
		
			[image: 1.png]
		

	
		
			[image: ]

			[image: A screenshot of a cell phone

Description automatically generated]

		

	
		
			Seduced

			Beau Reve Series Book 1

			By

			Elissa Daye

			This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events, locations, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

			[image: WCP Logo 7]

			World Castle Publishing, LLC

			Pensacola, Florida

			Copyright © Elissa Daye 2020

			Smashwords Edition

			Paperback ISBN: 9781951642327

			eBook ISBN: 9781951642334

			First Edition World Castle Publishing, LLC, February 10, 2020

			http://www.worldcastlepublishing.com

			Smashwords Licensing Notes

			All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in articles and reviews.

			Cover: Melissa Davis

			Editor: Maxine Bringenberg

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			“Watch out for table three. They’re ass grabbers,” warned Amelia.

			“Good to know.” Tara was not looking forward to taking over Amelia’s shift, but what choice did she have? Someone had to pay the bills, and while she didn’t like working at the night club, it paid decent on the weekends.

			“They don’t pay me enough for this shit.” Candy rolled her eyes as she straightened her skirt, trying to get it to stay in place. “Bachelor party from hell.”

			“You’d think Lane ran a strip club,” sighed Tara.

			“He might as well, considering the outfit he makes us wear.” Amelia gestured to the black skirt and tight pink tank top that was cut two inches too low. “That’s why they come here. It’s cheaper than the strip club. We should charge them for every time they touch us.”

			“If only. They don’t even tip well.” Tara rolled her eyes. “Lane never does anything about it.”

			“He needs to hire a bouncer, like yesterday,” complained Lola.

			“And cut into the profits?” Amelia shook her head, derisively. “Ain’t never gonna happen.”

			“Ladies! There are thirsty patrons. Less chit-chat. Lou, did you water the whiskey down?”

			Lou barely looked up. “Yeah, boss.”

			“Good, good.” He rubbed his hands together. “Back to work, ladies.”

			Tara watched him leave and looked over at Amelia. “Enjoy your break.”

			“Break, ha—the whole ten minutes? Maybe I should take up stripping.”

			“You already do enough of it outside of here anyway,” teased Lola.

			“Hey, that’s for fun, not for the money.” Amelia winked at Lola.

			“Right...I believe you.” Candy winked back.

			“Girls, she’s a sex addict. Paying her would only be a bonus.” Tara couldn’t help herself.

			“At least I get some.” Amelia wrinkled her nose at Tara.

			“Oh, I get mine,” Tara added. It was a total lie, but no one called her out on it.

			“Ladies, you better get back out there before Lane blows a gasket. You remember what happened last time.”

			“He took our tips,” grumbled Lola.

			“Asshole,” complained Candy.

			“Yes, but that asshole cuts your paycheck and mine.” Lou nodded over to where the self-satisfied owner was chatting with a pretty brunette.

			“Off to serve the ass grabbers. Wish me luck,” muttered Tara as she tugged her skirt down further.

			“Girl, it won’t matter how far you pull it down, it’s still going to ride up your ass,” teased Lola.

			“I know, but a girl has to try. One day I’m going to wear spanks underneath. At least then they won’t see my lady bits.”

			Amelia spit out her drink. “Vagina, Va-gi-na...girl, call it proper.”

			Tara shook her head and walked away. She didn’t mind Amelia teasing her. The pretty blonde was actually the only real friend she had. Lola and Candy, they just tolerated Tara. Tara was kind of used to that. Lola and Candy were two of the most popular waitresses there, probably because their breasts were stripper sized. Tara sometimes wondered if they were natural, but she didn’t make it a point to stare too long. It was bad enough that the men did that. 

			Tara walked over to Amelia’s table. “Gentleman, your drinks.”

			“Aww, where’d the blonde go?” One of the men asked her. He looked a little bit like a bear, huskier than the other two.

			“She’s on break. Don’t worry, I’ll take good care of you.” Tara placed the drinks on the table.

			“Oh, will you now?” The bear pulled her into his lap and tried to feel up her chest. He whispered into her ear, “If you’re really good, we’ll make sure to tip you real nice now.”

			“Well, that’s certainly kind of you.” She gave him a nice smile and carefully dislodged herself from his lap. “If you’ll excuse me, Lou needs me to bring out another order.”

			“Come back soon, darling.” He swatted her ass with his hand, hard enough for it to sting.

			Tara’s face was red when she went to the bathroom. She took in a few breaths and heard the door open behind her. Tara turned to the sound, half afraid one of those men had followed her into the bathroom.

			“You all right, kid?” Lola asked her with concern.

			“Fine. Same story, different night.” Tara sighed. Men…. Let her rephrase that. Drunk men seemed to think the servers were objects to do with whatever they pleased. Tara wished she could smash her fist into his face, but that would make her lose her job.

			“Make sure Lou really waters down their drinks next time. Maybe you could spit in their beer. It’s foamy enough they’d never notice.”

			Tara giggled. “That’s disgusting.”

			“Yeah, but that prick deserves it.” Lola smiled at her and offered her a wet paper towel to cool her face.

			“Thanks, Lola.” 

			“Any time. We better get back out there. Lane’s really cracking the whip tonight. The club’s hopping.”

			“Of course, it is.” She quickly wiped her face and shook it off. Time to get back to it. She only had three more hours of this crap to deal with. Only...heaven help her. 

			Tara returned out to the bar and saw the men at the table were leaving. Had someone answered her prayer? She walked over to clear their table and was disappointed that they had only left her a two-dollar tip. Hell, if she was being frisked at a strip club, she’d get a lot more money. That guy practically had a lap dance. It wasn’t even worth keeping. She’d just hand it off to Amelia since she had spent the majority of their visit with them.

			The next few hours were filled with even more obnoxious men, some with women who were ignoring their crass behavior. Why did women let their men act like that? They deserved a hell of a lot better. No man had the right to put his hands on another woman without their permission. That message was still not sinking into the world around her. That was probably why Tara didn’t have much luck. That, and the fact that she was too busy working her ass off just to make ends meet. That was life, though.

			When Tara was done with her shift, she walked out to her car in the well-lit parking lot. She had her keys positioned between each finger, just in case some schmuck decided to make a move on her. It was two in the morning, just the right time for the creeps to come out and play. She quickly unlocked her door and slid inside, shivering slightly from the cold air. Locking her doors, she started the engine. Tara had never been attacked, but the fear was always there no matter how hard she tried to bury it deep inside her.

			She made her way home as quickly as possible. When she pulled into the driveway, she saw a package on her porch. “Hmmm...mail must have come late today. Figures.”

			Tara never knew when the mail was going to arrive. Half the time, it was for her brothers, who no longer lived there. Tara pressed the button to the garage door and drove her car inside. She went outside to retrieve the package, then went back inside the garage. Closing the garage, she let herself into her house.

			“Hmm...I’m slightly curious, but I really need a shower.” Not because she smelled so much, but because she didn’t like the dirty hands that had mauled her all evening. Her shift started at six o’clock. That was close to eight hours of sweaty drunks. She shivered. 

			After washing away the sweat and grit of the day, Tara slid into her cotton robe and sighed. There was something about a nice long shower followed with a fluffy robe. Wrapping her hair in a small towel, she finally made her way to the box on the table. Checking the address again, she reassured herself that the package was indeed hers. “Weird. I didn’t order anything.”

			Tara put a hand on it and smirked. Several ideas popped into her head at once. A secret admirer? A bomb? A decapitated head? “Maybe I watch too much TV. What is Beau Reve?” she wondered aloud. The package and letter had come from there. From the looks of the logo, Tara almost thought it was some kind of law firm. Maybe someone had sent her a present from them. Her brothers, perhaps? 

			Tracing her fingers over the envelope, she was still perplexed. The lettering certainly looked official. She slid a fingernail under the edge on one side and ripped it from corner to corner. “Congratulations, you’ve won a million dollars,” she chuckled to herself. Like she’d ever be that lucky. Dare to dream, though, right?

			Pulling out the letter inside, Tara almost held her breath. The logo appeared at the top, much like the envelope. Was this some kind of summons? Beau Reve, all-expense-paid two-week vacation...was she in an alternate dimension? There had to be some catch. Overpriced plane tickets? She had to buy a timeshare? That one had actually been pulled on her twice before. Like an underpaid waitress could afford a timeshare. That sure didn’t stop them from trying to get whatever they could out of her.

			“Like hell.” She set the letter down, only half-reading it. Tara rolled her eyes. Was it even worth finishing? “Not like I have anything better to do, I guess.” She picked the letter back up and read to the next page. She had been nominated for the vacation, but it didn’t say by who. “Interesting.”

			Somehow she found it hard to believe. The list of people who could have nominated her for this was very short. In fact, one person came to mind. Tara picked up her phone and dialed the number, and groaned when she got her voicemail. “Amelia, did you nominate me for a vacation? I just got a letter in the mail. Call me when you get off work.”

			All expenses. That’s what the letter stated. There was a twenty-four-hour helpline. Tara dialed the number and waited for someone to answer on the other end. She tapped her finger on the kitchen counter absently, and almost jumped when the operator on the other end picked up.

			“Beau Reve, where your fantasies come alive. How may I assist you today?”

			Fantasies? What was this, Disney World? She giggled despite herself. “Sorry. Um, Yeah, I got a package in the mail from your resort.”

			“Can you give me the number on the top?” The woman asked her.

			“23798727.” Tara bit her lip as she waited for the woman to respond.

			“Ms. Hart?” The woman verified.

			“Tara Hart, yes.” This was getting more interesting by the moment.

			“Wonderful, Ms. Hart. It looks like you’ve got a credit for a two-week vacation. When would you like to schedule it?”

			“Excuse me?” She asked incredulously. “What’s the catch?”

			“No catch,” the woman tried to assure her.

			“You’re not trying to sell me anything? No timeshares? No vacation packages?” Tara ran her nail across the counter and tried to scrape some of the grime away. God, when was the last time she’d cleaned this counter? She quickly retrieved a wet cloth and waited to hear what mumbo jumbo the women would tell her next.

			“We’re not that kind of resort, Ms. Hart. We give away vacations all the time at Beau Reve, and we’re happy to do it. Now, your stay includes all the amenities. Food, drink, entertainment. We even have our own transportation for you from your airport to our resort. Do you have any dates in mind?”

			Tara nibbled on her bottom lip. “Any idea who might have nominated me for this vacation?”

			“All nominations are anonymous. If you check the package that came along with it, you have airplane tickets with an open reservation on the top.”

			“I’m finding this a little difficult to believe.” Tara tapped a finger on her counter.

			“That’s understandable. If you aren’t ready to book your date now, you can use your identification number to set up your stay.” The woman read off the script; she must have read a million times.

			“Thank you. I need some time to think this over.” 

			“We’re here to help. Any day or night. Feel free to call with any other questions you might have, Ms. Hart, and have a lovely night.”

			Tara heard the click of the phone on the other end and sighed. What a load of horse shit! There was no way they were going to hand her an all-expenses-paid trip. Like that ever happened. 

			Tara rubbed her temples and opened her fridge to find something to eat. Her mind was starting to race as she heated up her leftover pasta. A free vacation. That would be nice. She actually had saved up enough time to get away for two weeks, but that didn’t mean Lane would let her out for that long. If she went, Tara would have to find someone willing to work those hours.

			Tara sighed. She could use the vacation to get her mind off her worries if that were possible. Her life had been filled with worry and responsibility since the moment her parents had died, leaving her to raise her teenage brothers. Tara had been nineteen at the time and barely making her way through college. She dropped out to become their guardian and had been in survival mode ever since.

			At one time, Tara had been working four jobs to get them through. Now that the boys had moved on to the next stage in their lives, Tara was thinking of selling their house. The money from the sale could help fund the last two years of Clay’s college, and some could be set aside for Eric for when he got home from deployment. The boys hadn’t wanted her to do that. Their house was filled with memories. Some good, some bad, but memories would carry with them no matter where they went. 

			Tara had planned on using her vacation time to clear out the house and find an apartment, but there was also a large part of her that was reluctant to let go of it. Tara passed by the picture of her brother Eric, and a tear filled her eye. She didn’t like him being so far away, but he had been a self-proclaimed soldier all the way back in the day when he was playing with his tiny little plastic soldiers. Her grandfather had been in the military and lived through two wars. He was probably the reason why Eric had been so adamant.

			“Oh, Tara. Girl, you got to get out of your head,” she sighed. 

			Tara opened her laptop and typed in the website for Beau Reve. When it opened in her browser window, she saw a beautiful white sandy beach and palm trees. Was it near the tropics? She scrolled through all the pictures and amenities provided. Beau Reve looked like paradise, but there was one catch. As she read the catch line again, she had a feeling that something wasn’t quite on the up and up with it. Where your fantasies come alive.

			As she scrolled through some of the photos, she found an event calendar. Mixers, social events, massages, entertainers. Then there was a list of the different areas. At the bottom of the screen, she saw text in the tiniest of print. All sexual encounters are consensual.

			“Say what now?” What kind of place was Beau Reve? A sexual fantasy island? She must be imagining things. At least she thought she was until she pulled the FAQ up. 

			“Can I have sex in public? Is there a dungeon? What kind of clothing should I bring?” Tara’s cheeks started to feel hot. “Sex. Wow, they just put it all right out there, don’t they?”

			The next question actually made her feel better. “I’ve won a vacation, but I don’t want to have sex. Can Beau Reve still be for me?”

			Tara read the answers. Yes, while Beau Reve caters to the sexual desires of women, they need not participate in any of the activities in order to have a fulfilling time at Beau Reve. There is never any pressure to do anything that makes any woman uncomfortable. Well, that answered that question. So, the only question now was, could Tara go to Beau Reve, knowing what its covenant stood for? 

			Tara could count on one hand the number of vacations she’d had over the past six years. Zero. Not a one. Now that she was down to just one job, with vacation that would soon disappear if she didn’t use it by the end of the year, the temptation was real. Tara decided not to make a decision until she talked to Amelia. Her friend was the only ear she trusted. Hopefully, she would call her back soon.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Tara knew that Amelia would be getting home soon. Her shift was over at three, when they took the last call for the night. Their job was never done, it seemed. Tara made herself a quick sandwich and grabbed a bag of chips. It was late to eat, but Tara had more than worked off her dinner. 

			Tara plopped down on her bed and started to thumb through the cable stations. She finally found one of the CSI shows and started to watch it. As the detectives started to dissect a maggot, Tara swallowed a bite of her sandwich. Good thing she had an iron stomach. If not, she would have spat the food out. She was too hungry to care at this point. 

			“Damn it.” She’d forgotten her water. Tara did not relish getting back out of bed. Her feet were throbbing painfully from the high heels she had to wear every night. She’d like to see Lane prance around in a pair of those sometime. He’d fall on his ass in the first two minutes.

			Sighing, Tara set her food aside and went back out to the kitchen to get a bottle of water and a few cookies. Better to do it now, because she was going to want them in a few minutes and she’d just have to get right back up and get them. Best to cut that off at the pass. At least, that’s what she told herself as she slid back onto her bed.

			The coroner on the show started to slice open the cadaver just as her cell started to ring. She picked it up and wasn’t surprised to see Amelia’s number. She was right on time. “Girl, you’re not going to believe what came in the mail today.”

			“So, you got it?”

			“If you mean a letter from someplace called Beau Reve, then yes. Did you know about this?” 

			Tara crossed her arm over her chest. While it did bring some validity to the whole experience, she was a little perturbed that her friend would do something like this without telling her. Amelia must have had a good reason, though, because she told Tara everything—literally, everything, and sometimes in more detail than anyone really wanted to know. Like how big the man she was sleeping was, what he did with his tongue, if he snored, how long he lasted, and many, many other mundane things. Tara wasn’t entirely sure why she shared as much as she did. Sometimes she’d throw her arms over her head, her signal that Amelia was oversharing, but that never seemed to stop her.

			“Well, yes, in a way, but it wasn’t me who put you in for it.”

			“Who did?” Tara nibbled on her bottom lip. She wracked her brains, trying to figure out who could have possibly put her name in for this vacation. 

			“Some guy who came to the bar one night. Apparently, he saw you being hassled by a table of jackasses, and was impressed with the way you handled yourself.” Amelia sounded like she was smiling even from here.

			“That’s not all, though, is it?” That was never it. Amelia always led with just a little bit of information before throwing even more out there.

			“Not quite. He was quite handsome, though. When he told me where he wanted to send you, I about had a heart attack.”

			“He probably thinks he can have his way with me.” Tara put her head in her hands and shook it slowly. How in the world could she go there knowing some stranger thought she needed to get laid? And the fact that her best friend had been in on it in any shape or form made the joke that much crueler. And what did she mean, where he wanted to send her? “Do you know what Beau Reve is?” 

			“Yep. I’ve been there. Twice.” Amelia’s voice was envious. “Of course, I only got a week. I must not be a good girl. You’re going to have a lot of fun.”

			“When was this?” Tara was now curious. When was the last time she’d seen Amelia take a vacation? Like ever? Amelia was the only other person she knew who worked as hard as she did. Especially considering the years of college she still had to achieve to get her doctorate.

			“It was two years ago before you started working at the bar. Two separate weeks of ecstasy. I’m almost jealous.”

			“Amelia, I can’t go to some sexual fantasy island. It’s not my thing.” Tara pulled the covers closer to her legs as if to demonstrate how straight-laced she was, not that Amelia could see her. Tara had enough trouble walking about in a short skirt and high heels around the club’s patrons. How in the world was she going to hook up with strangers? Not likely to ever happen in this century.

			“You never know unless you try, Tara. Besides, you don’t have to do anything. Just go and relax.”

			True. She could just relax if that were actually in her vocabulary. Sometimes Tara wished she had a pause button. “Where is it?”

			“It’s at an undisclosed location, to give its visitors privacy. An island in the tropics somewhere. No one will even know you went.”

			“You will.” 

			Tara wasn’t sure she wanted to be Amelia’s punchline any time soon. If she did end up having some kind of island affair, Tara would never be able to live it down. Ever! She shook her head and sighed loudly.

			“Well, yes. And I will want the details, of course. But your secret will be safe with me. Trust me, you’ll love it there.”

			“Says you, Amelia. You and I, we’re two different people.” Sometimes Tara wished she could be a little more like Amelia, but life was too complicated for that.

			“We’re not so different. Just because I find sex to be something beneficial to my own personal sanity doesn’t make me that different than you. Besides, I know where you keep your secret stash,” Amelia teased her. “Do you need some batteries, Tara?”

			“Amelia!” Tara turned red and tried to ignore the embarrassment flooding through her. Clearly, she was going to have to come up with a better hiding place. Sure, she’d taken care of herself from time to time. She was human, after all, and her body still had needs.

			“You won’t need toys at Beau Reve, Tara. And it’s like Vegas—what happens there, stays there.” 

			“Is that why you never told me about it before?” Tara asked her. She thought she knew all of Amelia’s past sexual escapades. Her friend often shared them with her just to make her blush. If she went, she’d have a red face around Amelia for the rest of her life. Amelia would probably start to regale her with all her own stories, all while trying to drag any information from Tara.

			“Well, I also didn’t want to ruin the surprise. I was pretty sure my added recommendation would seal the deal. You have to go, Tara. Just think, a tropical paradise with anything your heart desires, even if it’s just to catch up on your sleep.”

			“But it’s not like I can just skip out on work.” Which was true. Paying her bills was something Tara had to do. She didn’t believe in letting a single bill go, even if they gave her an extension. That messed with your credit score, after all. Credit she wasn’t even using, but still. Even though she had vacation time, she’d still have to convince Lane to give her the time.

			“About that.... Yes, you can. I’ve already gotten the girls onboard. We’re more than happy to take any of your shifts while you’re gone. We all could use the money.”

			“Amelia! Oh my god, did you tell everyone else?” Tara could not keep the mortification out of her voice. If any of the others knew, she might have to quit. Amelia made fun of her in private, but the ladies…. They meant well, but their words could sometimes come out the wrong way. They didn’t have the same insecurities that she had.

			“Relax. The girls only know that you have an opportunity for a vacation. Besides, you’ve done them all a solid any time they needed it. They’re willing to help you out.”

			“What if my vacation hours aren’t enough to pay my bills, Amelia?” She was making a mental calculation in her head. Missing hours didn’t cover the missed tips. The tips were what kept her afloat most weeks.

			“About that. Did you find anything else in the envelope?”

			“Not that I know of. Let me check.” Tara jumped out of bed and retrieved the envelope. In her hurry to read the letter, Tara could have missed something. She pulled out a smaller slip of paper and almost lost her mind. “Twenty thousand dollars? Are you shitting me?”

			“So, you did get it. Good. I knew you would worry about your bills. They promised me that they would take care of it.” 

			Her friend seemed a little anxious on the other end. What was she hiding from her? Nothing was free. It never was.

			“Who? Who are they?” What kind of place pays for people to be off work and gives them a free vacation? Her doubts swarmed in her head like hundreds of bees in a mason jar. Tara couldn’t hold onto one thought long enough to think. She rubbed her head as her mind raced. 

			“Beau Reve. They have funds in place for situations like these.” Amelia sounded secretive, and Tara didn’t like it one bit.

			“Situations like these? What are you holding back, Amelia?” Tara nibbled on her bottom lip, waiting to find out what Amelia could be holding back from her.

			“It may or may not be an exotic lonely-hearts club.”

			“Wait. What? I’m not going then. I don’t need to be fixed up with anyone, Amelia. I can do just fine on my own, thank you.” 

			Exotic lonely-hearts club? There wasn’t an exotic bone in Tara’s body. Surely Amelia knew that. Her dream date was dinner and a
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