
        
            
                
            
        

    

    
      Sugarplum

    

    




      
        Megan Wade

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2019 by Megan Wade

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: Created with Vellum] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        1. Emma

      

      
        2. Lincoln

      

      
        3. Emma

      

      
        4. Lincoln

      

      
        5. Emma

      

      
        6. Lincoln

      

      
        7. Emma

      

      
        8. Lincoln

      

      
        9. Emma

      

      
        10. Lincoln

      

      
        11. Emma

      

      
        12. Lincoln

      

      
        13. Emma

      

      
        14. Lincoln

      

      
        15. Emma

      

      
        16. Lincoln

      

      
        17. Emma

      

      
        Epilogue

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Also by Megan Wade

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Emma

          

        

      

    

    
      “Tis the season,” I sing as I spoon sugar into a steaming hot mug of coffee—extra strong, extra hot, and extra sweet. Just the way Mr. Maverick likes it. He also takes it black. I like to think it matches the color of his heart. The man is hell to work for. Before me, he was going through an assistant a month. There’s an office betting pool going as to how long they think I’m going to last. I put in a secret bet that I’d make it to six months; I’m currently at four. And I’ve gotta tell you, it’s a struggle. I’m perpetually optimistic, but as the months have worn away, even I’m struggling to remain upbeat. But I have my ways. For example, right now, I’m sucking on the spoon I’m about to stir his coffee with.

      Enjoy a little saliva with your coffee, Mr. Maverick?

      It may seem petty, but it’s the little things that help me get through my day. After all, I’ve got a lot of money riding on this. That pool is up to five grand.

      I hum the rest of the tune while I stir the coffee then position the china mug on a dish and place a tiny sugarplum next to it as a treat. Mr. Maverick isn’t one to accept treats normally, but it’s Christmas Eve and I made these myself—they don’t even have any spit in them—and everyone in the office has been raving about them all day. So how can he resist? He can’t. Lincoln Maverick may be a workaholic grump, but as his personal assistant, I’m privy to the fact he has a serious and secret sweet tooth. The man has a drawer full of candy bars in his desk. But don’t let that fool you. He looks like a fitness model. Actually, better than a fitness model. He’s tall, broad and muscular with a face that would make the angel on top of the Christmas tree weep at his beauty. On the rare occasions when I’ve seen him smile, it’s made me weak at the knees. From what I can tell, he’s completely unattached. Unsurprising since all he does is work and bark orders, and call me with unreasonable expectations. I swear I haven’t had a relaxing moment since I started working for Maverick Publishing.

      I’ve taken to sleeping clothed because I’ll close my eyes then get a phone call telling me he needs a new white shirt because he spilled something on it and I’ll be forced to go to his apartment, get a new shirt and tie then rush it to the office where he’s always, always seated behind that desk. Once, I had to drive two hours to pick up his mother and deliver her to him for a special birthday dinner that I organized. While they ate a gourmet meal, I sat in my car eating a snickers I grabbed at the gas station. I’m at his complete beck and call. He keeps me so busy, I’m at risk of losing the curves the women in my family are known for. When my grandmother sees me at our annual Christmas Eve dinner tonight, she’s going to pile my plate so high, I’ll be eating until next Wednesday. I can’t wait.

      The buzzing of the cell phone he forces me to keep on me at all times pulls me out of my momentary daydream. What now?
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      Where the hell is she? I sent her for coffee three minutes ago and normally it takes her two minutes and forty-five seconds to get it back to me. She’s dragging her feet and I can’t stand it. I can’t stand not knowing where she is and what she’s doing. It’s like an obsession that I can’t shake. Emma Rose may be my assistant and therefore off limits, but the moment that curvy ass of hers came swinging into my office, she was mine and no one else’s.

      “You rang?” Her breathy voice announces her arrival so I put down the phone, giving her a cursory glance while drinking in every stunning detail. She’s wearing a festive red dress that fits to her curves like a glove fits a hand. The swell of her massive breasts pushes at the neckline, heaving up and down hypnotically with her breath. Her small waist causes the material to bunch slightly then stretch out again over her gorgeously abundant hips and shapely thighs. My fingers tingle at the thought of gripping those hips, digging my fingers into her soft flesh and taking one of those precious tits in my mouth. And now my dick’s hard. Jesus, what am I doing?

      “Put it on my desk,” I bark, looking away before she gets a clue about what I think whenever I look at her—those full lips around my shaft, that silken brown hair wrapped around my hand. I’d have her on her knees every morning if doing so wouldn’t lose me the company that’s been in my family for generations. This last four months has been an exercise in self control. My hand has never seen so much action; I’ve pulled myself raw thinking about her, but it never brings relief. I need the real thing. I can’t have the real thing. I’m going crazy. But at the end of the day, the company comes first.

      Not that the company will matter if I don’t publish a bestseller in the next few months. With the way publishing has changed in recent years, our running costs are higher than our profits. We took risks and paid too many big advances that didn’t earn out. I swear, some author’s sample chapters are the only part that’s good about a book.

      Maybe I’ve just lost my killer instinct.

      Maybe I’m not the top of the totem like I thought I was.

      If things don’t improve, I’ll be the last Maverick to sit at the head of the table in the Maverick Publishing boardroom. I swear I can hear my grandfather turning in his grave every time I withdraw from my personal account to bolster the company accounts. Something’s got to give. Something has to change. But what?

      “Here you go, sir,” Emma says, her voice so soft and sweet I have to fight a moan when the sound hits my ears. Maybe I just need to get laid…

      My fingers dig into the armrests of my chair as I fight for restraint, causing the leather and wood to creak under the strength of my grip.

      “Is everything OK?” Emma asks, twisting the mug so the handle is facing me.

      “It’s fine,” I grunt, waving her away. “Go make sure my ten o’clock is on their way.”

      “Of course.” She does this little curtsy which is completely adorable and totally unnecessary, but it’s something she does every time I give an order.

      “Wait,” I say before she turns away. “What the hell is this?” I extend an index finger to a coconut covered ball sitting on the dish beneath my mug.

      “It’s a sugarplum.” Each syllable gets higher as she speaks, ending in a broad smile. “‘‘Tis the season, sir.”

      I frown. “What?”

      “To be jolly? You know, Christmas.”

      My brow knits even tighter. “Isn’t that next week?”

      She laughs and it sounds like a bell. “It’s tomorrow. It’s also in your diary. The entire day is blacked out and you have a car arriving at six to drive you out to your mothers.”

      Shit. I’ve been so stressed over our bottom line, I lost track of the date. “What did I get her?”

      “A beautiful silk scarf. She’ll love it.”

      Another reason I can’t claim this beauty—she’s the best damn assistant I’ve ever had. She learns fast, anticipates and goes above and beyond. I need her here. With me. As much as I want to fuck the woman and make her a constant in every part of my life, in this office is where I need her most. She is quite literally my rock and my strength. She rules me.

      She just doesn’t know it.
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      “All right,” he says, barely meeting my eyes as he nods then shifts his focus to his computer screen. A thank you would be nice.

      “I’ll go make sure your ten o’clock is coming,” I say, thumbing over my shoulder as he lifts his mug and takes a sip. He hums—the only sign of appreciation I ever get—and I grin because he’s drinking spit-stirred coffee.

      “And take this rum ball thing away.” What?

      “It’s a sugarplum.”

      “Take it away.”

      “You won’t even try it?”

      “I don’t eat sugar.”

      “But—”

      “Take it away.” He looks up and his sapphire blue eyes lock with mine, causing an unwelcome jolt within my womb. Why does he have to be so beautiful yet so mean? If he’d just give me something, a moment of kindness, a second of gratitude, I could probably handle this job indefinitely. I would work twenty-four-seven for his praise, his smile, his touch.

      I crave it.

      And I feel stupid because I’m pretty sure I also hate him. But if he ever pushed me against that closed office door, I can’t imagine I’d say no. He’s sex on legs. And you know what they say about hate sex…

      Taking a deep breath, I stomp toward his desk and pick the sugarplum up and hold it between my fingers. “Your loss,” I says as I shove it in my mouth then sashay on out of there, trying not to choke in the little piece of coconut I inhaled until I get back to my desk.

      Doesn’t eat sugar.

      I roll my eyes as I sit at my desk and chug down some water. How stupid does he think I am? That candy drawer of his doesn’t magically replenish itself. Sure, I’m the one who eats half of them when he isn’t looking, but he’d have to be in complete denial of his own sugar addiction to think that I don’t know about it. I mean, what does he call the four spoonfuls of white stuff I put in his coffee multiple times a day? My god, he’s so infuriating.

      Why do I even care?

      Rolling my shoulders to shake off the tension, I pick up my phone then dial out to confirm his ten o’clock. It’s some woman named Sandra Lawson. He’s never met with her before, so I’m curious about why he’s so anxious over her arrival. I googled her, thinking maybe she was an author he was desperate to sign up to our imprint. But I could find anything definitive. Too many Sandra Lawsons to narrow it down.

      “Ms. Lawson?” I ask when she answers on the second ring.

      “Who’s asking?” Her throaty voice makes me feel like a naughty schoolgirl in the principal’s office.

      “This is Emma Rose from Maverick Publishing. I’m calling to confirm your ten o’clock appointment with Mr. Maverick today.”

      “I’ll be there,” she says then disconnects. Right in my ear.

      I stare blankly at the receiver in my hand. “Well, fuck you very much,” I mutter, now wondering if Sandra Lawson is a relative of Lincoln’s. They certainly have the same horrible attitude.

      When she strides into the office at 9:58, my suspicions are confirmed. She looks like a softer, female version of Lincoln. His sister.

      I rise from my seat and paint a bright smile on my face. “Ms. Lawson, can I—”

      “I’ll see myself in.” She gives me a brief glance and a tight smile to go with her clipped tone. Definitely his sister. They have the same snarky attitude too.

      I sink back down in my chair, the Christmas spirit I started the day with, leaking out my pores. I can’t wait to see my family tonight.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Lincoln

          

        

      

    

    
      “Rightfully, I own forty-nine percent of this company,” Sandra says, her arms extended as she leans over my desk as if she could possibly be intimidating to me.

      I remain seated, my hands clasped in front of me. “As do I. And in case you’re forgetting, I’m the one doing all the work here.”

      “It looks to me like you’re failing.” She gestures a hand in the air, indicating the mess of papers we’ve been pouring over this past few hours.

      “It looks to me like you’re in here pointing fingers when I’m the only one looking for solutions and putting my neck on the line to rescue this. What do you bring to the table, Sandra? Style? Your excellent lunching and shopping skills?”

      She straightens and folds her arms across her chest, narrowing her eyes. “I went to business school too.”

      “Then get in here. Run this place with me. Fight for the family company instead of coming in here bitching when your check isn’t big enough.”

      “If you don’t have a viable plan to fix this by tomorrow morning,” she says, jabbing her finger on the last line of the bank ledger. “I’ll get mom to use her two percent to vote you out entirely.”

      “So you can run things?”

      She laughs. “No, dear brother. So Gary can run things.”

      “Your husband isn’t a Maverick. He doesn’t belong here.”

      “Well,”—she releases a sigh and smiles—“I was born a Maverick, and when I have control, I can put whoever I like behind that desk.”

      “He doesn’t even know the business.”

      She shrugs. “I guess he’ll learn. If not, I’m sure some big company will come and swallow us right up.” Her eyes widen and there’s a spark of excitement in there that tells me that’s exactly what she wants.

      “You want to sell the company?” I can’t believe my ears.

      “I enjoy being rich, Lincoln. And if saying goodbye to this publishing fossil is how I do that, so be it. I won’t let you run it into the ground until it’s barely worth the paper we print on.”

      “But it’s our family name, our legacy.”

      She picks up her purse and slings it over her shoulder. “Tomorrow. Breakfast. Come with a plan or kiss this place goodbye.”

      I swear the steam pours out of my ears as I watch her leave. “Fuck,” I grunt, sweeping my hand across the desk and sending it all crashing to the floor. Fuck.
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      I hear the crash seconds after his sister leaves his office. She hears it too.

      “You might want to check on your boss.” She smirks then pouts dramatically. “Bad news.”

      Watching after her as she cackles her way out of the office, I’m struck with a pang of empathy toward Lincoln. Sure, he’s a beast to work for. And sure, he’s robbed me of any sort of social life this past four months. But to have a family member take such delight in upsetting you on Christmas Eve is just cruel.

      My feet carry me before my mind catches up, and I find Lincoln knelt on the floor, scooping up papers.

      “It was a gust of wind,” he grunts when I drop to my knees to help him.

      “Yeah. That breeze up here is a bitch,” I say, offering a small smile as I hand him the paperwork I gathered.

      A small twitch curves the left corner of his mouth and I find myself hoping for a full-blown smile. This is probably the nicest moment we’ve ever shared, and it’s compounded by the jolt of something electric that shoots us my arm when our fingers brush. What was that?

      I let out a gasp and snatch my hand back, the papers falling to the floor yet again. “I’m so sorry.” I scramble to pick them up again, apologizing profusely while I stammer like I don’t even know any words.

      “Leave it.” He snatches the paper in my hands while I move my mouth like a goldfish. “I need you to cancel the car service and find me a rental instead.”

      My eyes go wide as I lean back on my heels. “But…it’s Christmas Eve.”

      He doesn’t even acknowledge my protest. “I also want every unopened query sitting on my desk in the next hour. We’re not leaving here until I find a bestseller.”

      “But…but it’s Christmas Eve.”

      “And if you keep sitting there gawking at me, Miss. Rose, it’ll be Christmas day. Get moving.”

      Scrambling to my feet, I hurry from his office before I burst into tears. I’m going to miss my family dinner because my boss is a nasty workaholic who only cares about money. No wonder his sister was so mean. I regret feeling even an ounce of empathy toward the man. “You really are a grinch, Lincoln Maverick,” I mutter as I make my way to the mailroom.
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      Washing my hands under the facet in my executive bathroom, I take a long deep breath then look myself in the mirror. It’s 11pm and I look like shit. My dark brown hair is sticking up all over the place because I’ve spent hours raking my fingers through it, frustrated because after hours of trawling through proposals, I haven’t found a single storyline that jumps out at me. I used to be great at this. I could spot a bestseller a mile away, but with the advent of self-publishing, our processes have become antiquated and I’m scrambling to keep up while staying in profit. Maybe Sandra is right. Maybe I should give in a sell to one of the big four before we lose all our value.

      Letting out a sigh, I rake my fingers through my hair again while noticing that my green eyes are now red-rimmed. A small smile curves my lips as the realization that my eyes are now Christmas colors hits me. “There you go, Miss. Rose. There’s a little Christmas spirit for you.”

      I shake my head. It isn’t lost on me that I’m the grinch in that beautiful woman’s Christmas story. The Ebenezer Scrooge who’s sucking the spirit right out of her. But if she only knew how much having her near me while I work gives me a comfort I’ve never felt before. If only I could tell her…

      Blowing out a steadying breath, I dry my hands on some paper towel before straightening the front of my shirt. “On the positive side,” I say to my reflection. “If you fuck this up and lose the company, there’s nothing stopping you from claiming your woman.” My little sugarplum. I smile to myself, recalling the way she shoved that little coconut coated ball into her mouth in a fit of rage. I should have just told her I’m allergic to coconut, but I can’t afford to let her in even a tiny bit. The way my body reacted when my hand brushed hers earlier made that fact abundantly clear. The moment I allow myself to get close to her, I’ll fall into her forever. Now isn’t the time. There’s too much at stake.

      When I leave the bathroom and return to my desk, I find a turkey sandwich sitting in the center with a small note that simply says, eat with a hand-drawn picture of Christmas holly. Picking the note up, I run my thumb over the neatly written letters, round and curvy just like their scribe. I lift the note to my nose and inhale, a clear decision forming in my mind. I have one hour to find a solution to our cashflow problem. If I can’t do that, at the stroke of midnight, I’m claiming what’s mine. Emma Rose is the only thing on my Christmas list. I’m going to unwrap her like the gift she is and feast on her curves.
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      “That’s what you’re eating?” My grandmother says via the facetime call I’ve set up so I feel somewhat a part of the festivities. I missed the dinner, but at least I get to watch them trim the tree and exchange gifts.

      I take a bite of my turkey sandwich and chew unhappily. “I also have candy.” I hold up the snickers bar I stole from Lincoln’s desk while he was using the bathroom. He’s been like a bear with a sore head all evening. He won’t let me go home, and he won’t let me do anything to help besides supplying coffee and researching people’s social media. I’m too scared to tell him I couldn’t find a rental car this close to the holiday, so I think I’m just going to throw my car keys at him then run away squealing. That’s probably my best bet.

      “That’s no way to spend Christmas Eve, sweet girl. You’re twenty-two. You should be with your family. And if you can’t be with family, you should at least be with friends, not stuck in some high-rise with a forty-something child on an ego trip. I have a mind to come down there and beat him over the head with a giant candy cane.”

      “A candy cane?” I can’t help but laugh. “I’d like to see that.”

      “And I’d like to see my granddaughter before I’m too old to use these fancy i-thingies they keep making.”

      “You’ll never be too old, grandma. You’re the smartest woman I know.”

      “Funny.” She purses her lips and lifts her brow. “I used to think the same about you. But the Emma Rose I know would never allow herself to be pushed around like this.”

      “I need the money.” Plus, I don’t want to lose this betting pool…

      “Nonsense. I’ll give you money until you find a new job if it’ll get you out of there sooner. I never see you anymore and you look so skinny.”

      I laugh. “I’m far from being skinny, grandma.”

      “To my eyes you are.” She presses her lips together, he soft grey eyes filled with sincerity.

      “Grandma…” I sigh, not really knowing how to explain to her what it is that really keeps me here. It’s hard to explain it to myself.

      “Stand up. Walk out,” she says.

      I bite my lip, tempted. But then a voice booms from the office behind me. “Miss Rose!”

      “I’m sorry, grandma. I have to go.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      After making yet another pot of coffee, I watch the drips filter down while sucking on the end of a peppermint candy cane. What am I doing? Grandma is right, I shouldn’t be letting Lincoln Maverick push me around and take over my life. But at the same time, I have this drive to want to please him. He barks at me and bosses me around and I…I get off on it. I think that’s why I’m still here when others have run for the hills screaming. I’m desperate to please him. I like to imagine that one day he’ll look up from his work, decide I’m everything he wants and command me to lock his office door and strip. My panties dampen at the thought.

      But it’s a childish dream brought on from reading too many books with roguish heroes and happily ever afters. In real life, the beast is the forty year old workaholic who won’t even look at me, and the beauty is just a chubby assistant dreaming about unrealistic fairytales. I’m being naïve.

      As the coffee machine spits and spurts, I bite off the end of my candy cane and make a decision. When the clock strikes twelve, I’m handing in my resignation. Winning the office pool, convincing Lincoln I’m worthy of praise, earning enough money to fund my own (very secret) publishing dreams isn’t worth missing out on Christmas. I’m done.
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      Midnight. It’s officially Christmas and I still have no fucking clue what I’m going to do. Well, I know who I’m going to do. And honestly, it’s the best fucking decision I’ve made all year. Today is a new day. I’m a new man. And I’m ready to live the life I want and love the woman I want.

      I’m two seconds away from calling her in when she bursts through the door with her chin high and her shoulders back. There’s indignation in her eyes and I’m so busy admiring her fiery beauty that I don’t register what’s happening until she slaps a piece of paper on the desk in front of me.

      “I quit!” she yells. And I’m so turned on by her display I grab her wrist and release a low growl.

      “Thank you.”

      Her eyes flash, her cheeks going bright as she looks from my hand to my face. “What?”

      “Now there’s absolutely nothing stopping me.”

      “Wh-what?”

      I stand, keeping a hold of her wrist as I move around my desk so I’m standing directly in front of her. It’s the closest I’ve ever allowed myself, and I realize I tower over her. Compared to me, she’s tiny. I want to scoop her up and never let her go. “I want you, Emma.” I tug at her wrist so her soft body lands against my hard chest with a thud. My dick responds, growing and pressing into her belly as she looks up at me with wide but interested eyes.

      “You w-want me?”

      I inhale her sweet smell. Traces of perfume, peppermint, and of course, her. “Yes. I claimed you in my mind the moment I saw you. And now that this company isn’t standing between us, I’m going to take you.”

      She trembles in my arms, releases a tiny yet erotic sigh that has my cock jumping for joy. Then her tongue snakes out and eats her lips, and I’m gone. I’m hers. I’m going in, and I’m never coming out.
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      He’s staring at me and all I can do is stare back, desperate for him to do something to back up his words. My core throbs along with the beat of my heart, then I lick my lips because this is something I only ever fantasized about. And somehow, somehow this curvy girl’s dreams are about to come true. I’m ready.

      His eyes watch my movement with a dark desire, then he groans like he no longer has control before his lips crash into mine. My entire body lights up like a Christmas tree, and I’m wrapping my arms about that hard body of his and holding on for dear life as his tongue slides against mine, demanding me to succumb and I do, moaning while my head swims and my breasts grow heavy. I’m lost in the feel of his mouth against mine. It’s better than I imagined—happy Christmas to me!

      Turning me slightly, he backs me against the edge of his solid oak desk. “Tell me you belong only to me,” he gasps against my mouth, softly biting my bottom lip as he urges me to sit then pushes hand beneath my dress.

      “I am at your beck and call,” I whisper, so turned on that I don’t even care if that sounds desperate or sad, because it’s true. I will do anything for this man. The fact I’ve been running around the city for him for the last four months is evidence enough of that.

      “There’s nobody else?” His fingers tease their way up to the apex between my thighs.

      “Never.”

      He stalls at the lace trim of my panties and locks eyes with me. “Never?”

      I shake my head slightly. “Did I just scare you away?”

      A grin crawls across his face, crinkling the corners of his eyes in a way that has my stomach somersaulting. “No. You’re about to give me your most precious gift.”

      “For Christmas no less.”

      “Yes. You’re my perfect little sugarplum.” He releases a small chuckle as he yanks my panties down in one pull. They drop to the floor then he’s right back where I want him. “I’ve imagined how warm and wet this sweet little cunt of yours would be.” He swirls his thumb against my throbbing clit, and my eyes flutter closed as I moan. “But I never imagined it’d be virgin, untouched.” He sucks my bottom lip between his as he slips his fingers deep inside of me, making me moan even louder. “And so goddamn ripe.” He groans, pushing his fingers in then out of me in a slow and sensuous rhythm. “Tell me you you’ve wanted this since you started here, Emma. Tell me I wasn’t alone in the torture of not being able to touch you.”

      “You weren’t alone. I wanted you. I wanted you every day.”

      He groans with pleasure, kissing and controlling me, owning my body in a way I never knew possible. As his fingers work my insides, his tongue commands my mouth and my core coils tight, desperate for release.

      “Ohhhh. Oh god.”

      “I want you to come for me, sugar. But not yet. When you come, it’ll be with me inside you for the first time.”

      He withdraws his hand and I let out a whimper. Then he shoves everything on his desk to one side. My heart gallops in my chest. Merry Christmas to me!
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      With gentle hands, I pull her to stand and turn her so her back is facing me. My fingers glide over her curves, finding the zip on her dress. Then I pull it down, slowly revealing her creamy white skin and black lace bra. I run my fingers down her spine then pop the clasp on her bra before moving up over her shoulders and pushing the fabric down her arms, past her hips until she’s completely naked in front me.

      “What if someone comes?” she whispers, moaning slightly as my hands accept the weight of her heavy breasts.

      “The goal is that we both come,” I tease, rolling her nipples between my fingers as I press small kisses in the curve of her neck.

      “I’m serious.” She giggles, and I’m reminded of how young she is. How innocent. I’ve never found a woman I felt so complete with, and now I know why. She hadn’t grown up yet.

      “So am I.” With my arm supporting her middle, I  guide her until her chest presses against the cool desk. She shudders from the change in temperature then I lean over her, covering her back with my front. She hums with pleasure and I press my erection against her ass. “I want all of you.” I palm her ass with my hands. “I want to show you what pleasure is, teach you what your body can do and feel. I want you writhing beneath me, screaming because it feels too good.”

      “I want that.” My beautiful gift wriggles her pretty hips against my cock. I groan and reach down, unbuttoning my pants to release my dick.

      “I’m going in bare, sugar. I want you to feel me in your womb as I take you as mine.”

      “Yes.” She pushes her ass against me, and I almost come with excitement. “Yes.”

      “Sugar,” I murmur, my lips against the lobe of her ear while my fingers find her clit. “What you do to me.” I rub my erection against my ass, the throb killing me. “I’m going to make you come so hard you’ll never be able look at another man.”

      “I don’t want anyone else. I only want you.”

      Music to my ears.
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      “Lincoln!” I’m on the verge of coming, and I don’t think I can stop. I need him inside me. Need him to fill that ache that is begging for his entry. I’ve always thought there was something wrong with me for being uninterested in men my own age. But then I saw Lincoln Maverick and I understood that I was craving the touch of a man far older than me with enough experience to know exactly what I need. I need him.

      “OK, sugar,” he says as he lines up the wide head of his cock and sinks into me in a slow and deliberate way. “Breathe and relax. I don’t want to hurt you.”

      “Fuuuck,” I gasp, my insides burning and stretching. It’s a mixture of pleasure and pain, and I didn’t expect it to be like this. There’s a sting that makes me gasp and Lincoln stills while he presses soft kisses to my shoulder and whispers that I’m doing great. His praise means the world to me, the gift I’d been craving, and suddenly I’m ready for more and wriggle my hips. “Move in me, please.”

      “If it’s too much, tell me and I’ll stop.”

      “OK. I’m ready. I want more.”

      He releases a long hum as he pushes in further, my insides stretching, stretching until he’s all the way in then he pauses and releases a moan. “I knew you’d be a perfect fit,” he says, leaning over me to find my mouth. He turns my chin and kisses me long and hard. My head spins and my body relaxes around the feeling of him, filling me like an overflowing stocking. Then he starts to move, and I think I might die from the pleasure of it.

      “Oh god. Oh god,” I whimper, close to exploding.

      “Spread your legs wider, sugar. Let me deep inside of you.”

      I widen my stance without question, opening myself up to him, allowing him to touch me deeper than I knew I could be touched. It feels wonderful, and I catch myself wishing I’d handed my resignation in earlier. If I’d known this would be my reward, I’d have quit on that first day. His dick is glorious.

      “I’m going to come. I can’t stop,” I call out, not caring about the fact we’re on his desk and the office door is open. It’s Christmas morning, and there’s no one around. It’s just us, being all a clatter on the shiny oak surface.

      “Hold on, sugar. Hold on.”

      I grit my teeth and whimper as he rears back and thrusts deep and hard, hitting that spot the books talk about that makes my eyes roll in the back of my head and a long moan escape my body. My orgasm teeters on the edge, teasing me with its power as I hold on for as long as I can, wanting desperately to finish together. I need him to tell me I can let go.

      “Come, sugar.” His voice comes out strained and gruff as he picks up the pace. Knowing it’s my body doing that to him, pushes me over the edge.

      “Lincoln!” The moment I cry out his name, he smothers my sound with a kiss. Wave after wave of pleasure rolls and quakes within my body, echoing in his mouth as he kisses me and kisses me, slower, softer, until my pants become breaths and we still.

      “Holy fuck,” he gasps. “That was unbelievable. You feel amazing, sugar, and I’m the lucky guy who gets to call you mine.”

      “Do you mean that?” I ask, still trying to find my breath.

      “I do. This place.” He pauses and looks around his office. “It’s over for me. I want you to be my future.”

      A smile takes over my features. “Can I still call you, sir?”

      He chuckles and bites the skin on my shoulder playfully. “You can call me anything you like.”
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      After cleaning ourselves up, we walk out of the office hand in hand with smiles on our faces. It’s tough saying goodbye to something that was a huge part of my life for so long, but with the woman of my dreams on my arm, there’s nothing in this world I can’t face. When we hit the sidewalk, I stop and take one last look at the building that was once my legacy, one final goodbye.

      “What did you mean before when you said this place was over for you?” Emma asks, looking deep into my eyes. She’s so angelic that I could set her atop my Christmas tree and want for no other decoration. I reach out and brush the backs of my fingers over her cheek.

      “My sister wants to take control and sell.”

      “That’s what her visit was about?”

      I nod. “We’ve been running on fumes for months. I have until breakfast to come up with some money making scheme that will save us all.”

      “So that’s what tonight was about?”

      “It’s what the last year has been about. But yes, tonight was the deadline.”

      “I wish you’d just told me, maybe I could have helped more.”

      My hand moves to her neck then curves around the back of her head. “You did help. Having you always here for me, willing to come to me whenever I called. It was everything I needed.”

      “I didn’t think you saw me like that.”

      “From the first moment I saw you like that. But I couldn’t risk losing this place. In hindsight, I should have taken you right away. We could have been doing that for months already, and we’d still be in the position we’re in now with the company.”

      She pulls at her lip with her teeth. “I wish you did too. There were times I really hated you for your barking.”

      “It was sexual frustration and stress.”

      She giggles and it’s music to my ears. “Well, you’re lucky I also get off on your bossiness, or I wouldn’t have made it this long. And you’re also lucky that Christmas is my favorite holiday?”

      “I’m lucky, am I?”

      “Yes. Because you gave me a wonderful gift tonight. You gave me happiness, and at the risk of sounding crazy, you also made me feel very loved.”

      “Sugar, it’s you who gave me the gift. The least I can do is be crazy along with you.”

      “Really?” A smile curves her sexy mouth.

      “Yeah. I love you, sugar.”

      “I love you too…sir.” Pulling her close, I bring my lips hers and kiss her with all the passion I have in me. For a man who’s losing his livelihood, I’m surprisingly upbeat. But that’s what love does. It makes everything feel right. Emma Rose feels right to me.

      “Let’s go home,” I say, sliding my arm around her shoulder and pointing her in the direction of my apartment building. I intend to take her up to my penthouse floor and lock us both inside to selfishly feast on her body. Our families can have us for Christmas next year. This year, it’s all about us.

      “Romance,” Emma blurts after we’ve taken two steps. “And kids.”

      “Definitely, sugar. I will romance every bone in your body and give you as many kids as you want.”

      She laughs. “No. I mean, yes, I want you to do all of that. But I know how you can help the company. It’s with romance and kids books. Maverick Publishing has its entire focus on literary fiction but you’re missing two massive markets that are primarily driven by women’s purchasing habits. Women love romance and they love encouraging their kids to read. I say, open a romance division that focuses on ebooks before print so you can keep up with the speed of the independent market without risking money on print runs. And launch a children’s line. Make sure you’re supplying the market with what they want and you can’t go wrong.”

      “Romance and kids books?”

      She nods. “It’s smart business.”

      I place my hands on either side of her face and stare deep into her eyes. “You are an amazing woman, Emma. Of course. What we’re doing doesn’t work. We need to change it all. I’ve just been too caught up in my own stubborn head to see it.”

      “You like me idea?”

      “I love it. It’s exactly what we need. How’d you learn so much about publishing?”

      “Well, I do work in it. And…I kind of have a secret desire to be a romance writer.”

      “You do?”

      She nods, her gaze wary.

      “Then you will be the first romance author we sign.”

      “Serious? But you haven’t even seen my work.”

      “I don’t need to. I know you. I trust you. Plus, you kind of need a job. And I really like working with you. Win-win.”

      She laughs. “OK then. I’m all yours.”

      I bring her in for a tight hug. “Yeah you are. All mine.”
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      On the drive to his mother’s, I alternate between feelings of happiness, nervousness, disbelief and arousal. Only hours before, I was licking his coffee spoon, stealing his candy bars and cursing his name for being the boss who stole Christmas. Now he’s the man who gave me the greatest gift. Love.

      And it seems crazy to me that we did that complete one-eighty in such a short period of time. But it was always there, simmering under the surface, waiting for the moment we weren’t bound by contracts and family duties. Somehow, after this Christmas Eve filled with stress, we found a Christmas Day full of love and hope.

      Well, it’d be full of love if we were traveling to see my family. But we’re going to see Lincoln’s. And while I’ve met his mother before—and she was actually quite lovely—I’m about to meet her for the first time as Lincoln’s significant other. And let’s not even mention his sister, I’m breaking out into a sweat just thinking about her.

      Then of course I have moment where I get so turned on by the man beside me that I squirm in my seat and wish for some friction to ease the gentle throbbing that exists between my legs. Sex with Lincoln was more wonderful than I expected. I didn’t have anything besides my own hand to compare it to, but I can’t imagine it ever would have been that way with anyone else. I’m so glad I waited for my one.

      “I have a confession to make,” I blurt when we’re about halfway into the journey. Lincoln’s strong jaw tightens as he takes his eyes off the road for a moment to glance my way.

      “A confession?”

      I nod, struck by the beauty of his strong jawline and the way the light from passing cars plays across his features. Some may say this man is far too old for a twenty-two year old girl, but I think he’s just right for me. Strong, mature, with the perfect amount of gruffness. “I was angry at you for making me work twenty-four seven, so I used to suck on the spoon I used to stir your coffee and I also stole the candy bars from your secret office stash—I replaced those though.”

      I bite my lip, waiting for his reaction and I’m surprised when the corner of his mouth twitches and he smiles. “I know,” he says.

      “You knew?”

      “Sure. I saw you making coffee with the spoon in your mouth a few times, humming away and shaking that sexy ass of yours while waiting for the coffee to brew. I thought it was adorable.”

      “And you didn’t care that my spit was in your drink?”

      “I wanted little more that to stick my tongue in your mouth and my fingers in your pussy every time I saw you. Do you think I’m going to balk at a spoon stirring my coffee after it’d been in that warm, wet mouth? Not at all. It made me fucking hard imaging the other things that mouth of yours could suck on.”

      My breathing quickens and I’m fairly sure I let out a moan. He chuckles and reaches for my hand, bringing it to his lips. “And as for the candy bars,” he says, nibbling the tips of my fingers. “They were in there for you. I’m allergic to dairy, coconut, and shellfish.”

      “There’s no shellfish in a snickers.”

      He laughs. “No. But there was shellfish in the crab salad you got all indignant about me not eating a couple of weeks ago. You’re beautiful when you’re angry by the way. I especially liked the angry eating of that sugarplum you gave me.”

      A laugh bubbles out of my chest. “Oh god, I forgot about my mini-tantrums. Why didn’t you just tell me you had allergies?”

      “I couldn’t. I couldn’t tell you anything or you’d show me understanding and then I’d show you more of me and we’d end up fucking like rabbits and giving my sister exactly what she wanted.”

      “The company.”

      “That’s right. And as torturous as this past few months has been without being able to act on my feelings, I’m glad we waiting. Christmas seems like the perfect time for everyone to get the gifts they deserve.”
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      “Is this where you grew up?” Emma asks as I slow the car along the circular drive that leads to my mother’s estate.

      “I grew up in a boarding school in the city. But yes, I spent my free time out here.”

      “It’s beautiful.”

      “It’s lonely,” I say, remembering wanting nothing more than to be back at school with friends and some semblance of freedom during my schooling days.

      “Money isn’t everything, I guess.”

      “You know the saying, it doesn’t buy happiness.”

      “So I hear.” She laughs. “But us poor folk have an addition to that saying: Money doesn’t buy happiness, but it sure helps.”

      I grin and take her hand, trailing my fingers up the inside of her forearm as I look at her across the darkness. She’s so beautiful in the quiet of the early morning, and she’s all mine.

      “Do you think you can keep it down if I take you upstairs and fuck you until the sun comes up?”

      Her pretty mouth opens slightly, letting out an aroused breath. “I’d like to promise that I can, but I’m not sure. You might have to cover my mouth.”

      My dick hardens. “I will gladly gag you will you scream, sugar.”

      Getting out of the car, I waste no time in getting her inside and into my rooms. It’s more like a suite than a single bedroom, so I lock us in and peel her clothes away as I lead her to my bed.

      “Lie down for me, sugar. Let me look at you,” I say, urging her into the center of the large bed. She looks like an angel on a cloud, her pink nipples tight and aroused, her core glistening with need. She’s perfect.

      “I want to see you too,” she says, her chest heaving as she licks her lips and drags her eyes over my broad chest. I reach my fingers up to my collar, enjoying the hunger of her gaze as my skin shows through and I drops my shirt on the floor. “I knew it,” she breathes.

      “Knew what?” I can’t help but smile as she sits up and reaches out a hand to slides her fingers between the indentations of my muscles.

      “That you looked like this under that suit.”

      “Hmm.” I let me eyes close for a moment, enjoying her touch. “I knew you’d be this stunning under those sexy dresses you always wore to the office. These tits of yours have been tormenting me daily.”

      She giggles and leans back so I have a better view. “These tits?”

      I reach out and roll her nipples between my finger and thumb. “Yeah, these exact tits. They’re mine now,” I murmur, leaning in to kiss the curve of my neck, my hand kneading her breast.

      “You can have them. You can have all of me,” she gasps, her fingers curling in my hair as I continue to worship her nipples, taking one in my mouth and grazing it with my teeth. She cries out, arching her back as my other hand grips her free breast and squeezes.

      “I need to be inside you, sugar. I’m desperate for your sweet little cunt to squeeze me tight.” My kisses trail between her breasts and down her stomach, pausing to gently run my tongue around the rim of her belly button. She writhes beneath me, something I already recognize as her need for more. My dick throbs in my pants.

      “I want you inside me. Please, sir.”

      “I can’t tell you how many times I’ve dreamt about being inside you while you called me that, craved your thighs wrapped around my waist.” I drag my fingers up her legs, gripping her knees until Ive pushed her legs apart to fully expose her core. “You are the best thing that’s ever happened to me, Emma Rose.”
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      Grinning, I pull at lip with my teeth, swooning at his words. I didn’t think it in the beginning, but he’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me too. He’s everything I imagined a doting man to be. He’s my other half. “You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me too.”

      “Hmm. I’m going to taste you now, sugar. I’ll bet you taste even better than you look.” His eyes darken with lust and hunger as he gazes between my thighs, then lets out a low growl as he bows his head and tastes me.

      I’m overcome with sensation and my mouth opens and my body shudders, pleasure rippling through me as his tongue takes slow, tentative laps between my folds.

      “Oh,” I moan, quivering with emotion as his tongue moves and presses a feather light touch to my swollen clit. He kisses, sucks, and swirls, and I writhe and moan and try so hard not to scream out for more.

      “I love how responsive you are.” His fingers slide into my body. In and out. In and out. Moving rhythmically while his tongue teases, his mouth sucks.

      “Oh god! I can’t, I can’t hold—”

      “Come for me, sugar. There’s more to come. Take everything I can give you.” Before he’s even finished his sentence, my body spirals into orgasm.

      Letting out a deep rumble, he grips my thighs and clamps his mouth down over my core, licking and swirling and sucking, dipping his tongue into my entrance and dragging it back upward, sucking back hard on my clit. I explode again. I start to scream then bite my knuckle to try and stop. I buck beneath him, clawing at the sheets, pulling at his hair, while he keeps going, his moans vibrating through me as wave upon wave of pleasure takes over. It’s almost too much.

      I’m about to scream for him to slow down when something inside me shifts, growing into something bigger, stronger. My arms fly out, and my legs wrap around his head, and I can’t hold it in, I throw my head back and yell, “Merry fucking Christmas!”

      His hand claps over my mouth and I moan against his palm, slowly coming down as his firm suction turns into a gentle lap, then a gentle kiss that travels up my now limp body as I lay beneath him, heaving for breath.

      “Merry fucking Christmas?” He grins as he holds himself above me, releasing his gag on my mouth.

      Smiling, I nod. “I did tell you it was my favorite holiday.”

      He laughs and grinds his hips against my thigh. I feel his cock through his pants. “I need you. I need to be inside you.”

      “Then get inside me,” I murmur against his lips when he brings his mouth to mine. I taste myself on his tongue, the carnal flavor making me crave his entrance even more. I slide my hands over his torso and to the waist of his pants, searching for the buttons.

      He moans, pressing himself harder into me as kisses me in the curve of my neck. “I have never loved a woman the way I love you, sugar. I hope you understand what you mean to me?”

      “I do,” I gasp. “I do.”

      “Tell me you’re mine.”

      “I’m yours. I was born to be yours.”

      “Yes, sugar, yes you were.”

      As he kisses me, he shifts his hips and allows me to open his button and zip then push his pants down enough to free his erection and take it in my hand. We moan together as my hand travels up and down his length, squeezing his girth as his intense arousal pulses against my palm.

      “I love your touch, sugar, but I need more.”

      “Then take it. Give it to me.”

      Working together, we push his pants and boxers to the floor and position his tip at my entrance. A light growl escapes his throat as I tilt my hips up then grip his ass, gasping as he pushes inside and his girth stretches my walls, his length filling my depths.

      “Lincoln,” I moan, my eyes rolling back at the intensity of our connection.

      “You feel even better than before,” he hisses. “This may not last long.”

      Wrapping my legs around his waist, I cross my ankles behind his ass. “We’ve got the rest of our lives to take our time.”

      “Hmm, and I plan to use every moment wisely.” He looks down at me as he strides in and out, the emotion passing between us transporting us to some sort of desire-filled dimension that has no other purpose than to feed this moment. How did I ever live without this man?

      Slowly, the emotion can no longer be contained within our bodies and we erupt on a long slow moan. He spills himself inside me and I squeeze myself around him, so overcome with emotion that I don’t make a single sound. The moment is too huge for screams and moans. Our bodies physically shake from our connection, and with a single look between us, I know we both clearly understand that our lives have forever changed. We belong together. In the low light of this precious Christmas morning, both of us have found our true home.
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      “Merry christmas.” I swear I’m floating into the room when it’s time for breakfast. I haven’t slept a wink, but I’m full of energy because the woman of my dreams is by my side. I honestly don’t even care if Mom and Sandra hate my proposal. I’ve already won in my mind.

      “Merry Christmas, Lincoln,” Mom says as I lean down and press a kiss to her cheek. “And merry christmas, er, Emma, was it?” Her eyes move past me to where Emma stands wearing her red dress from yesterday with one of my white shirts tied around it.

      “Yes, ma’am,” she says, doing a little curtsy. I do my best not to laugh at her adorableness. “And merry christmas to you. And you, Ms Lawson,” she directs to my sister who has her ‘I’m judging you’ face on.

      “Mm-hm,” Sandra says, while my mother smiles and gestures for us to sit with her.

      “I didn’t realize it was bring your assistant to breakfast day,” Sandra directs at me.

      “Well, dear sister,” I start as I lower myself to my chair. “You did make this morning about work. So it seems only fair.”

      “And I’m not his assistant anymore,” Emma says, leaning forward so she can see around me.

      “Then what are you?” Sandra asks.

      “Oh.” Emma shrugs as she spreads her napkin across her lap. “I’m his lover.”

      Sandra chokes on her champagne breakfast while mom hides a smile.

      “I’m told you have a proposal for me,” she says, lifting her cup of tea.

      “I do,” I admit. “Sandra has given me an ultimatum. But after I drove Miss. Rose to quit on me with my boarishness, we managed to find some common ground and come up with a plan. Well, Emma came up with a plan. She’s smarter than us all.” I turn to her and offer a secret smile, taking her hand and pressing a kiss to the back of it.

      “It’s not anything groundbreaking. But it does focus on what the market demands: romance and childhood enrichment.”
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      We outline our plan extensively during breakfast, and I’m wowed at how receptive Lincoln’s mother is to having me in her home on christmas morning telling her how to run her family business. But when she takes me aside later and explains she had a special feeling about me when we met during her birthday celebrations, I understand and get my own feeling of the warm and fuzzy variety.

      Sandra finds the whole morning an affront to her own selfish plans and leaves in a huff, taking a parting shot at me by telling me I was nothing more than the plaything of a desperate mind. It’s then that Lincoln takes my hand and leads me over to the Christmas tree.

      “I know this isn’t the christmas you had planned. But I’d like to make it the most perfect christmas in your memory,” he says, slowly lowering to his knee.

      “Oh my gosh,’ I gasp, covering my mouth with my hand as my eyes go wide because I can’t believe I’m seeing this.

      “I want you in my life always, Emma Rose. Every moment over these past few months has been enriched knowing you’ve only ever been a phone call or a few feet away. But I want that distance to be smaller. I want you by my side as my life partner, my love, my heart. Will you marry me?”

      Tears pour from my eyes as I nod. “Yes. Yes.”

      “I don’t have a ring,” he whispers, a momentary flash of sheepishness settling over his features.

      “I don’t care,” I say, placing my hand against his stubbled cheek. “It’s the words that mean something.”

      “Yes you do!” His mother cuts in, pulling the ring from her own finger and waving it in the air. “Use this. It’s a family heirloom. It should go to your beautiful bride to be.”

      I gasp as Lincoln takes the ring and holds it over my finger. “I love you, sugarplum.”

      Smiling and crying, I nod as he slides the beautiful diamond over my knuckle and it settles at the base of my finger. “I love you too. I love you so much.”

      “Merry christmas!” Angela Maverick claps her hands together and beams with pride as tears fill her eyes and she gazes upon us. “I’m so happy for you both. I’m so happy for us all.”

      “What about Sandra?” I ask, hating that there could be a rift in their family because of me.

      “Oh, she’ll come around when she wants money again. Don’t worry about her.” Angela waves my concern away as she embraces us both. “Just enjoy your day. It’s the start of a new life.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Where in god’s blazes are you?” Grandma asks when I FaceTime her in a quiet moment.

      “I’m at Mr. Maverick’s family estate,” I say, practically squealing as I hold up my hand and show her the ring.

      She gasps and almost drops the iPad. “I told you to quit him, dear girl, not marry him. But I’ve gotta say, I saw this coming.”

      “What do you mean, your saw this coming?”

      “The way you jumped whenever he called… There’s no way my granddaughter would act like that around a man unless she was completely smitten by him.”

      “I am, grandma. I am. I’m completely and utterly smitten by him.”

      “Then I have just one more question for you.”

      “What’s that?”

      “When are you getting here so I can feed you both?”

      I laugh. “You’re always trying to feed me up.”

      “It’s my job. I hope this man of yours has a big appetite too.”

      My eyes drift to my husband to be as he enters the room and moves closer to me, clear intent in his eyes. “He sure does, grandma. In fact, I think I’d go as far as to say he’s insatiable.”

      Lincoln grins and scoops me up, sending my phone clattering to the floor. The last thing I hear from grandma is laughter and, “I’ll see you for dinner then. I’m going to hang up now. I don’t want to see or hear whatever is coming next.”
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        Six years later

      

      

      

      "Santa was here! Santa was here!" The children chorus as they burst into our room and jump on our bed.

      "What? No way. It isn't even Christmas!" I joke.

      "It is so, daddy!" our three-year-old, Kayley, yells, a huge smile on her face as she jumps up and down, her dark curls bouncing about her head like springs as she does. She’s completely adorable like her mom and knows she’s got me twisted around her chubby little finger—also like her mom.

      "Noooo,” I tease. "Christmas isn't for two more weeks. You're mistaken."

      "Daddy, stop!" Rosie, our five-year-old laughs, not having any of it. "We already saw the presents around the tree."

      "You, my dear girl, are far too smart for me. It's genetics. You're smart, just like your mother. Did you know that it was your mother’s genius that saved our company?”

      “Yes, daddy. You tell us all the time,” Rosie says, but she climbs onto the bed with us anyway, settling in to hear the story of their mother’s and my first Christmas and how that led in to my beautiful sugarplum becoming a New York Times bestsellers twelve times in six years. The woman astounds me. In the six years since we’ve been together, she’s been my rock and my salvation. Every day is a gift. With Emma by side, every day feels like Christmas.

      “I love that story,” Kayley says with a sigh. “You are just the best, mommy.”

      Emma giggles, lying against a thick stack of pillows as our third child grows in her belly. “You know, your daddy is my hero too. I couldn’t have done anything if he wasn’t a brilliant man who knows exactly when to listen and exactly when to be bossy. Like right now when I need him to drag me out of this bed so I can pee because my belly is so big I can barely move.”

      The girls squeal and laugh as I stand and scoop my pregnant wife in my arms and carry her to the en suite bathroom. “Merry Christmas, sugar,” I say as I set her down. “I have a special gift for you later.”

      Her eyes light up. “I hope it’s dick,” she whispers. “You know how horny I get while I’m growing these babies of ours.”

      I drop a kiss on her nose. “Why do you think I keep getting you pregnant?”

      With a laugh, I tap her on the backside before I exit the bathroom and return to our girls who are being cheeky and jumping on the bed. They freeze when they spot me, and I pretend I didn’t see. It’s Christmas after all.

      "All right, girls, take me to this magical mountain of presents."
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      I practically waddle my way into the living room where Lincoln has the girls sitting by the tree while he dons a Santa hat and digs through the presents, pretending none of them have their names on them. The girls laugh and bounce where they sit, dying to tear off the colorful paper and ribbon to see what’s inside.

      “Oh, maybe we can pretend the gifts are for the girls then,” I say as I take my seat near them. “Surely Santa wouldn’t bring the wrong gifts.”

      “You’re right,” Lincoln says. “I wasn’t reading the right way up. This one is for you, Rosie.” He hands everything out, one by one, the girls tearing and squealing and having the most wonderful time. My cheeks hurt from smiling because I never dreamed my life could be like this. Each Christmas, I sit back and reflect on what my life was like before I gave myself to Lincoln, and I feel so warm and loved by this big burly man who bossed me around then made all of my dreams come true. So many couples settle into a rhythm and take their love for granted, but for me, I find my love growing with each passing day. I’m in love with him as a man, as a father, and even as my publisher. He amazes me and treasures me and goes out of his way to make sure that there’s never a doubt in my mind over his love and devotion to me and our family. I am his, and he is mine, and there isn’t a greater gift than that.

      “Merry Christmas everyone,” I say as I hold up the camera and take a photo.

      “Merry Christmas,” they chorus back, and I lock eyes with Lincoln, our bond making my heart swell in my chest.

      “It’s a boy,” I whisper, placing my hand on my belly.

      “A boy.” The look on his face says it all. “We’re having a boy?”

      The girls jump for joy because they’ve been begging for a little brother, and Lincoln rushes over to me, placing his hand on his belly. “I am now a man who has everything. I love you so much, sugar.”

      “I love you too.”
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      To discover more quick and dirty insta-love reads by Megan Wade. Sign up for her newsletter: https://www.subscribepage.com/meganwade

      Follow her on Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/meganwadeauthor/

      Join her Sweeties group: https://www.facebook.com/groups/959211654464973

      Her next instalment in the Sweet Curves series, Cookie, is coming soon…
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      Cookie: a BBW romance

      Cookies. They‘re sweet and crumbly. In my bakery, they’re a melt-in-your-mouth delicacy. People drive miles out of their way for a box of fudgey choc chip. Any cookie you can think of, we make it.

      We don’t serve sandwiches.

      For some reason, the tall and muscular stranger from out of town can’t get that through his head.

      I tell him the best I can do is a cookie sandwich. Then he grin and tells me he’d like to eat my cookie. Did I hear that right?

      I did. He wants me.

      I don’t even know his name...

      Warning: this quick read contains over-the-top declarations, insta-love and molten hot moments between a curvy girl and the newest bad boy in town who might be staying longer than he bargained for.

      Each Megan Wade story carries her 'Sugar Promise' of Over the Top Romance, Alpha Heroes, Curvy Heroines, Low Drama, High Heat and a Guaranteed Happily Ever After. What could be better than that?

      Publication Date: December 31, 2019

      COOKIE PREORDER LINK

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Megan Wade

          

        

      

    

    
      Marshmallow

      Pumpkin

      Pop

      Sugarplum

      Cookie
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