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        For the city of Paris

        In all your light, and all your darkness

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            EVE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The When: Unknown

        The Where: Unknown

      

      

      
        
        The slamming of a door slays my dreamless sleep.

        The punching of buttons. Six shrill beeps.

        A code that kills…

        My mind.

        My heart.

        My soul.

      

      

      
        
        A code I would kill to know.

      

        

      
        Alarm: disarmed…and armed again.

        No escape tonight, my lovely girl.

      

        

      
        Keys, jangling on a hook.

        Warning bells that ricochet through my dizzy head.

        Bile rushing to my throat.

        Don’t. Get. Sick.

      

        

      
        And then, the footsteps.

        I wait for them. So I can count.

        Up, up, up, the staircase they go…

      

        

      
        One…

        Two…

        These are—Three.

        My final few…seconds…

        Four.

        Of quiet.

        Five. Six. Seven.

        Of imagining—Eight. Nine. Ten.

        I am somewhere else.

        Eleven.

        Before it…

        Twelve.

        Begins.
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        Thirteen.
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        Thirteen dirty needles.

        Thirteen broken bones.

        Twelve drops of crimson.

        Plus one more…

        For luck.

      

        

      
        I am the lucky one.
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            THE MISTRESS OF PARIS: A MEMOIR

          

          BY EVE WINTERS

        

      

    

    
      
        
        le 11 juillet 2016

        rue des Bernardins ~ Paris, France

      

      

      My sister presses the lipstick hard against my bottom lip. The soft flesh on her palm is shredded; jagged cuts slice their way all the way down her forearm. Drops of her blood slither off her elbow, splattering onto my white tile floor.

      I wonder what kind of knife he used. I wonder if she needs stitches.

      Willow, though, she doesn’t care. She ignores the bleeding. Even with her fingers shaking, she presses firmer.

      “That’s enough, Willow,” I say.

      “No,” she argues. “You can’t walk in there looking like…you.”

      Fucking bitch.

      I don’t say it, but she knows I’m thinking it.

      When she’s finished with me, I turn to face the bathroom mirror.

      My lashes are coated in a thick layer of mascara, my eyelids a smoky mirage. My long, midnight-brown hair cascades over my bare shoulders, resting atop my breasts, which are spilling from Willow’s inky black dress. My curves fill every inch of its skin-tight fabric, inappropriately so. The scar just beneath my left shoulder, hovering above my left breast, is only partially hidden by the thin dress straps, and I wish it were gone.

      I wish it had never happened.

      My sister’s fake diamonds are dripping from my ears and down my neck; her slutty red thong and push-up bra hugging me beneath the dress. All of this clothing, a useless barrier to the body that is going to be sold to a man I’ve never met later tonight.

      And my lips.

      Full, moist, and red.

      Blood red.

      The color of a prostitute.

      I have become her.

      “I don’t want to do this.” My throat constricts. Breath escapes me. “I can’t…this isn’t me. I don’t do things like this.”

      “Of course you don’t. That’s why you’re going to be me for the night. He’s expecting Willow.” The way she says her own name makes me livid. She knows what a weapon she is; the destruction of her beauty has no end.

      Willow takes my clean white bath towel, wipes her bloody palms on it without so much as a wince. She tosses it to the floor in my tiny Parisian bathroom, and my eyes are drawn to the crimson stain. The mark that will forever taint my charming Paris apartment, the home that I have kept hidden from her—from everyone—for the past six months. Tucked away on a tiny street on the Left Bank, a stone’s throw from the Seine, this apartment was all mine. It was the only thing that has ever really belonged to me.

      But now her blood has stained the towels, the tiles. It’s smeared on the sink, running down the drain, infecting the pipes, the building, the entire fucking city with its toxicity.

      She’s toxic. And she’s numb. Numb to pain. Numb to life.

      And yet, I still want to save hers.

      Why?

      She saved mine, I remind myself. All those years ago. I can still see her charging over the black-and-white checkered floor, handling it.

      She handled it, when I was too hysterical, too shocked to do so. There was no hysteria in Willow’s eyes when she took in the bloodbath. No shock on her face when she witnessed the dismantling of a family, of an entire life. There was only determination in those brazen green eyes of hers when she finished the job. Almost like she expected that night to come. Like she’d been preparing for it.

      While I was blindsided. Bleeding. Lost. A broken little fawn cowering on the floor, screaming for it all to stop.

      She was only fifteen, but she grew up that night. For me.

      Will my debt to her ever be repaid?

      Willow takes my shoulders, spins me around to face her. I take in her bruised eyes, the cuts on her cheeks, her swollen lips. I imagine the fist that slammed into them only a few hours ago. Bloody knuckles. Pounding her beautiful face.

      I shudder.

      My sister. A tired, drained corpse of the girl she used to be. If I do this for her tonight, could things get better for her? For us?

      “5,000 euros?” I ask. “You’re certain he’s going to pay that much?”

      “Yes,” she says. “Don’t let him touch you until you have the cash in your hands. Go to the bathroom and count it first. Then text me to confirm. And text me when you’re done.”

      Sure, Willow. I’ll text you when I’m done letting some stranger fuck me all night. When I’m done taking his money, money that I will give right back to you so you can pay off the thug with the bloody knuckles. So the beating you got tonight doesn’t turn into a death sentence tomorrow.

      “Okay,” I say, although nothing about this situation is okay.

      The heels are the last piece of the prostitute puzzle. Four-inch black Louboutin pumps. Worth nearly $1,000. I want to ask Willow why in the fuck she’s prancing around in Louboutin pumps when she’s in such financial trouble, but I bite my tongue, slip on the shoes, and head to the door.

      One last glimpse of my sister and I am sickened that her smooth, voluptuous beauty of a body has now morphed into a bloody, beaten pulp of what it was the last time I saw her over six months ago. When I left her in my adorable Greenwich Village apartment, guzzling wine with Lucas. My Lucas. Another thing she has taken from me.

      I thought I’d never see her again. I hoped I wouldn’t.

      But here she is. She always finds her way back to me. After all, she needs someone to scrape her off the floor, save her when she’s taken things too far. And this, well this is certainly too far.

      I know that what I’m about to do for her is the absolute worst thing she’s ever asked from me. But the feeling that nothing I ever do will match up to the way she saved me overpowers all reason, and I know I’m going to do it anyway.

      I’m going to spread my legs for money. Hand my body over to a complete stranger. Blow him and bend over for him and tell him he can put it wherever he wants, again, and again, and again. All night long.

      Like the high-class prostitute I am, I will do anything he wants me to do.

      I am going to be Willow.

      And I’m going to act like I love it.

      Willow reaches into her purse, hands me a thick roll of condoms.

      “I’m sorry,” she says, for the first time tonight. “I’m so sorry.”

      I say nothing as I tuck them into my tiny black clutch. I wonder how many of these he will use on me tonight.

      “This guy is a respectable American businessman,” Willow says. “He’s not going to hurt you.”

      I nod, swallowing the bile, the hatred. “What’s his name again?”

      “Dex,” she says. “Dex Anderson.”

      And before I close the door, she calls out, “He’s married, Eve. The married ones are always the most fun.”

      I wonder what his wife would have to say about that.

      In the cab ride on the way over, the Paris I’ve grown to love over the past six months is gone. The romance of the city has died. In its place are dark cobblestone alleyways where women are beaten and used, a choppy River Seine where dreams and bodies go to die, and summer air that is so ferociously humid and thick, I have to stop myself from vomiting at every traffic light.

      Dex Anderson.

      Dex Anderson.

      Fuck me, Dex. Fuck me harder, Dex.

      What would Willow say?

      What would she do?
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            SOPHIA

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Ten Months Later

      

        

      
        Tuesday the 16th of May, 2017

        Park Avenue ~ New York City

      

      

      His fingers are cold as he runs the zip up the back of my dress. I wonder how they can be so icy when we have just spent the past hour wrapped in a haze of sweaty sheets and steamy breath, but I remind myself that his hands are always cold. Even when they’re inside me.

      I needed a shock to my system, though. A glass of ice water to the face.

      The day his hands warm up is the day I’ll have to leave him.

      “Lovely dress,” he says, eyeing me in the full-length mirror. But he isn’t looking at the tight fit of my black cocktail dress—he’s looking through it, underneath it. He’s seen the scars that lie beneath. He knows the hell this body has been through in the past few years, and he’s here anyway.

      He knows about everything that lies beneath this perfect Park Avenue wife façade.

      Well, not everything, but certainly more than Drew knows. More than Drew will ever know.

      My mother’s sharp English accent slides through my mind, always coming at me without warning.

      A husband doesn’t need to know the darkest secrets about his wife. That would spoil his perfect image of her.

      The perfect old hag was right about a few things, after all.

      “Thank you,” I tell him before applying my rose-colored lipstick.

      He slithers up behind me, reaches a hand around my shoulders, placing it square on my heart. “Why not red? I never see you in red lipstick.”

      “Not my style,” I reply.

      He grins at me in the mirror. “I like your style.”

      “I know you do.”

      His frigid hand lingers over my beating heart and I wonder if he knows that it only beats this fast for him. That it’s never beaten this quickly for anyone, not even in the early days of my romance with Drew.

      His hand falls ever so slowly from my chest before he walks over to the nightstand—Drew’s nightstand—and retrieves his watch. “Where are you going tonight, looking like such a goddess?”

      I can’t help but grin. “A former student of mine has a book release party tonight. Some memoir she wrote about her affair with a married man.”

      “How original,” he says, catching my eyes in the mirror.

      At this, we both have a laugh.

      And then, we slide our wedding rings back on.

      At the door, he kisses me for longer than he should; he’s already late for dinner with his wife.

      “You’ll tell me when you have news?” he says, not letting go of me. He’s worried. I can see it in his eyes.

      “Of course,” I say before giving him a gentle push out the door. “I’m sure there won’t be any news, though.”

      I’ve never been less sure, but I have to pretend. If not for him, then for myself.

      As is our routine, he leaves my place fifteen minutes before I do, which gives me just enough time to lie on the white chaise in the salon and catch my breath. I always lie here after he leaves, gazing out the floor-to-ceiling windows in the Park Avenue penthouse I share with my husband, and I breathe.

      Inhaling the view of the Manhattan skyscrapers.

      The heavy gray clouds.

      The darkness of a city I know so very well.

      Exhaling the scent of another man.

      Each time I breathe out, I pause to see if there is any guilt in my exhale, but I haven’t found any yet. It’s been a year and a half, and still, not an ounce of guilt.

      Perhaps my heart is as cold as my lover’s hands. I’ve actually convinced myself that I’m just having him over for an afternoon coffee. If Drew ever found out, that’s what I would say.

      “Darling, don’t be silly. It was only a coffee.”

      But Drew is in Paris, so he wouldn’t find out. He won’t find out.

      He spends two weeks out of every month in Paris for work. He’s asked me to join him, but I refuse to go because I can’t leave my teaching position at New York University. Because I’m writing my next book. Because I have a life here in New York. Because I have galas and book signings and literary events and luncheons to attend. Because I don’t like to fly.

      I’ve given him a million bullshit reasons, but there is only one reason I will never again go to Paris. A reason he will never, ever know.

      My hand instinctively runs over my stomach. I can feel my heart beating all the way down in my abdomen.

      Mocking me with its relentless thumping.

      The clouds just on the other side of the glass begin hurling drops of rain over the city. It used to rain like this in London when I was a little girl, and I’ve always loved it. That powerful sound when the drops hit the glass, the way they wash away the dirt, the lies, the secrets that hide behind the windows.

      At least when I was a little girl, I could pretend that it would all be washed away.

      I know better now.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      I inhale.

      I hold my breath.

      When my exhale finally explodes, I wonder who my husband is having over for coffee this afternoon. I wonder if she lets him see her scars. I wonder if he keeps fucking her anyway.
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            THE MISTRESS OF PARIS: A MEMOIR

          

          BY EVE WINTERS

        

      

    

    
      
        
        le 11 juillet 2016

        Avenue George V ~ Paris, France

      

      

      It’s a dark, ominous ride down Avenue George V tonight. Even with the heat wafting in through the open windows, I’m shivering in the back of the cab. My throat is dry. So dry it’s closing.

      Better to stop breathing than to throw up, I tell myself.

      Dex wouldn’t want to fuck a prostitute that tastes like vomit, now would he?

      I clench my fists as we pull up to the entrance of The Four Seasons George V Hotel. It’s a hotel I’ve walked past a million times in my nighttime strolls around the city, but I’ve never been inside. The people who walk through those black and golden doors belong to a world I know nothing of. A world I always imagined to be much happier, safer, and more glamorous than the one I am entering into tonight.

      And yet, here I am with my sister’s Louboutins carrying me to the door and a fat roll of condoms weighing down my purse.

      “Bonsoir, mademoiselle,” the doorman says with a polite nod as he lets me in the gate—the gate to what I can only tell myself is going to be absolute hell. I can’t seem to believe in anything else right now.

      “Merci, monsieur,” I manage to say as I walk swiftly past him. I wonder if he knows. I wonder if he sees girls like me strutting in here every night.

      Who am I kidding? I’m hardly strutting in these things. My ankles are so wobbly, I’m amazed I haven’t bit it yet on this smooth marble floor.

      The lobby of the George V is a vision of twinkling chandeliers and tall glass vases filled with the most beautiful peach and pink roses. Their scent makes my stomach curl, and I realize that roses will never again smell sweet to me. They will smell like fear. Trepidation. Horror.

      They will smell like the night I sold myself.

      To Dex. A man I wish I never had to know.

      I keep walking. Over the marble floors. Past the flowers. Beneath the archways. Like I belong here. Like I am actually a guest in this magnificent symbol of luxury. Although I’m certain every well-to-do Parisian and tourist I am walking past knows the truth.

      A working girl.

      A call girl.

      Here to make some wealthy man’s wildest sexual fantasies come true.

      Little do they know, Dex will be only the third man to ever be inside of me.

      Fuck me, Dex. Fuck me harder, Dex.

      I hope I’ll know what to say. What to do. What if he figures out I’m not her?

      I make it to La Galerie Lounge, where Willow instructed me to look for him. A woman in a shimmering black gown runs her long fingers over the keys of a grand piano, but the tune she is playing barely permeates the thumping inside my ears.

      I see him.

      In a black velvet chair at a table in the corner of the room.

      The lights of the chandeliers overhead are dim, but I can still make out the black rose lying across the edge of the table.

      That’s my sign.

      But when his head swivels, when his eyes catch mine, I realize I wouldn’t have needed the rose.

      The way he’s looking at me is enough.

      The tips of my breasts. The flesh between my thighs.  The soft skin at the small of my back.

      It all belongs to him.

      Already.
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            SOPHIA

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Tuesday the 16th of May, 2017

        East 13th Street ~ New York City

      

      

      The last place I want to go tonight is a French restaurant. The last place I ever want to go is a French restaurant, but when Raoul stops the town car in front of Le Midi, a classic French bistro off of Union Square, I tell myself I just have to make a quick appearance and then I can get the hell out of here.

      I’ll breathe through my mouth. I won’t let the scents of butter and French bread and wine take me back there. I won’t.

      “Thank you, Raoul,” I call up to my long-time driver.

      “The pleasure is mine, Mrs. Grayson.”

      “I won’t be long,” I say as I open the car door.

      Raoul shoots me a grin before I go. “Take your time, Mrs. Grayson. Have some fun.”

      I almost snort back at him, but then I remember that Mrs. Sophia Grayson, the once-acclaimed author, accomplished writing professor, known literary snob, wealthy Park Avenue wife, and classy socialite wouldn’t snort. No. That woman would smile, breezily, and maybe give a light laugh before strutting, with the utmost elegance and class, into the book release party of one of her former students.

      Even if she couldn’t give a sodding fuck about another book release from another student who is going to upstage her.

      And so, I give Raoul my breeziest smile, my lightest laugh, and I walk through the doors of hell. Because anything that reminds me of Paris is hell.

      Inside the restaurant, the private party is underway. Familiar faces speckle the crowd—mostly those of my former creative writing students, plus a few other NYU faculty members, who, like me, are also authors. The idea of getting sucked into some long conversation about how scandalous this girl’s book is sounds absolutely dreadful, so I avoid all of them completely and instead head straight for one of the servers dressed in black—or more aptly, for the tray of champagne in his hand. I gladly help myself to a flute, and it goes down quickly…too quickly. I’ll need at least two more of these to get through the next hour. I’m not supposed to be drinking, but I need something to wash down the feeling of inadequacy I am inevitably going to feel as I watch my agent Abbey fawning all over some young new author the way she used to do with me back in the days when my books actually sold.

      But when I spot Abbey, she is looking anything but celebratory. Panicked is more like it.

      “Hi, Abbey,” I say, leaning in to give her one of those impersonal hugs that New Yorkers often give.

      “You look tired,” she says before ignoring me again to scan the crowd.

      How sweet.

      “Everything okay?” I ask her.

      She snaps a flute of champagne off the nearest waiter’s tray, throws it back in three gulps, places it back on the tray and gives me her most deadpan stare. “Yeah, fabulous. Except for the fact that the author is late to her own fucking release party and she hasn’t been in touch in over twenty-four hours.” Abbey rises up on tiptoes and continues scanning the crowded dining room. “I don’t even know if she got on the plane in Paris.”

      “Paris?” I say. “I thought she lived in…actually I don’t know where I thought she lived, but I didn’t realize she was in Paris.”

      Abbey turns to me, annoyed. “Sophia, the book is called The Mistress of Paris. Did you not read the ARC I gave you?”

      A flush creeps up my neck when I think about the advanced reader copy that Abbey gave me last month, which I never had any intention of reading, of course. Come to think of it, I may have already donated it to the library with all of the other books my agent and publisher give me. Abbey had asked me to review the book when it released. That’s what I am to her now—a bloody book reviewer. Not a star author who is making her loads of money. No, those days are long gone.

      “I’ve been swamped with giving final exams and just…you know, life.” And by life, I mean my lover. My fatigue. My very overdue doctor’s appointments. I mean keeping my lies straight. I mean a million other things that don’t involve reading some book by a former student whom I can barely recall. “I’m sorry I haven’t gotten to it yet.”

      Abbey is too impatient to even finish her eye roll. “Yes, Eve lives in Paris and was supposed to be flying to New York yesterday so that she’d be here for the release.” Abbey pulls her cell phone out of her purse, glancing nervously at the time. “The party has officially started, and I haven’t even received so much as a text⁠—”

      “Abbey, you need to see this.”

      It’s Abbey’s intern, Karina. Her normally tanned skin looks a sickly shade of gray. She shoves her phone into Abbey’s hands.

      As Abbey reads whatever is on the screen, her face goes pale, too. Ghostly. Her bottom lip drops. She blinks. Again…and again.

      “Holy fuck,” she whispers, not so softly.

      A knot forms in the pit of my stomach. “What is it?”

      But Abbey doesn’t respond. And neither does Karina.

      When Abbey finishes reading, she looks to me, blankly. Numbly. She pushes the cell phone into my hands.

      There is a headline stretching across the top of the page:

      
        
        The Mistress of Paris Has Gone Missing

      

      

      
        
        American author Eve Winters, 29, has been reported missing from her apartment in Paris. When police searched Ms. Winters’ glamorous apartment situated on the Île de la Cité, overlooking the quaint Place Dauphine, they found clear evidence of a struggle—including blood splattered on the floors and walls—but no sign of Winters. Neighbors reported hearing female screams coming from the apartment Monday evening, but no eyewitnesses have stepped forward. Police have declined to comment further, except to confirm that an aggressive search for the author is underway.

        It seems no coincidence that Eve Winters’ sexually explicit memoir, The Mistress of Paris—in which she details her scandalous foray into the world of high-end prostitution and her dangerous affair with a married American businessman—released the exact same day she was reported missing.

        The identity of the married man is not yet known.

      

      

      The identity of the…

      The married man.

      The married man.

      The married man.

      I am stuck on this final sentence.

      Over and over, the words taunt me. A ferocious cackling.

      The identity of the married man…is not yet known.

      The restaurant is packed like sardines. It’s insanely hot in here. And still, a chill rolls down my spine. I feel frigid inside. I need to get out of here.

      Without a word, I shove the phone back into Abbey’s hands. I turn and push through the crowd. Before I make it to the door, I spot a table of Eve’s books, waiting patiently for their author.

      An author who is not arriving to sign them anytime soon…or perhaps ever.

      Even though something inside me knows I do not want anything to do with this girl’s sordid story, I can’t stop my shaky hands from grabbing a book.

      On the back cover, there she is: Eve Winters. My former student.

      In the photo, Eve is standing in some beautiful Parisian apartment or suite…or perhaps one of the hotels where she stayed with her married lover. A crystal chandelier overhead casts a golden light over what is otherwise a smoldering photo of the girl. Her dark-brown hair falls in silky waves over her breasts, which are barely covered by the slinky black slip she’s wearing.

      Although it’s not her perfectly messy hair or lack of normal clothing that have rendered me motionless. Speechless.

      It’s the haunted look in her eyes. I remember her now. I remember those eyes.

      Eve was smart. A bright student. A talented writer.

      But I always felt a chill when I would look into those eyes.

      Something happened to her, I would always think. Something awful. Something unspeakable.

      Her writing didn’t reflect this darkness, however. It was light—unnaturally so. And I always knew there was something much more profound and forbidding lurking beneath.

      That darkness is evident in this photo.

      But now, she isn’t only haunted—she’s gone.

      When I push through the front door of the restaurant, I want so badly for the spring air to take away the feeling of dread that has gripped my insides.

      But no.

      Instead, all I can think about as I text Raoul to come pick me up is the last line of the news article:

      The identity of the married man is not yet known.
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            OFFICER JEAN-MARC DEVEREAUX

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        mardi 16 mai 2017

        Place Dauphine ~ Paris, France

      

      

      Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux asked the rest of his team to leave the girl’s apartment.

      Well, it wasn’t so much a polite request as it was a demand.

      He needed time alone amid the wreckage to take it all in. To piece together the scene before him.

      The overstuffed suitcase toppled onto its side at the front door.

      The glass shards littering the hardwood floors, shimmering in the afternoon sunlight.

      The long-stemmed violet roses tossed to the ground, their petals drowning in the very water that once fed them.

      Then there was the hair. So much hair. Tufts and tufts of it, mostly long and dark brown.

      More importantly, there was the blood. Splattered over hardwood floors, on the gray sofa, the white armchairs, staining the pristine white walls.

      Blood everywhere.

      But the girl who lived here, a jolie américaine by the name of Eve Winters, well that girl was nowhere to be found.

      Dressed in his fashionable combinaison de protection—the white hooded suit, mask, gloves, and booties that ensured he and his fellow Brigade Criminelle officers didn’t contaminate the crime scene—Officer Devereaux took purposeful steps around the apartment, making sure not to crush a single rose stem or tuft of hair, dodging the glass and blood entirely. As each ginger step took him farther into the crime scene, he began to imagine, to construct, the story that could have led to the disappearance of the 29-year-old prostitute turned author.

      He would have to read her book of course.

      After all, it wasn’t every day that a victim left an entire three hundred pages of evidence behind.

      A copy of Winters’ newly released memoir lay on the ground, soaking in the same water with the rose petals. A splash of blood had made its way onto the back cover, staining the forehead of the author in her seductive portrait.

      A bullseye right on her lovely face.

      She was a target.

      And by the looks of her trashed apartment, she’d been hit.

      One of Devereaux’s team members had tried to give him a copy of the book earlier today before their trip to the crime scene, but he had declined the read—for now anyway. He wanted to see—to feel—Mademoiselle Winters’ last moments in her apartment before diving into the pages of her memoir.

      And what he felt when he took in the roses, the glass, the hair, the blood-stained book cover, was quite clear.

      Jealousy.

      Passion.

      Love gone terribly wrong.

      Devereaux knew all about that, but now wasn’t the time to think of Mia.

      The sight of blood always made him think of her. It was an unfortunate side effect of his profession. Crime scenes usually meant blood, and blood always meant Mia.

      Devereaux shook his head, memories be damned, and glanced down at his clipboard. He flipped through the notes his team had briefed him on upon his arrival just an hour ago. Inside the black Coach purse Winters had left behind, they’d discovered a flight itinerary—round-trip, Charles de Gaulle to JFK, leaving Monday night, May 15th and set to return in one week—along with a printed invite to Winters’ own book release party in New York which was set to happen later on the evening of the 16th. Winters’ passport was also tucked into that same expensive Coach bag, leading the officers to believe she hadn’t made it very far. A quick call to Air France by one of Devereaux’s colleagues had indeed confirmed that Winters never boarded the flight the night before.

      Devereaux lifted his gaze to the black suitcase toppled over by the door.

      She was attacked before she could even make it to the elevator.

      After the bloodshed, someone must have carried her out of here.

      And neglected to clean up the crime scene before they did so.

      How very careless, he thought.

      The slightest of grins crept over his face.

      Officer Devereaux was good at his job. One of the most gifted and meticulous procéduriers who’d ever walked the halls of the famous 36 Quai des Orfèvres.

      Paris’ Brigade Criminelle was lucky to have him. They knew as much.

      But whoever took Eve Winters, well they had no idea who they were dealing with.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            6

          

          
            THE MISTRESS OF PARIS: A MEMOIR

          

          BY EVE WINTERS

        

      

    

    
      
        
        le 11 juillet 2016

        Hôtel George V ~ Paris, France

      

      

      Dex Anderson is…well, he’s gorgeous. There’s no way around it. He has these piercing eyes—blue or green—I can’t quite tell from this distance, but the color is irrelevant. It’s the power they have over me.

      In the first few seconds of meeting his gaze, all sense of control I felt has vanished.

      He owns me.

      His hair is dusty brown with hints of gold woven in. No gray though, even though he is clearly much older than me. He is wearing a crisp black suit. Black tie. White shirt. Classic and so very Parisian. Like he just stepped out of the pages of Vogue.

      The corner of his mouth lifts just the slightest bit. He doesn’t smile, though. And as I take my first step toward him, I get the feeling that Dex Anderson doesn’t smile much. Not at all. Which, strangely, makes me feel a bit more comfortable about taking my next step.

      He watches me intently, and as I take step after step through this glitzy lounge, something happens.

      The nausea subsides. A strut takes over.

      Willow’s strut.

      I’ve been watching my sister use her body to slay men our whole lives.

      She owns them. And then she destroys them.

      And I realize, I know exactly what Willow would do. What she would say.

      She is my blood. I’ve hated that fact for so many years. But by the way my hips sway effortlessly from side to side, my breasts bouncing out of her dress, my tongue running along the corner of my mouth, I know she is inside me. And I am inside her.

      We are sisters.

      And tonight—as much as I may detest it—we are one.

      “Dex?” I say. But it’s not my voice. It’s a voice that is oozing with sex. Oozing with Willow. It’s a voice I despise.

      His eyes dance over my body. I can see the color clearly now—they’re indigo-blue, like the Pacific Ocean. I find myself wanting to dive into them, swim into their depths. But surely I would drown in such dangerous waters.

      He nods to the seat across from him. I sit, obediently. His presence is quiet but powerful, and I know that this is the first thing he will order me to do tonight without even speaking a word.

      He slides a glass across the table. It’s filled with clear liquid. Vodka, probably.

      My hand trembles as I lift the glass to my lips. I take a sip, let the alcohol scald my throat. I’m not a big drinker, and it hurts going down. But it’s the good kind of hurt. The kind I want more of. So, I take another sip. And then another.

      After the glass is nearly empty, I slide my palm across the table, into Dex’s hand.

      It’s time.

      “I’m Willow,” I say. “It’s lovely to meet you.”

      He is still silent. Undressing me with his eyes.

      I wonder what he sees.

      A prostitute?

      A liar?

      The piano player’s voice fills the space between us. Slow and sultry, she’s singing a tune I recognize. One I listen to when I’m writing. “Lover Undercover” by Melody Gardot.

      How appropriate.

      Dex’s fingers are strong and thick as they clasp my hand, and I feel a startling pull coming from between my legs as I think about where his hands are going to be in only a short while.

      That pull becomes ever stronger, ever more forceful as I realize that I want his hands to go there. I want his hands to go everywhere.

      I tell myself that this unexpected wave of desire I’m feeling must be nerves. It has to be. I could never live with myself if I actually wanted to be with this man under such horrifying circumstances. As his prostitute.

      Finally, he speaks.

      “Forgive my silence, Willow, but you’ve taken my breath away.”

      And now I am breathless, and he is already standing over me, nodding for me to get up and follow him.

      I hope he doesn’t notice the way my legs quiver when I stand from my chair. I find him infinitely sexier than any man I’ve ever laid eyes upon. As we walk, I have to remind myself that this man is buying me for the night. That he doesn’t actually like me.

      He chose Willow on a website of high-class escorts; he did not choose me.

      When we reach the elevator, he leans close to me, runs his hand over the curve of my ass. And in my ear, he whispers, “I hope you won’t mind, but I am going to worship your body all night long.”

      We step into the elevator, and I realize I was wrong.

      For tonight anyway, this man has chosen me.
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            SOPHIA

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Tuesday the 16th of May, 2017

        Park Avenue ~ New York City

      

      

      Eve is calling him “Dex Anderson” in her memoir, which obviously isn’t his real name.

      Dex Anderson.

      Andrew Grayson.

      Or Drew Grayson, as only I call him.

      They are so similar. Would she be that stupid?

      Am I crazy to even think this could be possible?

      I’m back on the chaise in the salon, voraciously reading this girl’s memoir and catching glimpses of the news on my television at the same time. The story of the seductive American author who has gone missing in Paris is plastered all over CNN, and Eve’s memoir is no doubt flying off the shelves. The book has nearly broken Amazon’s Top 100 Bestseller List, and I’m sure it will be #1 by the morning.

      Could Eve’s disappearance be a publicity stunt to make her book a bestseller?

      Bollocks.

      I grab my cell to text Abbey.

      
        
          
            
              
        You’re going to be bloody rich from this book.

      

      

      

      

      

      But I delete the message before I send it. That’s insensitive. Callous. Uncaring. Eve could be dead. Raped. Lying in a ditch somewhere. But I know my agent, and she’s already doing the math. She is going to be bloody rich. The longer this girl stays gone, the more money Abbey is going to make.

      Abbey. Would she know the identity of the married man in the book? Would Eve have told her his name? And if it were Drew, and Abbey has known all along, would she even tell me?

      And what about Eve? She had to have known before she signed with her that Abbey is my agent. Did the little cow do this on purpose? Stealing my agent and my husband?

      I want to phone Abbey this instant and bombard her with all of my questions…but then, what if it’s not Drew Eve is writing about? What if I make a total and complete arse of myself? I hardly need my agent thinking I’ve gone totally mad.

      No. I won’t phone Abbey. Not yet anyway. Must do more of my own investigating before I let anyone in my life know that I suspect my own sodding husband could be the married man in Eve’s memoir.

      It occurs to me then that Eve has written the dates in her memoir. I turn back to the first page, and my breath catches when I see the date—July 11th, 2016. That was Drew’s 45th birthday. I’m almost certain he was in Paris that day. I close my eyes, racking my brain to remember our phone conversation. But when my memory comes up empty, I pull up my calendar on my phone to see what I had going that week.

      
        
        7/11/16 - 12:00 p.m. – Writing group

      

      

      Writing group is code for hours spent with my lover. I remember now. I’d tried to phone Drew to wish him a happy birthday before my noon rendezvous, but he hadn’t answered. Later that afternoon, while I was buried beneath the sheets, my phone had buzzed on my nightstand. It was Drew. My lover reached over, switched the phone to silent and tossed it in the drawer. Then he continued making love to me all afternoon. By the time I tried to phone Drew back, it would’ve been late at night in Paris. He never answered.

      I’d thought nothing of it at the time. I knew he was sleeping with other women. In fact, I’d given him permission to do so.

      “Go, be with other women when you travel for business. Just don’t bring it home,” I’d said. This was after months of barely letting him touch me. Of hiding in the closet to change my clothes so he wouldn’t see me naked. I just couldn’t after…after…no.

      I just could not.

      After I’d given him permission to take his sexual desires elsewhere, Drew had nodded silently. Then he’d taken my hand in his and squeezed my fingers so hard I feared my bones might crack.

      “I’m never going to leave you, Sophia,” he said. “Never.”

      I could barely look at him. But I nodded all the same.

      We’ve never discussed it since.

      I know that Drew assumes I’m not sleeping with anyone else. He thinks that I just do not want to have sex, period. Not with anyone.

      He doesn’t know that it is only with him that I do not want to have sex.

      But I love him. Fiercely. So I will never, ever tell him that.

      My watery eyes flicker back to my calendar. On the 13th of July, only two days after his birthday, Drew flew home from Paris to surprise me for our 20th wedding anniversary.

      I did let him make love to me that night—in the dark, of course. Always and only in the dark. After throwing back two Xanax with a glass of straight vodka. I needed to be numb in order to spread my legs for him. I needed to forget what our love making had created…and what it had destroyed.

      On my calendar, I’d noted that Drew flew back to Paris on Friday, July 15th.  I had a “writing meeting” later that night.

      I push down the nausea that wants to eat at my insides.

      So Drew was in Paris on July 11th.  The day Eve became a prostitute.

      I pick the book back up, forcing myself to keep going. Eve has just gotten into the elevator with Dex at the George V Hotel. He’s told her he’s going to worship her body all night long. Definitely does not sound like something my Drew would say…to me at least.

      But then, I clearly have not given him the opportunity to worship my body for years.
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            OFFICER JEAN-MARC DEVEREAUX

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        mardi 16 mai 2017

        Place Dauphine ~ Paris, France

      

      

      Devereaux’s precious time alone in Winters’ apartment was short-lived. He was right in the middle of making the insanely thorough list of notes that would later help him write the insanely thorough description of the crime scene that he, as le Procédurier, was responsible for writing, when his Chef de Groupe, Julien Breton, stomped in through the front door.

      Three years his senior, Breton was Devereaux’s boss, as well as an old childhood friend who had grown up in the same middle-class Parisian suburb as Devereaux. In their years with la Brigade Criminelle—Paris’ specialized crime squad also known as la Crim’—the two men had stood side by side through more atrocious cases than either cared to remember. Given that la Crim’ was tasked with handling the city’s most gruesome homicides, rapes, attacks, and kidnappings, everyday life for Devereaux and Breton was decidedly more morose than their boyhood days spent playing endless soccer matches and chasing endless groups of French filles. Now the two men spent their days chasing criminals, and while it wasn’t a pretty job, they were damn good at it, even if they rarely agreed on how to approach a case.

      Even if lately, they rarely agreed on anything.

      Breton squinted and scratched his beard, the way he always did when he first took in a crime scene. Devereaux waited for his boss’ typical scolding, letting him know that the crime scene wasn’t his to dominate, but it never came.

      Instead, Breton let out a nearly inaudible sigh, shook his head and nodded toward the missing girl’s book soaking in a puddle on the floor.

      “Putain. Not even one damn day to have this case to ourselves. It’s already all over the news—thanks to her book.”

      Devereaux nodded. “Figured as much.”

      “Have you read any of it yet?” Breton asked.

      Devereaux shook his head. “Wanted to comb the scene first.”

      “I had Leroux drive over here so I could skim some of it on the way,” Breton said. “Apparently the girl’s younger sister—another prostituée named Willow—lived here with her. Any sign of her?”

      “It’s a one-bedroom apartment,” Devereaux said. “Fancy. Expensive. But only one bedroom, one bed, one closet, one set of clothes. No photos anywhere. I have more work to do, but as of right now, it appears that only one girl lived here.”

      Breton nodded. “And Martinez?”

      “She’s on it. Been out talking to neighbors since we arrived. She should’ve spoken with the gardien by now to confirm who lived here.”

      “Good,” Breton said. “There’s a married American businessman in the book—he paid her obscene amounts of money to sleep with him, and only him. Looks as though he had no idea she was writing a book about them. Clearly not a coincidence that she disappears the night before the book release. Could be an open-and-shut case once we figure out who this connard is.”

      Devereaux cocked his head at his boss. “Since when do we get the courtesy of an open-and-shut case?” He thought about how absurdly complicated many of their cases were to solve. Some of them took months of following leads that led nowhere until ultimately, they discovered the thread that gave them an answer and a culprit. The complexity of the cases didn’t stop him and Breton from solving most of them with success, of course, but still, open and shut wasn’t the norm in their neck of the woods.

      “Since the girl who went missing left us an entire book of evidence,” Breton quipped.

      “And who says this evidence is true?” By this point, Devereaux was back in the girl’s closet, turning all of the shoes over. “All of the shoes in this closet are the same size. Only one girl lived here.”

      “Maybe her sister wore the same size.” Breton walked into the bedroom and leveled a glare at Devereaux. “We need to find out who the married bastard is that hired her. No way he didn’t have a hand in making this girl disappear.”

      Devereaux offered Breton a curt nod, annoyed at his boss’ insistence on such a simple theory. There was always more to a story like this one, and they both knew it.

      “Enough time in here by yourself,” Breton snapped. “I’m telling the rest of the team and the techniciens to get back in here and do their damn jobs.”

      Devereaux delighted for a moment in the way his boss’ left eye was twitching.

      “Late night?” Devereaux asked. He knew he should stop there, but he didn’t give a shit anymore. “Baby keep you up?”

      Breton’s glare hardened at the mention of his girlfriend’s baby. The baby who also happened to be Devereaux’s niece.

      “Coralie wasn’t feeling well,” Breton said. “She needed me to help feed the baby.”

      Devereaux knew the drill. His younger sister Coralie hadn’t felt well since the day they lost their father eleven years ago. She was only sixteen when they’d lost him, and she was only three when they’d lost their mother. Even though Coralie was a 27-year-old woman now, she still acted like that troubled, lost little girl who’d lost both of her parents too soon. She needed constant help with everything, and most recently, she needed constant help caring for the baby she’d had after a one-night stand with a man she refused to name.

      The person she’d always turned to for that help—with both the baby and everything else that had gone wrong in her life—had been her big brother, Jean-Marc. He was ten years older than her and he’d been more like a father to her than a brother. Right after Coralie had given birth to her baby last August, he’d invited them to move in with him. The day Coralie walked into Jean-Marc’s apartment and placed sweet Baby Adelaide in his arms was the day Jean-Marc came back to life. He needed that little girl just as much as she needed him…and perhaps even more.

      But that all ended when Jean-Marc’s boss and former friend Julien Breton decided to start sleeping with his little sister.

      That was the day when work became decidedly tenser for the two men.

      Devereaux swallowed the stab of jealousy he felt over being replaced. He should’ve been relieved not to be the one waking up at ungodly hours every night to feed the baby. But he missed being needed. He missed holding his niece every day, every night. She was so sweet. So soft. So innocent.

      And with his daily life a constant reminder of all that was evil, harsh, and anything but innocent in this world, he couldn’t help but despise Breton for taking that away from him.

      He’d had a shot at happiness with Mia, but that was gone now too. She was gone.

      “Have your report on my desk by 20h00,” Breton said. “We have to move fast on this one. Winters might still be alive.”

      Devereaux turned his back to Breton and walked out into the salon. Nothing about the blood-spattered scene before him said that this girl was still alive, but without a body, he knew Breton was right about one thing.

      They had to move fast.
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            THE MISTRESS OF PARIS: A MEMOIR

          

          BY EVE WINTERS

        

      

    

    
      
        
        le 11 juillet 2016

        Hôtel George V ~ Paris, France

      

      

      Inside the decadent penthouse suite, Dex has only just closed the door behind us when he presses his body into mine, pushes my back against the wall, and shoves a knee in between my legs. They spread, easily, and I realize that I am totally and completely at his mercy now. He hasn’t even kissed me yet, but his hands are already sliding up my thighs, beneath my dress, pulling my thong to the side.

      His fingers are warm, and they’re more than eager; they’re forceful.

      He pushes them inside of me before I have time to ask for the envelope with the 5,000 euros. The 5,000 euros Willow specifically instructed me to have in hand before I let this man touch me.

      But now, one, two, three, four of his smoking hot fingers have taken me hostage. Nearly his whole hand.

      It’s been so long since anyone has touched me…since I’ve allowed anyone to touch me, that even though part of me is terrified, even though it hurts like hell, I am strangely, instantly wet.

      He lowers his face to mine, exhales his steamy breath into my mouth, but he doesn’t kiss me. His eyes are heavy with lust as he locks them on me. His fingers are pushing so deep inside of me, I have to stop myself from wincing.

      But just like the vodka downstairs, I like the pain.

      I want more.

      The thought washes over me before I can stop it. And I hate it. I hate that there is even a small part of me that is getting off on this. It’s sick, twisted, disgusting. And if I like it—even a little bit—what does that make me?

      Before I get too used to the feeling of his hand inside me, he flips me around, plants my hands on the wall, and lifts my dress up so my bare ass is pressing into his groin. The sound of his belt buckle coming undone makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.

      Holy shit. He is going to do this, right now.

      No warmup. No foreplay. No cash exchange.

      It only takes seconds before I feel his erection pushing against my skin.

      I think of the roll of condoms Willow gave me. They’re in the purse that has now dropped to the floor.

      “I have to have you now,” he growls. “I would’ve spread you open on the table downstairs if I could have.”

      And that is all the warning I get before I am, officially, Dex’s prostitute.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Dex has me bent me over some fancy table in the foyer now. We’ve knocked over a vase filled with white roses in the process. There is glass everywhere. The sweet scent of roses encompasses our dirty act, but I am surprised to notice that they no longer smell like fear.

      They smell of darkness. A darkness I’ve needed to release for so long. And it is only now, here—bent over for Dex—that I am able to release this endless night that has lived within me since I was a teenager.

      Dex has been inside of me for less than an hour and no longer am I afraid of him or what he might do to me. I don’t give a shit about the money—the penthouse suite we have taken ownership of clearly says he’s good for it. And the threat on my sister’s life is even too far away for me to worry about right now.

      All I care about is making this night last as long as possible. And I am sick with myself for feeling this way. But sex has never felt so intoxicating. So utterly inebriating. So viciously forbidden.

      I’ve never tried heroin. Willow spent years being a total fucking mess on it. She couldn’t stop. It’s all she could think about. When to get her next hit. How to get the money to score more. More. More. More.

      And I never understood it until now.

      I spread my legs farther, and I turn around to look at Dex. He has stripped off his black jacket, and the top buttons on his shirt are undone. A shiny silver chain adorns his neck, and at the end of it, a silver cross which glistens beneath the low light of the chandelier with each

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Danielle Porter’s Free Starter Library
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Eve
      


      		
        1. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        2. Sophia
      


      		
        3. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        4. Sophia
      


      		
        5. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        6. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        7. Sophia
      


      		
        8. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        9. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        10. Sophia
      


      		
        11. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        12. Eve
      


      		
        13. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        14. Sophia
      


      		
        15. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        16. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        17. Eve
      


      		
        18. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        19. Eve
      


      		
        20. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        21. Sophia
      


      		
        22. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        23. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        24. Eve
      


      		
        25. Sophia
      


      		
        26. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        27. Sophia
      


      		
        28. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        29. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        30. Sophia
      


      		
        31. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        32. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        33. Eve
      


      		
        34. Sophia
      


      		
        35. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        36. Sophia
      


      		
        37. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        38. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        39. Sophia
      


      		
        40. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        41. Eve
      


      		
        42. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        43. Sophia
      


      		
        44. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        45. Sophia
      


      		
        46. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        47. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        48. Sophia
      


      		
        49. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        50. Sophia
      


      		
        51. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        52. Sophia
      


      		
        53. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        54. Sophia
      


      		
        55. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        56. Sophia
      


      		
        57. The Mistress of Paris: A Memoir
      


      		
        58. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        59. Sophia
      


      		
        60. Eve
      


      		
        61. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        62. Eve
      


      		
        63. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        64. Sophia
      


      		
        65. Eve
      


      		
        66. Sophia
      


      		
        67. Eve
      


      		
        68. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        69. Eve
      


      		
        70. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        71. Eve
      


      		
        72. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        73. Sophia
      


      		
        74. Eve
      


      		
        75. Sophia
      


      		
        76. Eve
      


      		
        77. Eve
      


      		
        78. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        79. Eve
      


      		
        80. Eve
      


      		
        81. Sophia
      


      		
        82. Eve
      


      		
        83. Sophia
      


      		
        84. Eve
      


      		
        85. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        86. Sophia
      


      		
        87. Officer Jean-Marc Devereaux
      


      		
        88. Sophia
      


      		
        89. Eve
      


      		
        The Diamond Girl
      


      		
        A Note from Danielle
      


      		
        Get Your Exclusive Danielle Porter Starter Library
      


      		
        Also by Danielle Porter (writing as Juliette Sobanet)
      


      		
        City of Light Series
      


      		
        City of Love Series
      


      		
        True Stories in the City of Love
      


      		
        Story Island Series
      


      		
        City Girls Novella Series
      


      		
        City of Darkness Series
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Also by Danielle Porter (writing as Juliette Sobanet)


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/saint-germain-press-logo-interior.jpg
Saint Germain
press





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/images/all-the-beautiful-bodies-new-final.jpg
mazon Bestselling Author
EEEEEEEEEEEEEEE
||||||||

DANIELLE
PORTER

ALL THE
BEAUTIFUL

BODIES

A NOVEL

SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS






