt excitement spark through every nerve in my body. My grandmother’s wedding dress fit perfectly, and the lace overlay my mother had added to hide a red wine stain on the front matched flawlessly. Actually, I liked the dress even better with the addition.


“You look . . .” Aunt Jan tilted her head, faltering for the right word. “I was going to say you look like a princess, but I know you’d hate that, so I’m just going to say you make a beautiful bride.”


I let out a nervous laugh. I would’ve hated it if Aunt Jan called me a princess. “Thanks. Where’s my mom?”


“She’s coming right up. She had to get something from her room that she wants you to have today.”


As if summoned, my mom popped through the door. She took one look at her sister and frowned. “Jan, I thought we agreed you’d wear a dress today.”


“A nice pantsuit is fine for a wedding,” Aunt Jan said, turning to me for confirmation. “Right?”


I paused from fiddling with my delicate hairclip made of pearls and white heron feathers found on Turtle Tear Island. “You could wear jeans and I’d be fine with it as long as you’re here.”


Mom rushed over to me, waving her hand around my head, prodding the knot that held the sides of my hair back and fingering the loopy thick curls that hung down my bare back. “I hope there are no fleas or lice in those feathers. I can’t believe you’d want something like that in your hair.”


I refused to let my mother—who was only acting over-the-top crazy today because she was even more nervous than I was—get to me. “Mr. Simcoe soaked them and made sure they were clean. Don’t worry.”


“Well,” Mom said, wringing her hands, “okay then. Do you have the strand of Great-Grandma DeSalvo’s pearls I sent you?”


“Right over there on the dresser. I need help fastening them, though.”


Aunt Jan picked up the pearls and draped them around my neck. After they were fastened, she kissed my cheek. “I’m proud of you, kid. Not just for getting married. You know that.” She chucked me in the arm with her fist playfully, and turned for the door. “I’ll give you two some mother-daughter time.”


Mom and I watched her leave, the solid wooden door clicking shut behind her. “Come sit for a minute,” Mom said, taking my hand and leading me to the windows overlooking the expansive backyard, where an enormous tent had been set up for the reception. Workers in black tie were setting up tables, dressing them in white linen.


I sat on one side of a Victorian love seat in a small sitting area, and Mom sat beside me. She reached into the pocket of her beaded pink jacket and pulled out a man’s ring with a blue stone. I recognized it as my father’s. His father had given it to him. “The dress covers old and new with the lace bodice, and borrowed since it was your grandmother’s. You needed something blue,” she said, placing the ring in my hand. “If you’ll let me, I’ll sew it into the underside of your skirt. I’d like Merrick to have it after the ceremony.”


Tears sprang to my eyes as my heart clenched. “Only if you give it to him, Mom.” My father’s presence would be missed—him walking me down the aisle especially—and for Mom to make him a part of today with his ring . . . it was more than I could take without breaking down.


“I’d love that,” she said. I dove across the love seat and hugged her. She held me tight and kissed my forehead. “I’m so happy for you,” she whispered. “I know your father would’ve loved Merrick. He’s a man’s man, just like your dad was.”


I nodded, unable to speak around the lump of emotion stuck firmly in my throat.


“Now stop the tears,” Mom said, holding me back from her. “You’re ruining your makeup.”


“She better not be ruining her makeup!” Shannon, my best friend from home and college roommate, said in the doorway. “Sorry. Hope I’m not interrupting.”


“No.” I stood up, waving my hands toward my face to dry my eyes. “You’re fine. I think I need a touch-up, though.”


“I’ll grab my sewing kit while she’s busy with you,” Mom said, straightening her tea-length raw silk skirt, which rustled when she walked.


Shannon strode in the room as Mom strode out. My bridal room was starting to resemble Grand Central Station with all the coming and going. “What do you think?” Shannon asked, twirling in her bridesmaid gown. Since there were only two of them, I let Maddie, Merrick’s son’s girlfriend—no. Brother. MJ was Merrick’s brother. It was still difficult to convince my mind that MJ wasn’t Merrick’s son after all. I let Maddie and Shannon pick out their own dresses as long as they coordinated. Shannon’s dress was like her personality—flashy, a bright yellow-green that set off her blond hair with an uneven hemline and shiny, fitted, strapless bodice. I’d seen a picture of it on the hanger she’d sent me from her phone, but this was the first time I’d seen her wearing it. “You’re stunning, Shan,” I said, giving her a hug.


“Nothing compared to the bride.” She held my hand and spun me around. “Hope Merrick doesn’t rip all that lace when he gets you alone tonight!”


I kind of hoped he would, except that the dress was a family heirloom.


“Oh my God, Rachael!” Maddie swooped into the room and put one arm around my waist and one around Shannon’s. “You are the most beautiful bride I’ve ever seen! Merrick is going to die!”


Her dress was a rich, emerald green that accentuated her brilliant blue eyes and dark hair. She wore jewel tones amazingly well. The yellow and burnt orange calla lilies tied with ivory ribbon around their long stems would be perfect with each of their choices. “I’ll be the most beautiful bride until you walk down the aisle, Mads.” I took her hand and squeezed. Knowing MJ’s college graduation was right around the corner, I doubted it would be long before she had a diamond on her finger.


“What about me?” Shannon teased. “Don’t you think I’ll be a beautiful bride someday?” She made a gagging sound and laughed. “I can’t even talk about being a bride without getting sick. Forget it! You two can wear the white. I’ll stick to the bridesmaid role. More variety that way.”


“I’m guessing she’s not talking about the dresses?” Maddie said, grinning.


“Uh, no,” Shannon said, smirking. “Definitely the men. Speaking of . . . are Riley and Jesse going to be at this shindig?”


Shannon had experienced a night of, well, debauchery with Riley and Jesse in the past. I wanted no part of another meet-up with that trio. “They’ll be around,” I said as noncommittally as possible.


Shannon rolled her eyes and grabbed her makeup bag. “Whatever. You’re no fun.” She patted a tufted wingback chair. “Sit.”
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