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Introducing the Eternal Bad Boys … From Katie Ashley, Karina Halle, Sophie Jackson and Monica Murphy.

Everybody loves a Bad Boy.

And we have the baddest, wildest, sexiest Bad Boys around.

This exclusive sampler introduces our irresistible Bad Boys and the romances they star in:

Mexican Bad Boy Javier Bernal, in Karina Halle’s DIRTY ANGELS.

Suave business-man Bad Boy Ryder McKay, in Monica Murphy’s OWNING VIOLET.

Ex-con Bad Boy Wes Carter, in Sophie Jackson’s A POUND OF FLESH.

Biker Bad Boy Deacon Malloy, in Katie Ashley’s VICIOUS CYCLE.

It’s time to meet Javier, Ryder, Carter and Deacon – the Eternal Bad Boys who are dangerously hot and deliciously naughty.

Be warned: These Bad Boys will steal your hearts.

**Features a special Bad Boy quiz: Which Eternal Bad Boy is your perfect Book Boyfriend?**


Which Eternal Bad Boy is your perfect #BookBoyfriend? Take our quiz to find out…

Which of these is your dream date?

a) A cruise on a luxury yacht in the Mexican Gulf

b) A picnic in the park reading Shakespeare

c) A thrilling motorbike ride through the countryside

d) Candlelit dinner for two in the hottest new restaurant

Which of these do you think makes the best present?

a) The latest designer handbag

b) A rare first edition copy of your favourite childhood book

c) Your very own motorbike helmet

d) A set of sexy lingerie

What would your dream date wear?

a) Nothing but the best designer clothes

b) Laid back in a T-shirt, jeans and a beanie hat

c) Leathers!

d) A sleek, stylish tailored suit

Mostly As:

Javier is your man – the ultimate Mexican Bad Boy, from Karina Halle’s Dirty Angels series. You can find him in DIRTY ANGELS and DIRTY DEEDS – out now.

Mostly Bs:

Interesting – you’ve picked Carter, the irresistible brainy Bad Boy ex-con from Sophie Jackson’s A POUND OF FLESH. You can meet Carter properly this summer when Sophie’s debut hits the shelves!

Mostly Cs:

You’ve matched with Deacon, our biker Bad Boy from Katie Ashley’s exciting new Vicious Cycle series. Start your engines – VICIOUS CYCLE will be out in June.

Mostly Ds:

You’ve chosen Ryder, our suave Bad Boy from Monica Murphy’s OWNING VIOLET. Fall in love with him in the first Fowler Sisters book, out now.

Now read on for a taster of our delicious Bad Boys…


Introducing Javier Bernal…

[image: img]

For Luisa Chavez, former beauty queen, every day is a struggle to survive. Working as a waitress in Cabo San Lucas is her only hope until Salvador Reyes, depraved leader of a Mexican drug cartel, offers her a lifeline. Salvador wants Luisa as his prized wife, and she can’t say no.

Robbed of all her freedom, even the finest wines and most precious jewels can’t make up for the ugliness and violence of her marriage. Desperate to escape, Luisa’s wish comes true in the deadliest form: Javier Bernal, head of a rival cartel.

Javier will stop at nothing to get what he wants. And he wants to take Luisa, use her, and ruin her. Unless she ruins him first …

Available now from
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Read on for a sample of this Mexican Bad Boy…


Javier

The whore was beautiful.

Then again, Este usually did have good taste in women, if not in fashion. I watched as she walked uneasily down the cobblestone driveway, heading toward the guards at the gate, heading toward freedom. She reminded me of a spindly-legged fawn, her high heels a poor match for the uneven ground, and for one brief moment I felt sorry for her. Pity, even. Such a pretty thing selling her body for riches that never came. She only got money, but that was never what the whore really wanted. What she really wanted, she would never, ever get.

She was better off dead.

And at that thought, the twinge of pity was gone.

I watched as she approached the gate. Though the two guards were facing forward, their eyes hidden by sunglasses, I could tell they were exchanging a look, wondering who was going to kill her first. Orders were orders.

They didn’t need to debate for long. A shot rang out, a bullet to the back of her head, and the whore fell to the ground slowly, as if she had just grown too tired to stand. Blood began to flow from her head.

I craned my neck, mildly curious to see who had done it. I couldn’t see anyone but the guards, which meant it had to have been Franco. It had turned into a hobby for him lately, as if he discovered he had a taste for being a sniper, but it was better the whores than anyone else at the compound.

Somewhere I knew my gardener, Carlos, was cursing himself. Franco never disposed of the bodies, and it would be Carlos’s job once again to do something with her, wash away the red mess from the hot stones. Naturally, he would never complain to me, or someone else would have to clean up his own blood.

There was a knock at the door behind me. I kept my hands behind my back, my eyes glued to the blood that was pouring out of her head, a hypnotic, moving painting.

“Come in,” I said. I didn’t have to turn around to know it was Este. “What was the whore’s name?” I asked, still staring at the growing crimson pond.

The door clicked softly and I felt him step into the room. “Laura,” he said. “She could fuck like no one’s business, hey. You should have tried her. You know I don’t mind sharing.”

I ignored him. “Don’t you think it’s a bit, oh, I don’t know … crude, to have the whores leave this way?” I asked him. “Wouldn’t it be better to kill them in bed?”

I heard him snort. “No, that would be crude. We might as well let them have that bit of hope that they’ll make it out alive, don’t you think? Besides, this is more sporting. It’s hunting. Hunting is elegant.”

I nodded. I supposed he was right. It wasn’t very sporting otherwise. I watched as Carlos came scurrying toward the body and started to drag Laura away. I never asked what he did with the bodies, but as long as I never saw them again, it didn’t really matter. Out of sight, out of mind.

I turned around and eyed Este. “I suppose in a perfect world, we wouldn’t have to kill them at all.”

He smirked and leaned on my desk. “Well, look at you getting all soft.”

I raised my brow. “It’s just a shame that you can’t buy silence anymore.”

He shrugged. “One whore talks and then you get fuckers at your door. We all need to get laid, well at least I do.” A wry look came across his face at that. “There really is no other solution.”

“I suppose not,” I said, and sat down at my desk. I adjusted my watch and stared up at him expectantly. “So, why are you here? Showing off your terrible taste in shoes? Are those made of cardboard?”

He peered down at his feet. As usual the man looked like he’d rolled out of the California surf with his T-shirt, board shorts, and terrible Birkenstocks. Not the image the cartel had at all, but there was no talking style into him. Believe me, I had tried.

He placed a large envelope down on the desk. “Got the email from Martin just a few minutes ago and had these printed out for you.”

I stared at the envelope for a beat before laying my fingers on it and sliding it toward me. A quiver of anticipation ran up my arms and I did my best to quell it.

“I didn’t respond,” Este went on. “He mentioned that the location of the wedding changed at the last minute yesterday, but he was still able to get everything done. I printed out the email. It’s in there too.”

I nodded and slowly opened the flap.

“Should I get anything more from him?”

I shook my head and slid the papers out of the envelope and onto the desk. “No, it doesn’t matter. Martin is dead.”

I glanced up to see Este staring at me with a stunned expression. “So soon?”

“Yes,” I said absently, looking back to the paper in my hands. I skimmed the printed-out email.

“What a shame, I liked the guy.”

“I didn’t,” I said. “But he got the job done and that’s all that matters.”

“Kind of like the whores.”

I pursed my lips. “Mmmm,” I conceded. From the email, Martin had done the job well. He had observed Salvador Reyes and his bride from a few days before the wedding and gotten photographs during the ceremony. “But killing women is always so ugly, isn’t it?”

“You see,” Este said, crossing his arms, “right there, that sort of shit surprises me. You know, considering your issues with women and
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