
 

 

 

 

 

 

UNCHAINED HEARTS 

Baxter Family Saga 

 

by 

Palessa 

 

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, 

places and incidents are either the product of the 

author’s imagination or used fictitiously, and any 

resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business 

establishments, events or locales is entirely 

coincidental. 

 

Unchained Hearts 

Copyright 2013 © Palessa 

 

 

Cover by JRA Stevens  

 

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.  

This book contains material protected under 

International and Federal Copyright Laws and Treaties. 

Any unauthorized reprint or use of this material is 

prohibited. No part of this book may be reproduced or 

transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or 



mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by 

any information storage and retrieval system without 

express written permission from the author / publisher. 

Book 1 in the Baxter Family Saga Series 

 

Kyle Avery, CEO of Mama Avery Foods, has been 

summoned to a special meeting by a note from her late 

mother, Virgilia Avery. When she arrives, she meets 

the elusive mogul Newton "Cass" Baxter, CEO of 

Baxter Chemicals and learns of the nearly forty year 

history her mother shared with Cass, as well as the 

obstacles they'd been forced to endure. As Kyle 

struggles to understand their history, she's forced to 

confront the man who loved and left her, Brandon 

Hall, VP of Baxter Chemicals and the adopted son of 

Cass Baxter. Kyle and Brandon unite in love, but 

separate in tragedy. They are forced to deal with the 

sad legacy of their parent's lives as well as their own 

heartbreak. It's up to them to finally break the chains 

which bind their hearts and find their own path to 

happiness. 

 



 
Virgilia Avery walked up to the door of the 

sprawling Gables mansion and knocked. Milly Banks 

opened the door and gave her that peculiar look. It was 

not uncommon in those days for a black woman to 

have something of her own, but there were always 

those, other women, who resented her for it. She saw 

the same derision in Milly Banks and she steeled 

herself.  

Milly looked at Virgilia. The last thing she needed 

was some uppity maid thinking she could use the front 

door just like everyone else. These people were rich 

and some girl walking in here with some misplaced 

sense of entitlement would be a problem. "I thought 

you were told that you needed to come in through the 

back," Milly said, with more than a touch of 

annoyance. 

Virgilia narrowed her eyes and straightened her 

shoulders. "Jim Crow is over and the last time I 

checked, one door was as good as the next."  

Unlike many women of color, Virgilia was more 

than aware of the times and her choices. She was going 

to college, but needed the extra money to cover her 

books. Her scholarship had covered more than half of 

her tuition, but she had decided against taking a loan, 

which meant she’d have to swallow her pride and take 

any job which would make ends meet.  

Her major was architecture; she planned to open 

up her own firm and build some of the most amazing 

buildings people had ever seen. Her mother had died 

when she was just a girl and her father, well, he was 

more like a distant uncle who was there only in 

body…but then not even that much anymore.  



She’d overheard him and her mother arguing 

when she was a little girl. He had questioned whether 

he was even her father. When her mother presented 

him with irrefutable facts, he laughed and called her 

nothing more than "a jacket." At the time, she had no 

idea what that meant, but her mother ripped into him 

using language she’d never known existed. Her father 

was quieter then. He would actually come and try to 

visit her, but she just looked at him and ignored him. 

Virgilia learned to take care of herself, because she 

remembered her mother telling her that a young black 

girl wasn't safe in this world. She learned to think 

quickly on her feet and found that not only was she 

good at math, but she was also pretty good at drawing. 

It started with shapes and then connecting shapes, then 

learning more about how certain shapes were more 

stable...the next thing she knew, she was drawing 

buildings, like houses and even her school. 

Her father didn't pay much attention to her and he 

kept out of her way as well. He didn't even attend her 

high school graduation, so she learned to live in her 

own world, separate from his smoke filled haze. She 

got odd jobs, took some extra courses and was able to 

get a few merit scholarships to the local university. 

Even though she was more than qualified for a variety 

of scholarships and grants, she got the distinct 

impression that color mattered more to some than 

most. She was practical, and decided that if she was 

going to do this, it was going to be by her own hand. 

Her first semester was an adjustment, but she loved it 

on its own merits. Virgilia applied for several on-

campus jobs, but no luck. She also tried to get 

internships, but when the time for interviews came, the 

positions were suddenly filled.  

A friend of hers heard that this family in Coral 

Gables was looking for house help. She hated the idea 



of being a maid. It was so 1950's. But she loved the 

idea of getting a college education more than she 

disliked the idea of doing domestic work. Virgilia 

applied and interviewed with Mrs. Joan Baxter. Mrs. 

Baxter was a woman of medium height and thin brown 

hair. The one word that came to Virgilia's mind was 

stingy. During the interview, Mrs. Baxter looked at her 

resume and threw it on the desk. She commanded 

Virgilia to stand and she did so, biting her tongue to 

help her remember the objective.  

Mrs. Baxter walked around the desk and looked 

Virgilia up and down. She was less than pleased with 

this woman’s proud shoulders and confident air. A 

black girl bringing a resume to an interview for a maid 

position was a bit too forward for her. These people 

don't wear ambition well, she thought. But despite her 

disgust, she was in a pickle and couldn't afford to be 

choosy. It seemed that word had gotten out about Joan 

the crone, as she was called.  

Mrs. Baxter hired the girl and made a mental note 

to put her in her place as often as possible. Her first 

move was to offer Virgilia less money than what she 

advertised. "Your pay will be twenty dollars a week…" 

"Excuse me," Virgilia said, "but the advertisement 

said thirty-five a week." 

"That’s for someone with experience." Mrs. 

Baxter smirked. "You don’t expect to make as much as 

someone like Milly, do you?" 

Virgilia held her ground. "What I expect, Mrs. 

Baxter, is to be paid the amount specified in your 

advertisement." That one hundred-forty dollars a 

month would put a dent in her tuition and leave her 

enough room to save for the next semester. Anything 

less wouldn’t be worth it… and that was when it hit 

her. She was familiar with the bait-and-switch routine 

being pulled regularly by people like Joan Baxter. 



They thought that since it was hard for blacks to get 

good work, there would be little argument. The 

difference was Virgilia wasn’t having it. This was 

1975 and Civil Rights was the blunt instrument used to 

beat sense into many ignorant white folks, especially in 

the South. She could read, write, vote and she wasn’t 

going to be cheated out of anything by anyone. 

Looking at Mrs. Baxter who sat poised in her chair, her 

gaze triumphant, Virgilia grabbed her bag and the 

advertisement.  

"Where are you going?" the older woman asked, 

startled by Virgilia’s actions.  

"If that’s the case, then I’m sure the University 

would appreciate that your advertisement was 

mistaken." Getting up, Virgilia turned to the door. 

"The last thing they would want is to be party to any 

false advertising on their property. Thank you for the 

interview, but I will not be accepting this position."  

Mrs. Baxter’s brow twitched as she saw the 

possibility of embarrassment for her husband, who had 

made it clear that she needed to get this housekeeper 

situation solved quickly.  

"Wait," she said, nearly screaming. Virgilia 

stopped and looked back. Mrs. Baxter’s lips were 

flattened together as she looked at the young woman. 

This girl was not like the others, she thought.  

"Yes, Mrs. Baxter?" Virgilia added a little extra 

honey to her tone. 

"I was mistaken." Taking an audible deep breath 

and raising her haughty head high, Joan Baxter said, "I 

think thirty-five is in my budget." 

"Well, I’m glad to hear that." 

Virgilia set her hours and got the offer in writing. 

There was, however, no mention of entering through 

the back door as if she was some shameful blight on 

the pristine household and that’s where she and Milly 



never quite took tea. In other words, it was one subject 

they would never agree on. 

 

*** 

 

She entered the house and Milly quickly ushered 

her to the kitchen. "You ever worked in a house 

before? You don't look like no maid." 

"No," Virgilia responded. "But, I'm a quick study." 

Milly harrumphed. Leave it to Mrs. Baxter to hire 

some newbie with not a lick of experience, she 

thought. Virgilia sensed Milly's disgust and decided to 

pity her. Milly was a woman in her late forties and 

looked every bit of it. She obviously grew up believing 

one way and was unable to accept the changing times 

and mentalities. When you've been taught to have no 

hope of bettering yourself, it's not hard to accept that 

as the Gospel, for not just one but all. 

Milly explained the routine to Virgilia and 

apprised her that while they were permitted to wear 

regular clothes, during special functions, like the one 

coming up, uniforms were required. Milly looked her 

up and down and took note of her size. One of the 

uniforms would have to be taken in.  

Virgilia caught the look in Milly's eyes and could 

see the green in them. She smiled and began her day. 

  

*** 

 

True to her word, Virgilia was a quick study, and 

in a few days, the routine was learned. Mrs. Baxter 

seemed quite impressed with her efficiency, despite 

herself. The two-story house had six bedrooms, six and 

a half bathrooms, along with a kitchen, two dining 

rooms, a study, and a pool. For two housekeepers, it 

was a daily grind. Milly was a live-in, so she had no 



choice but to stay there, and she was a little annoyed 

that Virgilia would not do the same.  

She was the new face that the rest of the Baxter 

family ignored. There was the son with the black hair 

which was always fuzzy looking and the head man 

himself who lived with his head stuck in some paper. 

Joan and her husband rarely talked, it seemed, and led 

separate lives. She wondered if they even shared the 

same bed. No matter. Virgilia was polite and did what 

she was paid to do. This was a job, nothing more.  

More than a few times, Milly tried to guilt Virgilia 

into staying longer, but Virgilia was firm and left Milly 

in an annoyed state. Her first encounter with Joan 

came when she got ready to leave at exactly five-thirty. 

Joan attempted to deride Virgilia about not getting to 

work on time, but leaving on the dot. From the corner 

of her eye, she saw Milly grin. 

Joan stood with her arms crossed. "You were late 

this morning and now you're leaving without fulfilling 

your full day's work. I don't see why you should be 

paid for today." 

Virgilia trained her sight on her boss, not blinking 

and walked closer to her. "Who do you think got your 

husband's breakfast ready before eight-thirty this 

morning? Milly was busy and Mr. Baxter was just 

about to come downstairs at eight-twenty-five, which 

is five minutes before I was supposed to be here." 

Joan scoffed.  

"If you don't believe me, feel free to check with 

him as I met him in his library, handed him his 

morning paper, which I picked up from the lawn and 

commented on a story I read on the way here." 

Joan unfolded her arms and clenched her jaw.  

"So by my calculation, I should be paid for the 

extra time I worked today. Shouldn't I?" 



Joan angrily grabbed her purse and handed the 

money to Virgilia. Virgilia counted it and looked at 

Joan steadily, unblinking. After a moment, Mrs. Baxter 

opened her purse and gave her the rest. She then turned 

on her heel and walked out of the kitchen. In her 

triumph, Virgilia turned to Milly, who looked shocked, 

grabbed her own purse and left. 

  

*** 

 

She worked her way through those two days, 

surviving on little sleep and managed to get her 

projects done early. As a reward, she decided to treat 

herself to a matinee movie on Saturday. She’d heard of 

a movie about a shark from some friends. They said it 

was scary, but good. She decided to check it out.  

At the theater, the line was a bit long and 

everybody was gearing up to see the shark movie. 

Must be good, she thought. 

When she finally got her ticket, she stood at the 

door, digging through her purse. Just as she reached for 

the handle, her hand touched someone else's. She 

looked up at him and a sudden jolt flashed through her 

body. Their eyes locked for what seemed like an 

eternity.  

Virgilia was suddenly lost in his warm emerald 

green eyes. He looked at her brown eyes and caught 

his breath.  

"After you," he said, as she suddenly remembered 

where she was and why. 

"Thank you," she managed to get out as she 

walked through the door he held open. 

Neither of them had ever felt that way before and 

didn't know what to make of it. Was it a case of static? 

It was a little too good to be just a random shock.  



Virgilia tried to shake it off as she made her way 

into the theater. It was packed and she craned her head 

to find a possible seat. There were a couple of 

vacancies close to the front. Virgilia hated being that 

close to the screen, but as the saying goes, beggars 

can't be choosers. She found a seat and relaxed a bit. 

Not long after, her green-eyed doorman sat next to 

her.  

"I'm not following you," he said, grinning at the 

look of surprise on her face. "This is just the only seat 

which seems to be left." 

"Don't worry. I didn’t think you were following 

me." 

"Why not? Aren't you worth following?" He 

flashed Virgilia a devastating smile which made her 

blush. Before she could even think of an answer, the 

lights dimmed. 

He leaned into her. "We will continue this 

discussion later." Her stomach shivered as she cleared 

her throat and focused on the screen. 

Throughout the movie, the audience’s reaction just 

heightened the tension of the scenes. Virgilia had no 

idea how big this shark was, but she knew the next 

time she decided to go to the beach, she would 

definitely rethink it. 

A couple of times, the movie made her jump, 

much to the amusement of her doorman. 

"Don't worry, Precious," he whispered. "I'll protect 

you." 

The pit of Virgilia's stomach fluttered when he 

called her "precious." If it were any other man, she 

would have been offended, even threatened. With him, 

it felt natural to hear him call her that and she didn't 

even know his name.  

When the movie ended, she stared at the screen, 

reading the credits. When she turned to glance at him, 



he was gone. Virgilia experienced a pang of 

disappointment. 

As she exited the theater, she sensed a presence 

behind her. She turned to see him smiling at her. 

"You never did answer my question. Don't you 

think you're worth following?" 

"I will only answer questions from men whose 

names I know." 

"Fair enough," he said, extending his hand. "My 

friends call me Cass." 

"I'm Virgilia," she replied, shaking his hand. 

"That's quite a name. I think I'll call you 'Lila' for 

short." 

Normally, she hated it when people called her by 

some modification of her name, but this one seemed 

different. "Do you often change the name of the people 

you meet to suit yourself?" 

"Only the special ones." 

Virgilia's cheeks got hot and her stomach did 

backflips. No stranger had ever made her feel so at 

ease.  

For his part, Cass was fascinated by this vision he 

saw before him. There was something about this 

woman, a light, a fire which drew him in and made 

him want to lose himself in those gorgeous brown 

eyes. He’d never felt anything like it before and was 

not going to let this opportunity pass him by. 

"Yes," Virgilia said, suddenly. 

"Yes, to Lila?" 

"That too, but I meant the answer to your 

question." Cass looked a little lost and then she said, "I 

am worth following." 

Cass heart flipped as he grinned. "Shall we?" he 

said, offering his arm.  

They walked around and talked for what seemed 

like minutes, but turned out to be hours as evening 



turned to dusk. Virgilia's face hurt from smiling so 

much; she couldn't recall the last time she’d had so 

much fun by herself or with anyone.  

Cass found her smart and witty and even more 

beautiful than when he’d opened the door for her. He 

had met some stunning women in his life, but tonight, 

they seemed merely passable compared to Lila.  

"It's getting late," she said. "I had better get 

home." 

"I'll walk you," he announced. 

"No, I don't live too far from here." 

He held his hand up. "I'm not letting any woman 

walk alone at night anywhere, no matter how close she 

lives." 

They’d only just met, but the look on his face said 

he wasn't going to take ‘no’ for an answer. She thought 

better of starting an argument as they slowly made it to 

the gate of her house. 

"Well, this is me," she said. 

He nodded and looked at the house. It was small, 

modest, and held a bit of charm with the low white 

fence separating it from the house next door. 

"Cass, I had a wonderful time." 

"So did I," Cass said as his gaze moved from her 

eyes to her lips. "I want to do it again." 

Virgilia wanted the same, but she had to be 

practical. "Maybe we should leave it at tonight." 

Cass looked Virgilia straight in the eyes with a 

determination that came from deep within. He was not 

used to hearing the word ‘no’ from a woman. But from 

this woman, the thought of not seeing her after tonight 

was completely unacceptable. "I don't believe you 

believe that. I can see it in your eyes." 

Virgilia looked down for a moment and he gently 

lifted her chin and guided her gaze back to his. "Look, 



I don't care if you're purple with green polka dots. I 

know what I'm feeling and I know you feel it too." 

She couldn't lie to him and nodded slowly in 

agreement.  

Emboldened by her subtle 'yes', Cass declared, "I 

want to kiss you so badly right now, but I'm afraid the 

prying eyes would just bore right through me." 

She laughed. "You felt them too, huh?" 

"Yeah, so that will just make it even sweeter when 

I plant one on you on our next date." 

She smiled at the thought of kissing this man 

she’d just met a few hours ago. 

"You told me you have to work tomorrow, so 

maybe tomorrow night?" 

"Okay," she said. "I should be off by three, so how 

about seven?" 

"I will pick you up here." 

They said goodnight as Cass watched Virgilia 

enter the house.  

That night, she barely slept. Her body tingled at 

the very thought of Cass. No other boy had ever made 

her feel this way. She was no stranger to sex, having 

lost her virginity out of curiosity at fifteen. The whole 

ordeal had been clumsy and over before it began. 

Eventually, she met someone more experienced when 

she was sixteen and while he’d made her feel things, 

she still felt like she was missing something. With 

Cass, there was a connection she couldn't deny. Her 

body just called to him.  

Eventually, she was able to get some sleep and 

woke up in time to get to work. She put on her uniform 

and helped Milly get ready for the lunch party. The 

house was buzzing over the return of Newton Baxter. 

Everyone was happy, except Grayson. He seemed 

more tolerant than anything else. She’d decided to 

make sure the settings were ready, when she heard a 



familiar voice. Quinn was all about delight as she 

spoke to her brother Newton. When they entered the 

dining room, Virgilia's heart stopped as their eyes 

locked. Her companion from the night before was 

Newton Baxter, son of Joan and Julian Baxter. He 

stared at her in her maids outfit and seemed more than 

a bit surprised. Virgilia's heart sank. Well, it was fun 

while it lasted, she thought, as she heard Milly call for 

her and broke their connection.  

Cass got over his initial shock and smiled as he 

watched her walk back to the kitchen. Before he could 

go after her, Quinn was chattering about how her play 

went and her part. He loved his little sister and had no 

problem letting her chat away. He would talk to Lila 

later.  

At about eleven the guests started trickling in. By 

about eleven-thirty, almost everyone had arrived and 

things got busy.  

Virgilia did her best to keep her eyes and mind on 

the tasks before her, ignoring the tingle that came from 

being in the same room as Cass who regularly stared at 

her, imploring her to meet his eyes. She chastised 

herself for letting her fantasy take her away from 

reality. The truth was, the man she had that incredible 

connection with was a Baxter. He was not just a 

Baxter, but the heir Baxter. Even though their time 

together had been wonderful, it was over. She was just 

the help; that was as much of the cliché as she wanted 

to entertain. 

Cass could tell that Virgilia was tense and saw 

how she easily avoided his gaze. It drove him mad 

when she just walked away before he even got close 

enough to say something. As soon as this party was 

over, he had to talk to Lila and make her understand 

that nothing had changed for him. For the rest of the 

party, he was only half himself. Cass managed to 



muddle through the conversations about the industry 

and his goals after graduation, but his mind was on 

being with her again. At about two-thirty, there were 

only a few guests lagging and his father was deep in 

shop talk. He quickly excused himself and looked for 

Virgilia. 

"Milly, where's Virgilia?" 

"What did that girl do, Mr. Newton? I told her—" 

"She didn't do anything, Milly," Cass said a bit too 

sharply as he saw the older woman flinch. "I'm sorry. 

Really, everything is fine. I just really need to talk to 

her, that's all." 

"She's gone. She said she had some studying to 

do." 

"Thank you."  

Cass found his mother and gave her a quick kiss. 

Bidding his father a goodbye, he grabbed his keys and 

ran out of the house. He got in his car and drove to her 

place. Cass knocked, but there was no answer. A black 

woman walking slowly by gave him a suspicious look 

and he waved. She didn't wave back and never took 

her eyes off of him. He looked at his watch and 

thought Virgilia might not have gotten home yet.  

Cass sat in his car, and waited. Fifteen minutes 

later, she walked down the street toward him. 

He practically jumped out of the car in front of 

her, giving her a bit of a start. 

"What are you doing here?" Virgilia squealed. 

"I'm about three hours early for our date." 

Virgilia sighed. "Look, Cass, I don't think that's a 

good idea." Even though she said the words, her heart 

was begging her to take them back, but she had to be 

realistic. "Look, last night was fun and everything. I 

just don't think it's a good idea that we see each other. 

This has the potential to be a—" 



"Wonderful thing that neither of us expected." 

Cass looked into Virgilia's eyes. He knew what she 

was saying was true, but for the first time in his life he 

was feeling something he couldn't describe. His heart 

was beating stronger than ever and he didn't want it to 

stop. He knew that without his Lila, it would. There 

was no way he was going to let those words come out 

of her mouth, much less let this go. "Lila, I like you a 

lot, and I know you like me. I'm still the same guy you 

were with last night and you are the same woman who 

practically jumped in my lap during the movie 

yesterday." 

"I did not practically jump in your lap," she 

denied, falling for his bait.  

"Well, I wanted you to." He teased, giving her a 

wide grin. "Look, I don't want to stop this, put this on 

hold, or end this. You work for my family...so what?" 

"So what? You're a Baxter. You'll be head of the 

business one day and that comes with expectations, 

Cass." Virgilia looked in his eyes, and saw them 

shining as brightly as ever. She had to make him 

understand. "Look, I've seen this movie before. Your 

family won't approve of you dating the help." 

"I thought the movie we saw yesterday had a big 

shark in it." 

Virgilia smiled, despite herself. "Cass, I'm 

serious." 

He stepped closer and pulled her to him. "I can 

tell, and I don't care what my family thinks," he said. 

He knew she was about to say something else and 

sighed. "Look, Lila, I can't explain it. I just know that 

if I don't explore these feelings I have for you, I'll 

regret it for the rest of my life. I don't want to live like 

that and I know you don't either, do you?" 

Virgilia bit her lip and shook her head. She wanted 

to be with him, but her mind warned her it could end 



badly, even worse than she thought, but that voice 

wasn't as strong as it once was. She closed her eyes 

and decided to throw it aside; this man, Cass, whom 

she’d just met was worth the risk.  

"Okay," she said. 

His eyes lit up. "I just have one question...do you 

have that maid outfit with you?" He gave her that 

mischievous grin. "We have about three hours to kill 

and I think it could come in handy." 

 



Excerpt: Portrait of Gray 
Baxter Family Saga Book 2 

 

"Close your eyes," she ordered.  

"What?" 

"Just do it."  

Grayson complied. He heard a rustling sound, 

light footsteps, and then she said, "Open your mouth." 

He tried to partially open one eye and she barked, "No 

peeking." 

When he did, she gently placed something round. 

He closed his mouth and when he broke the chocolate 

shell, molten lava of milk chocolate coated his tongue. 

"Oh my God," he moaned, chewing. "What is 

this?" 

"My cousin came back from Switzerland and 

brought these truffle balls. She snuck them in a stuffed 

animal with a note. I tasted one and I couldn't stop. 

Good thing she sent me two bags."  

Chocolate was on the list of forbidden foods for 

many of the residents. It wasn't that they could never 

eat it, but at a time when their bodies were so new to 

the healing process, milk chocolate could trigger a 

blood sugar spike, according to Damian.  

Looking at Bindi, Grayson narrowed his eyes. 

"How many have you had?" 

"Three or four," she admitted coyly. He kept 

staring at her. "Maybe seven or eight." 

He made a quick dash and grabbed the bear, 

holding it high. "I think I should store these with me 

for safe keeping." 

"Like hell you will," she said, jumping to try and 

get the bear from him. Why did he have to be so damn 

tall and why wasn't her five-foot-eight height enough? 

She stopped momentarily, breathing heavily and 

growling at the satisfied look on his face. She had to 



wipe it off and that was when she came up with a 

different tactic. Narrowing her eyes, she poked him in 

the ribs. That produced the reaction she needed as he 

gasped and lowered his arms. She did it again and 

Grayson felt his knees weaken. It was a good thing the 

bed was right behind him. He had no idea he was even 

ticklish and unfortunately had no way to fight back 

against the assault.  

Bindi grinned evilly, enjoying the torture she was 

inflicting. He was laughing so hard that he couldn't 

breathe and if he was ever going to survive this he had 

to stop her. He put his arms around her and held her 

close to him. She squealed and laughed, pleading for 

him to let her go and give her the bear. She got an arm 

free and reached for it, her breasts brushing against his 

chest. Their laughter was dying down. Her hot breath 

moistened his lips. He looked into her eyes and saw 

them burning bright. He’d never seen a more beautiful 

sight in his life.  

They leaned into each other and their lips met. At 

first it was tentative, tender, as if they were testing and 

teasing each other. Then their passions flared and their 

tongues fought for delicious domination. Grayson 

moaned. A part of him wanted to run away. The 

intensity he felt overwhelmed him.  

Sensing his trepidation, Bindi pulled away. "It 

feels like it's your first time, doesn't it?" Grayson 

nodded, his breath ragged. "It's like you don't know 

what to do and you just want to run away." 

"How did you know?" he asked her.  

Bindi got up from him and she slowly unbuttoned 

her shirt, keeping her eyes on his. There it was, that 

sensuous curve he remembered from that night at the 

pond. He stared at her, licking his lips. "I've been there. 

The sensations of pleasure you feel, it's like you're 

drowning and need to come up for air." She unhooked 



her bra and gently shrugged it off. Her succulent 

breasts spilled over and Grayson felt his manhood 

come to life. She unbuttoned her skirt, then discarded it 

along with her panties. She stood there fully naked and 

unashamed.  

Grayson looked at her up and down, feasting on 

her with his eyes. Her hips were round and full, her 

thighs athletically thick. She walked up to him, bathing 

in his gaze. Straddling him, she gently pulled his head 

to her chest. His hands instinctively went to her naked 

back and caressed her round bottom. Her skin was so 

soft, he loved the feel of her and her breasts. Moving 

his head around them, he found one and sucked hard.  

"Yes!" she cried as he roughly latched his mouth 

onto her areola, letting his tongue form circles around 

her nipple point. Then he raked his teeth against her 

nipple, which elicited a sharp hiss. "Do that again." He 

complied and he felt her back tense. He squeezed her 

buttock. She looked down at him and moved her hips 

over the growing erection inside his pants. "The other 

one is getting jealous," she whispered wickedly and he 

promptly rectified that. Bindi threw her head back, 

moaning her pleasure and that only made his kisses 

deepen. She ran her fingers through his hair and 

continued to move her hips, reaching for him. She felt 

her sensual lips thickening and her channel moisten as 

Grayson's fingers wandered from her voluptuous 

bottom to her channel.  

The fear that threatened to make him run was 

subsiding, giving way to an overwhelming desire that 

set his blood ablaze. This was the first time he’d ever 

felt so completely taken in and he wanted more, he 

needed more. Bindi pulled away, standing in front of 

him. She gently pulled his shirt up and over his head. 

Grayson used each foot to pull off and kick away his 

shoes. He slowly got up and Bindi undid his pants. 



With her palms against his naked hips, she slid his 

pants and briefs down.  

The feeling of her hands against his hips made 

him growl. Grayson had never experienced such 

unabashed sensuality and it made him want her even 

more. Kicking his pants away, he looked at her, 

caressing her face. Bindi gently pushed him back on 

the bed and straddled him anew. The sensation of her 

naked skin touching his made him hold her even 

closer. Her inhaled her scent and rubbed his hands over 

her, as if he was painting her skin.  

Bindi moved one of his hands between them. 

"Time to explore," she breathily muttered… 

 

Portrait of Gray, Book 2 

 

Check out Excerpts from Tobey Fine & 
Eyubea Girls 

Excerpt: Tobey Fine 
Sacked & Tackled Book 1 

 

Tobey wiped his face with his towel as he 

emerged from the gym. In the off-season he typically 

modified his routine to something lighter until about 

six weeks before practice when he worked to get his 

body more accustomed to the heavier routines. He was 

one of the few players who rarely used a trainer unless 

he absolutely needed to because he knew his body well 

enough to know what he needed to do. So far, so good. 

 

As Tobey approached the locker room, he saw her. 

One leg was bent, boot heel against the wall as she 

intensely focused on her phone. Her hair was a thick 

mane of natural curls. She wore a fitted maroon 



collared short-sleeved shirt and her jeans were just the 

right fit, enhancing her shapely legs. The heat his body 

felt when he worked out was a flicker compared to the 

lava that was flowing through his veins just watching 

her. Tobey had no idea who this woman was, but she 

definitely commanded his attention in ways not many 

others had. 

 

As he soaked in his admiration of her, Blake, one 

of his teammates, emerged from the locker room, 

snuggling up to her. She carelessly shrugged him off, 

and he continued teasing her. As much as she tried to 

stifle a smile, she slowly turned to Blake and hugged 

him with her whole body. Her radiant smile turned to a 

hearty laugh as Blake lifted her up and twirled her 

around. Tobey spied her shapely bottom and let out a 

low whistle. This woman had all the right dimensions 

and Blake was nothing short of a lucky bastard. 

 

Blake Allan always found himself the most 

beautiful women, many of whom Tobey definitely 

wouldn’t mind adding to his friends list. Blake, being 

one of the more quiet players and a good friend, would 

always claim that they were nothing more than friends. 

 

Of course, no one believed him and Blake earned 

the reputation of being a ladies’ man, even though he 

always shirked the description. 

 

Feeling both the need to clean up as well as the 

desire to get a closer look at Blake’s companion, 

Tobey walked up to the two of them, gripping both 

ends of the towel draped around his neck. 

“Hate to interrupt you two love birds,” he uttered, 

feigning annoyance. 



She pulled away from Blake and turned to look at 

Tobey. 

Blake and Tobey greeted each other with a shake. 

“You’re not interrupting. I’m just greeting my 

friend, Niveah. Niveah Wallace, this is Tobey Fine.” 

“I know,” she replied, casually giving him a quick 

nod hello. 

 

Picking up on her offhanded tone, he grimaced 

slightly. Seeing her up close, Tobey couldn’t help but 

feel a slight familiarity. It was her voice. She definitely 

wasn’t one of his weekend dates because he would 

have most definitely remembered her, but these days, 

he couldn’t be a hundred percent. 

 

Blake knew Niveah well and realized the tension 

in her voice. What the hell was that about? He 

wondered and made a mental note to ask her just that 

when they had some alone time. 

“Niveah is in town for a bit, working on a 

project.” Blake clarified. “We haven’t seen each other 

in a while.” 

“In town? Where’s home?” Tobey inquired. 

 

“I’m actually from Miami originally, but I travel 

around a lot. I’ve been away for a bit on business and 

now I’m back and looking to hang out with my best 

friend.” Niveah gently pushed her side against Blake. 

“We’ve known each other since high school. Geek 

helps jock with math homework and we’ve been 

friends ever since.” 

Her mouth pursed in annoyance as Niveah 

punched Blake’s arm, causing him to yelp. “That’s 

what you get for calling me a geek.” 

“Well, you are.” He defended. “Granted, you’re a 

cute geek...ow!” She punched him again. 



 

“Am I going to have to separate you two?” Tobey 

looked from one to the other with mock authority and 

then turned to Niveah. “Please don’t hit him in the 

arm. We need it. The face is a much better spot as we 

don’t really need that.” 

Niveah smiled at Tobey. Much better, he thought. 

 

“All right, I’ll leave you two to fight each other. I 

definitely need to make myself smell better before I 

head out. Nice to meet you, Niveah. Maybe we’ll see 

you more around here.” 

“I’m pretty sure you will,” she responded 

confidently and cast a side glance at Blake, who shook 

his head. 

Tobey looked at the two of them and envied the 

genuine affection he saw between them. 

 

A truly, lucky bastard for real… 

 

Available Now  

 

 

Excerpt: Eyubea Girls 
Growing Wild Book 1 

 

With trembling hands, he closed the door, 

gripping the door knob hard until Patrick felt his 

knuckles would burst through the skin. His mouth was 

dry and there were jolts prickling the skin all around 

his neck and shoulders, which were tight. After 

watching them leave and finding enough strength to 

breathe through the trembling, Patrick turned his 

narrowed gaze to the top of the stairs. With a second 

wind fueled by adrenaline and fists curled into balls, 



his legs practically launched him up the stairs two 

steps at a time.  

 

Before he knew it, he was in front of their door. 

He thrust door against the back wall and there it 

stayed. "Wake up!" he bellowed. When Vivian didn't 

stir, he strode to the bed and shook her awake a couple 

of times. 

 

She wailed, fighting against hands that threatened 

what little peace she had. It took her a moment but she 

realized where she was and whose hands they were. 

"What is it, Patrick?” her voice was thick as she 

licked her lips. “I'm trying to get some sleep." 

 

"Get up," his voice was low and dangerous. 

Vivian gingerly raised herself from the bed and looked 

at her husband. Her blurred vision eventually focused 

enough for her to see darkness in Patrick's face. "Just 

when I thought you couldn't do anything to make me 

hate you, just when I thought I could find a way to…" 

"What are you on about?" she muttered flatly. 

 

"This," He held up the crumpled piece of paper 

between his curled fingers and for a moment Vivian 

stuttered, squinting and blinking. Her face changed 

from confusion to recognition as she looked at Patrick 

blankly. "You placed our daughter up as collateral in 

one of your games. You practically sold her into 

slavery to a pair of blokes who would do whatever to 

her…" 

 

Despite the shame she had the good sense to feel, 

Vivian was indignant. "She's practically a woman. It's 

time that she knew what the world was like." Vivian 



pressed the back of her hand against her mouth and 

grimaced. 

 

Patrick's blood was like lava and he could feel his 

heart pounding in his chest. Letting out a wrathful 

growl, he curled his fingers into a white knuckled fist 

and raised it to her. He stopped suddenly seeing his 

wife shake with fright as she cowered behind her 

hands, murmuring unintelligibly. His chest heaved as 

he gathered his senses and slowly lowered his hand. 

What he was about to do, what he did, was not like 

him. Vivian had successfully drawn him into her 

degenerative madness that caused her own father to 

beat her mother into a bloody pulp day after day. He 

had vowed to love and cherish her all the days of his 

life in spite of her drunkenness, in spite of her 

gambling, in spite of everything that she had done to 

make him stop. He fought every test she administered 

until now. All it took was that one moment when he 

had raised his hands to his own wife for him to realize 

that he had already lost the fight. He didn't know when. 

He just knew that he was done. 

Vivian was still mumbling and crying when 

Patrick threw the crumpled paper at her. She flinched.  

 

"It is finished," he muttered, closing his eyes and 

breathing deeply. As brokenhearted as he was, he felt 

freer than he had in years. He turned from his wife, 

leaving her whimpering and cowering. Vivian was no 

longer his priority. His only thoughts were Lisbette. It 

wouldn't take long for those men to figure out that he 

had lied to them, steered them in a different direction 

with a few simple, well-placed lies. Even if they were 

getting their money with interest, the indignity they 

would feel at falling for a yarn meant that they would 



want to satisfy their pride with his hide or with 

Lisbette. 

He didn't know how he would do it but he had less 

than two weeks to find a way to protect his little girl no 

matter what. 
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