
        
            
                
            
        

    

    
      Sucker

      



    




Sweet Curves, book 6

    

    




      
        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: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        1. Willa

      

      
        2. Landon

      

      
        3. Willa

      

      
        4. Landon

      

      
        5. Willa

      

      
        6. Landon

      

      
        7. Willa

      

      
        8. Landon

      

      
        9. Willa

      

      
        10. Landon

      

      
        11. Willa

      

      
        12. Landon

      

      
        Epilogue

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Also by Megan Wade

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Willa

          

        

      

    

    
      My teeth press into the inside of my lip as I stand in front of the formidable building that houses James Tech. People bustle past me and someone snaps for me to get out of the way. I jump forward, the scent of flowers filling my nose as a woman brushes past me carrying a bunch of roses that’s bigger than her head. Someone must really love her. Roses like that on Valentine’s Day would cost a pretty penny. Or, so I hear. I’ve never given or received flowers on this particular holiday. Nope. Not me. I’m one of those girls who has always been too much. Too loud, too opinionated, too bossy, too big…

      If I’d grown up with a mother, maybe she would have bolstered my confidence, assured me that I was just right for the right one. But I didn’t have that, I only had a belligerent alcoholic father who belittled fairytales and raised me in the real world where no one gets rewarded for their hard work, let alone a happily ever after.

      So, instead of spending V-day dreaming of my Prince Charming like most girls, I’m preparing to take those first crucial steps that will finally prove that the CEO of James Tech is nothing but a dirty rotten thief. But I’m too nervous to move.

      I’ve been planning this moment for most of my adult life. And I’m more than ready. I have my long blonde hair twisted into a tight bun on the top of my head, a blouse buttoned up to my throat, and a belted skirt that floats just past my knees. So, I look the part of James Tech’s newest intern. But that’s not why I’m sweating buckets. I’m about to go in there pretending to be another person. I don’t know if I can do it.

      You see, the man who owns this building, Landon James, isn’t just some rich guy blessed with brains and good looks—seriously, the guy is touched by the gods or something; he’s over forty and looks better than most guys my age—he’s also a dirty rotten cheat. He cheated my father out of his fair share of a program they developed that would later become a multi-million-dollar social media platform. No, it’s not Facebook. But Facebook keeps trying to buy it, and from what I read in Business Insider, if James Tech sells, Landon James will become a billionaire overnight.

      I won’t let that happen.

      Somewhere in this high-rise building are the files with the program’s original coding. It’s the smoking gun that will prove Landon stole the code from my father and claimed it was all his brainchild.

      He stole from my father.

      Which means he stole from me too.

      When Landon took the company, my dad lost everything, including his self worth. Black balled by the tech industry, he struggled to hold down a decent job. While Landon James sat in the top of this building on a throne of deceit, dad struggled to put food on the table. I suffered, regularly doing my homework by the light of a single candle. The only reason I got into college was because I was offered a scholarship, otherwise I’d be trapped in poverty too. But no more. My dad deserves his fair share of this empire Landon built off his back, and I’m going to get it for him.

      “Move or get off the sidewalk!” A rude pedestrian snaps me back to reality as he jabs me with his elbow and offers a parting, “Lard-ass,” as he walks away. He’s carrying a teddy bear that’s holding a love heart claiming, ‘I love you beary much.’ Guess he only extends kindness when there’s a chance he’ll get laid.

      “Asshole!” I yell after him, scowling. I hate that people I’ve never met before feel entitled enough to insult my weight. They have no right at all. Today of all days, I’m not in the mood to cop it on the chin. I imagine myself chasing after him and body slamming him into the pavement. That’d teach him a lesson he’ll never forget. But in the end, my true vengeance is single-minded, so I take a deep breath and move toward the entrance.

      “I’m coming for you, Mr. James,” I mutter under my breath after I get through the security check and head for the elevators.

      “Hold it right there.” A guard grabs my arm, and I realize that maybe I didn’t say that as quietly as I thought. Crap.

      “What?” My eyes go wide as I look from his hand on my arm to his frowning face.

      “What did you say you were going to do to Mr. James?”

      My cheeks flame. “I said I can’t wait to meet him,” I say quickly, my voice squeaking. “He’s a…ah…a big inspiration to me.” I almost choke on the words as they come out of my mouth. He’s the furthest thing from inspiration there is. He’s everything I strive not to be.

      The guard sighs. “You’re a fan?”

      “What? No. I’m an intern.” I offer my work ID and notice the shaking in my hand.

      He snatches it and scrutinizes the photo before pulling a scanner from his hip and running it across the barcode.

      “Juliet McCarthy?”

      “That’s me.” I offer a tight smile. Juliet is my college roommate. She knows all about my plan and even gave me her ID to use for the interview. We look enough alike that it wasn’t questioned, people often think we’re sisters.

      He studies the readout on the scanner for what feels like an eternity before he hands me back my card. “Enjoy your first day, Miss. McCarthy.”

      I pluck the card from between his fingers. “Thank you, ah, Karl,” I say, noting his name from his nametag before I turn around and make a beeline for the elevator, keeping my thoughts about revenge inside my head this time.
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      “She’s here, sir.” Security calls through with my update as requested.

      “Where?” I lean forward and swipe my fingers across the TrackPad, changing my screen to the security monitors.

      “Elevator four.”

      “Thank you, Karl.” I disconnect the call and tap on my keyboard, bringing that specific security footage up in the center of my screen. And there she is. Little Willa Quinn, not so little anymore.

      The last time I was in the same room with her, she was a six-year-old girl with pigtails—my best friend and business partner’s daughter. She wanted to show me that she’d learned how to jump rope. Normally, I had all the time in the world for that little girl. But that day, I’d told her ‘not now’.

      “What about my sucker?” she pouted. It was a tradition. Every time I saw her, she’d show me something she learned, and I’d give her a cherry sucker—her favorite—as a reward for being clever before I headed down to the basement to work with her father. But I’d forgotten all about it that day, too distracted with adult problems to consider a little girl. What an asshole.

      I sit back, my chair creaking under my weight as I run my hand over my chin. So much time has passed. She’s a woman now, the pigtails replaced with a tight bun high up on her delicate head. She’s turned into a beauty, curves for days, lips that would tempt even the most devout of men. I’ve barely stopped thinking about her since she came to my attention a few weeks ago. She’d attended the first in our multi interview process for our coveted paid internships and was flagged as a security risk. Corporate espionage is a huge problem in my line of work, so facial recognition is used to scan everyone who enters the building. She was singled out because she wasn’t who she said she was. One look at the beautiful creature on the monitor and something inside me shifted. I couldn’t look away.

      Then came the complication of realizing who she was—or is. The daughter of my ex-best friend, ex-business partner, ex-anchor... Memories flash of a time fifteen years before. The arguing. The empty promises. The disappointment. I had to cut him loose. The man was going to drag me down with him.

      But I never turned my back on her.

      Maybe I should have stayed more involved though, checked in personally instead of sending money as a bandaid to her situation. Seeing her as a woman and reacting like a horny teen is less than ideal. I shouldn’t be thinking of her that way, but my dick hasn’t received the memo. All women were girls once. And at twenty-one-years-old, she’s not the girl I knew. I’m not the man she knew either. Everything is different. Time does that to people.

      When the elevator opens, she’s the last to get off. She seems to hesitate, allowing the others to stream past her. I feel a surge of annoyance when a man brushes past her enough to jolt her body. I growl. I’m protective of her. I always have been. Although the last fifteen years, I’ve done so at a distance. But now she’s here, showing up in my life using another person’s name. “What are your plans, angel?” Did she find out who’s behind the scholarship she ‘won’? Or is there more to this duplicitous visit?

      And do I want her here?

      Angel…

      Mine.

      I look down as my dick tents my pants. Fuck.
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      “And the break room is here.” My supervisor, Caroline, enters a large kitchen area that is stocked like a convenience store. There’s a candy wall with Pick’n’Mix buckets, a popcorn machine and baskets of fruit, energy bars, and to celebrate the day, there’s also a basket of chocolate hearts. James Tech employees are spoiled.

      “This is insane,” I mutter, my words coming out in an awed breath as I take it all in.

      “Mr. James likes his employees to be well fed and energized,” Caroline explains. “You can help yourself to whatever, but mostly you’ll be fetching snacks and coffee for everyone on the team.” She gives me a rundown on how the coffee machine works and hands me a printout that lists how each person on our team likes their coffee.

      “Thanks,” I say, adding it to the several other lists I have tucked under my arm on a clipboard. There’s a lot to remember here, and I’m getting frustrated. All I really want to know, is where the archive room is. Then I can do what I need to do and get the hell out of here before all this Valentine’s energy rubs off on me. The team I’ve been assigned to is responsible for making sure all the love messages get delivered properly. Normally, I can bunker down and ignore the canoodling couples, but if I have to have it shoved in my face all day, I’m likely to lose my mind. And that’s not going to help me on my mission.

      “You missed the memo about wearing pink or red in honor of the day, but don’t let that make you feel left out.” Caroline smiles as she looks me up and down before she plucks a chocolate heart from the basket. “Here. Happy Valentine’s Day.”

      “Ah, thanks.” I take it from her like it’s made of fire.

      She clears her throat. “OK. Well, that’s about it. I’ll show you to your desk and then you can get started.”

      “My…what? What about the rest of the work?” I race along behind her as she speed walks out of the break room and along the corridor.

      She laughs over her shoulder. “Sweetheart, you’re an intern. Getting coffee, delivering food and running errands is your job.”

      I’m practically running on my toes to keep up. I’m tall, but this woman’s legs must end at her armpits based on the length of her stride. “Yes, but, don’t I have to return files? And um, take old files to the archive or something?”

      Stopping beside a tiny desk shoved into the corner of the room, she turns to me and smiles. “We’re striving toward becoming a paperless firm. Besides a few memos and what-not—” she gestures to the papers I’m holding “—most of our files are kept on the servers and backed up offsite.”

      “So, there’s no paper files or boxes of old disks I need to sort through?”

      She frowns then giggles. “You’re joking, right? This disappointed look is a joke?” She circles her index finger in the direction of my face.

      “You got me. It’s a joke.” I fake laugh as a pit forms in the base of my stomach. Am I wasting my time here? Hours of research led me to believe I’d find what I wanted inside this building. If the original coding isn’t in an archive box somewhere, then where is it?

      “Thank god. I was worried you were an uber nerd for a second there.” She smiles and gives my arm a friendly squeeze before lowering her voice. “But if you really want to geek out over this place and the tasty treat who owns it, the education center is where you want to go.” She gives me a wink then moves away, practically disappearing in the sea of pink and red workers.

      The tasty treat who owns it. I can never get past the fact that Landon James is a conniving thief. But I can't pretend I didn’t notice that he’s the kind of man who’s grown more attractive with age. When I was small, I didn’t even notice the model-like good looks he possessed—dark hair with smatterings of gray, and mischievous blue eyes. But as time went by, and my curiosity urged me to find out more about him, I admit the chiseled jaw and gleaming, soulful eyes caught my attention. A lot of tech guys are skinny, pale things, but Mr. James is big and brawny. He looks like he’d be just as at home chopping wood in the forest as he does at the head of a boardroom table. It’s why he’s been named one of the country’s sexiest bachelors under fifty for as long as I can remember. He’s a catch that no woman has been able to tie down. Maybe he’s so greedy he can’t share his money with a wife either?

      Taking a seat at my desk, I pull up the internal floor list and search for the education center Carolyn mentioned. I remember coming across it when I was researching this place, but I never considered it to be the place I’d get my answers—only more lies developed by a team if PR professionals. But it’s worth a look.

      I don’t get time to visit until the second half of my lunch break,  but when I open the door and look around the expansive room, lies are exactly what I find.

      It’s set up like a museum. Images and interactive displays take you through the evolution of James Tech. Landon James is hailed as a visionary and a philanthropist. There’s no mention of what came before all this. No mention of my father.

      No surprise there.

      I move around the room, looking inside glass cases filled with pictures and handwritten notes, scribbles that show the development of the James Tech logo., how it started on a napkin and became the spinning disk it is now. I can’t help but wonder how much of this stuff came from Landon James’s mind, and how much he stole from other people besides my father. Are there more people out there like me, poor and bitter while Landon rolls around in his millions? We can’t be the only collateral damage.

      I left out a sigh and move to the next case, expecting more bullshit. But when my eyes feast on the contents, I stop breathing for a short moment. This is it. The computer Landon James supposedly created his social media platform on.

      “Sweet justice,” I mutter, pawing at the glass case. All the proof I need is right there on the other side. All I need to do is figure out how to get it out of there. But I can’t even find somewhere you’d put a key. What’d they do? Seal it inside?

      I drop to my knees and inspect the seals, running my finger over the soft silicon. Maybe I could pick it off… I dig my fingernail in, just as a deep rumble fills my ears and flitters about beneath my skin. “It’s a replica.”
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      Willa shoots up at the sound of my voice and hits her head on the side of the glass case.

      “Crap,” she winces, clutching her head.

      I’m by her side in an instant. “I didn’t mean to frighten you.” I kneel beside her, placing my hand on her arm to steady her. “Are you hurt?”

      She smells like springtime.

      She scowls and pulls away, springing to her feet. “I don’t need your help.” She rubs her hand against her arm as if my touch somehow burned her. Ouch.

      “Everybody needs help,” I say cautiously as I step so my body is blocking her ability to flee toward the exit. “Why don’t you tell me what you’re looking for in here and maybe I can help you find it?”

      Her brow pinches and she seems to withdraw into herself. “You wouldn’t understand.”

      “You underestimate me, angel. I probably understand more than you know.”

      Her eyes flash and blaze, and suddenly they’re boring into mine. “What did you just call me?”

      I step closer. “I called you angel. Same as I always have, Willa.”

      “Oh crap,” she gasps, her eyes darting for the exit before she tries to run left then run right, but all she does is get tangled in her heels and trip.

      I try to grab her, but I’m too late. Her head collides with the glass cabinet, knocking her out cold.

      “Well, fuck. This isn’t how I wanted our first meeting as adults to go, angel.” Kneeling beside her, I check the side of her head for any sign of blood but find nothing more than an egg forming beneath her skin.
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      A dull ache pulls me from my sleeping state and I find myself in an unfamiliar, dimly lit room. “What? Where?” I wince as I try to sit but lie straight back down when a wave of nausea hits me. “Oh god.”

      “Don’t sit too fast,” a male voice says. “You’ve been sleeping off a concussion.”

      “A what?” I do exactly what he said not to do and shoot up to a sitting position. The room shifts and tilts, then it spins and spins and I’m reminded of that time I ate too much cotton candy at the fair and decided to ride the Gravitron. Big mistake. “I’m gonna—” The words don’t come, but the contents of my stomach do.

      The owner of the voice tells me I’ll be OK and holds a bucket up to stem the flow. Then he helps me lie back down and I can do is sink into the dark confusion of my mind.

      “Where am I?” I whisper. I don’t even think I remember getting up this morning, but this isn’t my dorm. How did I get here?

      “You’re in my house,” he says, except I don’t remember whose house it is.

      “Is it still Valentine’s Day?” I have a vague recollection of someone handing me a chocolate heart.

      He chuckles. “Yes. Do you have a date waiting for you?”

      “No. No. I never have a date. Boys don’t like me.” I’m mumbling. My body is so heavy that I’m not sure my words are making it past my lips.

      “Boys aren’t worth your time, angel. A real man wouldn’t just date you. He’d take one look at you and claim you as his own.”

      “Are you a man who’s claiming me?” He sounds sexy. I wish I could open my eyes.

      “I’m considering it.”

      “Hmm, that sounds nice. I’d like to be claimed.” My voice trails off and I sink even deeper into my mind, but not before I feel a coolness on my forehead.

      “Rest, angel. Rest.”
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      I press a cloth to Willa’s forehead as she mutters and drifts back to sleep. Her murmured words were so sweet that I want to lock her in this room and keep her as mine forever.  Are you a man who’s claiming me? It’s probably the most innocent thing I’ve ever heard leave a woman’s lips. I felt protective of her before, but now I’m enraptured. I want to know all there is to know about her, question her endlessly about her life and who she’s become. Does she still like cherry suckers? Or, do I bring her boxes of chocolates now?

      Sitting back, I fold the cloth into a small square and twist it around in my fingers, wondering what the hell I’m actually thinking here. This beautiful creature laid out in the center of my bed used to run around in tutu’s and struggle to say my name. Now, she has the body of a woman, curves I could spend days lost in. There’s a familiarity here, but not the kind there should be. It’s like my body needs her. Is that fucked up?

      Standing, I run a hand through my dark hair, messing up whatever style it had earlier this morning. It wasn’t supposed to go this way.

      Picking up the bucket, I head into the bathroom and clean up. I try to avoid looking at myself in the mirror, but my grey eyes find their reflection and judge me for what they know is going through my mind. This is definitely fucked up.

      When I learned that Willa was attempting to join the company under the guise of Juliet McCarthy, I started looking into her so I could understand her purpose. She’s studying computer science, so she’s more than qualified for the internship on her own. Why use the fake name? Was she afraid I wouldn’t hire her if I knew whose daughter she was? Possibly. It’s no secret there’s bad blood between her father and me.

      James Quinn and I founded James Tech right out of college. We spent years collaborating on different programs that never really found their feet. While James grew despondent, I knuckled down and tried harder. James developed a gambling problem while I came up with the concept for The Round Table. I had never wanted to cut him out, but when creditors started knocking on my door and repossessing company assets, I had no choice but to dissolve the partnership and take control of James Tech. Even then, I almost went under. James had taken money from clients I didn’t know about without delivering the software they asked for. For a year, I worked for free to honor those deals and rebuild James Tech’s reputation. And if it hadn’t been for The Round Table taking off, I’d have been forced into insolvency myself. It was just dumb luck and perfect timing that pulled James Tech out of the gutter and onto the cover of Time Magazine. But if you ask James Quinn, I stole his idea and forced him out of the industry. But that couldn’t be further from the truth. I did everything I could to save that man from himself, but I often wonder if I only made things worse by enabling him to continue down a destructive path. In the end, the only person I could do something productive for was his daughter. I paid for her school, her college—a full ride so she didn’t even have to work—and I made sure she got this internship—even though she’s committing fraud by doing so. And I’ll protect her from that too.

      As long as I breathe, I’ll be the protector of that girl.

      Images of those giant breasts and soft fleshy curves flash in my mind, making my cock ache. She’s mine.

      Fuck.

      My cell buzzes in my pocket, snapping me out of my thoughts before they get too impure. “Yes?” I keep my voice low as I adjust my dick and move into the living area so I don’t disturb Willa. The doctor said she’ll need rest to sleep off the effects of her concussion. He didn’t seem too concerned, but I feel the need to watch over her, anyway.

      “Your twelve o’clock meeting is here, sir.”

      I press my lips together. I told my assistant to cancel the rest of my day. “Were you unable to contact them?”

      “I left a message. But—”

      “They either didn’t get it, or chose to ignore it.” Fucking Facebook.

      She sighs. “Yes. And based on his attitude, I’m thinking the latter.”

      I rake my hand through my hair yet again. “All right. Give him coffee or something. I’ll be down in five minutes.”

      “Thank you, sir.” She sounds relieved as we disconnect. I can only imagine the attitude he’s walked in with this time. When they started trying to buy out The Round Table, they were sweet as pie. Years later, they’re becoming more aggressive. But I won’t be selling. The Round Table was developed so companies could have their own internal platform instead of mixing their business lives with their personal social media. Users interact directly with those inside their organization as though they’re all seated at the same table, hence the name. It works because everyone has a business face and a private face, and the two need to be separated.

      No matter how much money this guy offers, I won’t be selling up. I’ll never sell. And I’m pissed that he’s dragging me away when my angel clearly needs me.

      A discontented growl emanates from my chest as I tighten my tie and try to make some sort of style out of the mess that is my hair. I’m a workaholic, so my apartment is the top floor of James Tech. But right now, the last thing I want to do is walk out of this apartment while Willa lies in my bed. Where she belongs. The moment I entered the same room as her, I knew I had to have her. And now I’m waging a war with myself over putting even a modicum of distance between us. But I don’t have a choice, some people seem to think their business is more important than my business.

      “Shit.”

      Grabbing a pen and a piece of paper, I scribble a note and leave it on the table for her to find if she wakes up before I’m back. I don’t want her to leave without talking to me. Actually, I don’t want her to leave full stop.

      I’m losing my mind here. What is wrong with me?
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      When my eyes open, I don’t know where I am. I feel like I’ve been in this room before, but it’s more like a dream than a memory. And I don’t remember how I got here, in the room. I’m in a massive bed with blue-gray sheets. Actually, everything in this room is some shade of gray. It’s sterile but manly, and it smells really good. Like fresh linen and pine. What is going on?

      I sit up and wrack my brain to try to figure out what happened, but all I get is a throbbing headache and a vague memory of it being Valentine’s Day while going through my orientation at James Tech. But then what? I run a hand over my face and through my hair before I pull back the sheets and place my feet on the cool floor. Wait.

      Why are my legs bare?

      I look down and find I’m only wearing my underwear. My eyes go wide.

      Why am I in my underwear?

      I jump to my feet, a mistake when my head has a hammer thumping against the inside of my skull. “Ow.” I press the palm of my hand against my head. “What the hell did I get up to?” And where the hell are my clothes?

      Gathering the blue-gray sheets from the bed, I wrap them around my body and venture from the spartan room. Besides a luxurious bed, the only thing in there are two nightstands with lamps, and some abstract art on the wall.

      “Hello? I’m, uh, I’m looking for my clothes?” I lean against the doorway, my voice echoing through the living space. This place is huge and echoey. And kinda creepy if I’m honest.

      Getting no response, I turn back and venture into the adjoining bathroom. I have a disgusting taste in my mouth and I really need to pee. So I lock myself in and do my business, rinsing my mouth with some minty toothpaste and water. I look like absolute shit, so I splash water on my face and rake my fingers through my hair. I want to go through the medicine cabinet and drawers for clues about where I am and who I came here with. But the sound of someone talking steals my attention.

      Tightening the sheet against my chest, I leave the bedroom. “Hello?” There’s a whirring noise coming from the left, and I follow it, finding a little robot vacuum motoring along the pristine floor. Whoever’s place this is, they’re certainly a neat freak. “Is anyone home? I need my clothes.” Nothing.

      Biting the inside of my lip, I run through what I can remember and try to come up with scenarios to fill in the blanks. The fog in my mind is clearing somewhat and I can remember a little more about my day. There was the run-in with the security guard, the office tour with my team leader, and a desk in the corner of an open workspace. I had to make about thirty coffees and then… I have no idea. Did we finish work and visit a bar? Did I even try to find out where the original project files were kept?

      The robot vacuum stops and announces that it’s ‘cleaning is complete’ before motoring back to a little port against the wall.

      “This place is crazy fancy,” I say to myself, letting my eyes do a sweep of the open plan living area. I’ve only ever seen this kind of opulence in movies before. Wait. Am I a high-class escort now?

      I hope not.

      Actually, the idea makes me sick to my stomach, because I kind of wanted to remember my first time. And I really wanted it to be with someone important to me. Not some drunken hook up.

      Turning in a slow and confused circle, a piece of paper catches my eye from in the center of a black dining table. There’s nine white chairs around it and some weird curvy silver thing hanging above it—a light fixture, perhaps?

      When I shuffle over to it in my makeshift dress, neat cursive says, ‘Your clothes are being cleaned. Feel free to shower and help yourself to food. I’ll be back as soon as I can, xx.’

      Well, that doesn’t help. Who’s coming back as soon as they can? I need a name. Or I at least need my memory to come back. I made a bunch of coffee and then what? Did I have lunch? Did I go hunting for information like I’d wanted?

      With the note in my hand, I think harder, trying to remember something more. There’s nothing around to identify this place as belonging to anybody. There aren’t any photos on the walls or piles of mail sitting in a fruit bowl on the counter. It’s just black, white and chrome in various forms of function and abstract.

      “This is weird.”

      Sweeping up the base of the long sheet to make it easier to walk, I move around the apartment, hoping to find a laundry room and the rest of my clothes. I’m not sure where this person is, but I’m not sure I want to stick around and wait for them. I’ve seen movies that start a lot like this, and they never end well because this super clean man is either a mob boss or a serial killer. I don’t need to become a missing person statistic or sold on the black market or something awful like that. I’ll just find something to wear and be on my way, thank you very much.

      “Now, if I was an outfit, where would I live?” I tap a finger against my mouth as I muse out loud. The first door I open is a butler’s pantry, and the second is a home gym—more confirmation that this place definitely belongs to a guy. No woman would have racks of weights like that. Racks of shoes, yes. Weights, no.

      The next door I try is an office. It’s strange because it isn’t decorated the same way as the rest of the house. In here, everything is a rich wood and I can smell the leather and the books. It’s the only piece of character in this place, and it feels like stepping through the wardrobe into Narnia due to the stark contrast. This room feels…warm. I like it.

      I walk directly to the desk, running my hand along the shiny surface of the well-loved wood. The leather of the chair is soft and worn when I touch it, before I lean over and push the mouse to see if the computer turns on. The logo for James Tech fills the screen, just as my memories from the educations center fill my mind, and the voice from my dreams fills my ears.

      “How’s your head, angel?”

      Landon James.

      When I look up, a jolt of something hits low in my stomach, causing strange things to happen to my body. My nipples draw in tight and my lips part while my breathing increases.

      “What am I doing here?” I ask.

      “I’d like to know the answer to that question myself.” He steps closer, his eyes lowering to where I’m clutching the sheet at my chest.

      “Where are my clothes?”

      “Hanging over the back of the couch. I brought them up with me.”

      “Up? Exactly where is up?”

      He smiles, and that does something to me too. It’s weirding me out, because this guy is almost twice my age. He’s supposed to be the villain in this story. So why is my body aching like it wants nothing more than for me to drop this sheet and rub myself all over him?

      “We’re in my apartment. The top floor of James Tech.”

      “I see. And how did my clothes happen to leave my body? Did we… I mean did you and I…did we—”

      “Fuck?”

      My cheeks burn like the fire of a thousand suns. “Mmm-hmm.” I nod and avert my gaze, not trusting my mouth to form words after the delivery of his calm filth. Oh god, I need new panties.

      “No, angel. If I fucked you, you’d be struggling to stand right now.”

      “Oh god.” My knees give way and I have to clutch the desk to steady myself. Maybe I should just quit panties all together. My wetness is practically running down my legs now. “So, um, why am I in my underwear?”

      “You threw up.” He says it as a matter of fact and now my face is burning for a different reason.

      “Oh.” Well, that’s not sexy.

      If my juices were able, they’d reverse their way up my legs, withdraw from my panties and hide deep inside me, shutting up shop and hanging a sign that says ‘Virgin for Life’ at my entrance.

      Not that there should be anything sexy about being in the same room as Landon James. He’s supposed to be the enemy, not the wet dream. Keep your head straight, Willa!

      “I can bring your clothes to you, Willa.” He seems amused by me, but interested at the same time. And I hate that I’m desperate to know exactly what he thinks when he’s looking at me.

      “Yes. Please.” He turns with a nod and leaves the room. It gives me a moment to gather my wits. I’m in the apartment of the man who took everything from my father, and therefore everything from me. It may not be how the plan was supposed to go, but if the fates want me to confront him face to face, then that’s what I’ll do.

      Wait. He called me Willa.

      He also called me Angel.

      Holy fuck!

      He returns to the room and lays my clean blouse and skirt over the back of a chair. “I’ll leave you to dress in private,” he says, his eyes flicking to where my hand still holds the sheet. Why can’t I breathe around this guy?

      “Wait,” I say before he can leave. “How…how did you know who I was?”

      He stops in the doorway and slides his hands into the pocket of her perfectly tailored pants. They’re dark gray and they fit him like a glove. I’d be lying if I didn't admit to checking out the size of his er…bulge. Wow.

      “Facial recognition software.”

      “What?” My eyes dart up to his face.

      “Everyone coming in and out of the building is monitored. You’re not the first person to come in here claiming to be someone else.”

      “Then why did you let me in at all? Why was I hired?” What’s the sense in allowing the daughter of the man you screwed over to enter your sanctum? Does he want to be outed?

      Dragging his top teeth over his bottom lip, he leans his broad shoulders against the doorframe. “Why wouldn’t I let you in? I wanted to see the woman my little angel has become.”

      I step back and clutch the sheet tighter, frowning. “I’m not your little angel.” Then why did my stomach flip when he said it?

      He bounces a shoulder. “Perhaps not. But you’re definitely a woman.” His eyes drag over my body again. “An absolutely beautiful woman.”

      I gasp. “You shouldn’t speak to me like that.”

      “Why? Because I knew you when you were a girl?”

      “Yes.”

      “But you’re not a girl anymore.”

      “No. But you’re still the man who took from my father.”

      His brow lifts and he stops a few feet away. “Is that what he told you?”

      I jut out my chin. “He said you took everything from him.”

      He chuckles then steps closer and pinches my chin between his fingers. “The only thing I plan on taking is you.”

      My eyes flash but I don’t even get a chance to gasp before his mouth is on mine and my world spins out of control. What the hell is happening here?
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      In the blink of an eye, I have her against the wall, my forearms on either side of her face as I stare into her wide and frightened eyes. I’ve scared her, come on too strong too fast, and I’m struggling to hold back even now.

      “What are you doing?” she whispers, swallowing hard. I can feel her chest heaving up and down, so close to mine.

      “I don’t know.” I inhale her springtime scent. “Do you want me to stop?”

      She takes a sharp breath. “I don’t know. I’m supposed to hate you.”

      I lean in and press my lips against her forehead, needing the contact as I speak. “I could never hate you, angel. You’re so fucking perfect and special. In all my years, I’ve never wanted a woman the way I want you right now.”

      “I don’t understand what’s happening here. This isn’t how it was supposed to go.” She gasps, and I know I’m pressing my cock into her thigh, but if I step away, this moment ends and reality begins.

      “What was supposed to happen, angel?” I lower my face, my nose resting next to hers, our lips touching. She makes a tiny sound that makes my cock jump. “Answer me.”

      “I…” she starts, and I feel her tongue snake out to wet her lips, and groan.

      I can’t hold back anymore and let one hand slide down the wall and wind my fingers tightly in her hair, tugging her flush against me. Then I take away her ability to speak, crashing my mouth into hers. I tilt her head, dipping my tongue inside her timid mouth. She answers with tiny movements at first, before she softens in my arms and moves her tongue in hungry strokes. There’s a surge in my shaft, and I feel like I’m about to blow in my pants. I’m a forty-one-year-old man, and I have never felt this out of control.

      The sheet falls to the floor as she wraps her arms around my neck and digs her fingers into my hair. She’s so sensual and willing, and I groan again, reaching around to her ass, squeezing two handfuls before I lift her off her feet.

      She squeals and laughs. “This is definitely not what I expected.” Her legs wrap around my waist and her core presses against me. Damp. Ready. I can feel the heat of her through my pants.

      “Fuck. There are so many things I want to do to you.” I sit her on the surface of my desk and grind myself into her exposed core.

      “Tell me,” she gasps. “I want to know.”

      “I want to claim you. I want to bury my face between your legs until you scream out my name. I want to fuck you while I pull your hair. I want to suck on your tits and finger your ass. I want to make you come so hard you see stars behind your eyes. I want my cock so deep inside you that you feel me with every step you take for days after. I want my cum to run down your thighs when you stand. I want to brand you, own you, keep you.”

      “Holy fuck,” she gasps, trembling in my arms.

      “Does that frighten you? Is what I want too much?”

      “No,” she says, meeting my eyes. Hers are normally light brown, but now they’re deep and almost black with desire. Her fingers slide along my collar before pulling at my tie as she runs her tongue over her bottom lip. “I think that’s just enough.”
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      Is what I want too much? There’s those two words again—too much.

      I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve been too much for someone. They’re words that have beaten me down and made me feel like I was the exact opposite, less than. Now there’s a man, who admittedly is the last man on earth I ever expected to evoke desire in me, but it’s somehow happening and he’s uttering those same words—am I too much?

      No, Landon. No one is too much. It’s the rest of the world who isn’t enough. And on this Valentine’s Day in my twenty-first year, I am finally going to be enough. Even if it’s just this once.

      “And what if I want more?” he asks, pulling his tie over his head and dropping on the floor.

      My breath hitches. “Then you’ll have to take it.” I’m inexperienced and out of my depth, yet I want everything this man can give me. I know I came here seeking retribution for my father, but first, I want something for myself. I want to belong to someone on the most romantic day of the year. Just once. Just once.

      He pulls his shirt over his head, and I feel a gush in between my legs. I’ve seen the guys on campus shirtless, but they’re nothing compared to the mammoth of a man in front of me. I want to lick every inch of his skin, taste his salt and rub myself until I tremble and come.

      I lick my lips then reach out and place my hand over his hard pec. I moan and close my eyes as a delicious shudder runs through my body, then I add my other hand and explore his body further. “Can I see?” I ask when my fingers find his waistband. I want to open the button and zipper. I want that bulge I keep feeling in my hand and in my mouth. I want everything, and I want it tonight before the spell we’re under is broken and we have to go back to being enemies.

      “Knock yourself out.”

      I will my fingers steady as I undo his pants and push them past his hips, watching with hungry eyes as his giant cock springs free and bounces. His tip glistens, a drop of arousal dripping free, making me feel wanted, sexy, powerful.

      “I want to taste it.”

      When I look up, his face is a mask of desire, his mouth kicking up at the side as he nods and steps back before sitting in the office chair. I slide off the desk and drop to my knees in front of him, pushing his pants down his legs until he’s completely naked and erect. He watches me with interest, and even though this is the first time I’ve done this, I don’t feel nervous. I feel encouraged. And I’ve never felt encouraged. I can’t explain it.

      “Take it deep, angel,” he instructs when I wrap my hand around the base and lick my lips. My clit pulses and I clench my insides to dull the ache, then I lower my head and run my tongue over his tip.

      “Let me see you, angel.” He gathers my hair into his hands and holds it tight on top of my head. The roots tighten and pull, but oh god, it feels good. He guides me as I stretch my mouth around his girth, my tongue tasting salt and sweet as my eyes roll into the back of my head and my body vibrates.

      “Deeper. I want to see my cock in your throat.” He thrusts his hips up, and my eyes water while my hair stings. I can barely breathe, but there’s something about the way his voice strains, and his body coils and tightens. I want to please him. I want to inspire his dirty words. I want to feel ruined and depraved when we’re though. I relax my throat and swallow him down. “Fuck. Yes, angel. Take it. Take it all. Fuck.” The veins in his neck pop and his voice goes hoarse. Then I feel his cock pulse as he spills jets of cum straight down my throat. My whole body shudders, and I start to think I might be able to come from just the sensation of him blowing his load, and the sound of his sexy voice telling me what to do.

      Just as I think I might pass out from lack of oxygen, he pulls himself out of my throat and hauls me to my feet, shoving his tongue in my mouth and robbing me of the ability to breathe again. I’m light headed and gasping for air when he pulls away, his eyes dragging up and down my body. “Strip. I want you naked.”

      His bossy tone and the strain in his voice prickles beneath my skin. I’ve never understood men or known how to read their mental and physical cues, but with Landon, there’s no mistaking what he wants. And that’s me. All of me.

      I unfasten my bra and boldly toss it aside, my nipples painfully swollen as he rubs his thumbs over each of them and licks his lips. “Now the panties. I want that sweet little cunt of yours dripping all over my face.”

      Grinning, I hook my thumbs into the sides of my panties and slip off my last shred of clothing before I lean back against the desk. I love the way he demands things. There’s no guessing because I know exactly what he wants. And it turns me on to give it to him.

      “Put your feet on my shoulders.” He drops to his knees and pushes my knees apart, exposing my core as I do as he asks. “Beautiful.” He leans in and licks me with one long stroke. “Sweet.” Then he meets my eyes. “Hold on to something, angel.”

      My lips part on a gasp as he buries his entire face between my legs. It’s not soft and gentle. It’s rough and desperate. He sucks on my clit, pushes his fingers inside of me, then licks me with long rapid strokes that make my head fall back as I moan and cry out.  “Oh God. Landon.” My cries spur him on, and he growls and thrusts and sucks. I writhe and tremble, coming undone from the inside out as ripples of pleasure throb between my legs. “Landon. Holy fuck.” I grab onto his silky hair and groan as waves of ecstasy hit me hard. Tears prick behind my eyes, my emotions needing to escape in some form as I fall back on the desk, panting and lost in a sated fog.
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      Willa lies on the desk without bones, naked and beautiful and perfect. I’m hard as a rock, and all I want is to drive this frenzy forward by flipping her on all fours and fucking her from behind. But her concussed confession slows my pace. I never have a date. Boys don’t like me.

      “You feeling good there, angel?”

      She grins and nods like she drunk, and I feel my heart swell in my chest. This girl owns me, and she has no idea.

      “Want more?”

      “Yeah.”

      I brush the hair from her face then scoop her up and carry her back into my bedroom, placing her on the bed like precious cargo, which is exactly what she is to me. It’s crazy to think that someone could walk into my life after fifteen years and become so immediately important to me that I can’t see straight over the thought of her being anywhere but with me. I am lost to her.

      “Have you done this before?” I ask as I climb over her and position my tip at her entrance. She shakes her head. Just as I thought. “You know it will hurt, right?” She nods, taking a deep breath as she places her delicate hands against my arms as the flex while I hold myself above her.

      “Can we do it without talking about it? I’ve had a lot of firsts tonight, and I don’t want to stop just yet.”

      “Angel.” I lean in and kiss her lips. “I don’t think I could ever stop. I want to be your first, your last and everything in between.”

      She places her hand on the side of my face, her eyes shining. “That’s a beautiful dream,” she whispers, before she presses her lips to mine and lifts her hips, forcing my tip past her entrance. I thrust in the rest of the way, getting it over quickly, kissing her harder when she cries out. I still; remaining buried inside her as I ravage her mouth, her neck, her breasts, worshiping her until the hammering of her heart calms down. Then I lift myself over her, our gazes locking as I begin to move.

      “You good?”

      She nods. “I’m good.”

      At first, I work her slowly with short, measured thrusts that I ease in and out of her. Once I’m sure her body has adjusted, I thrust a little deeper and harder, filling her completely as she rises up to meet me. Our bodies shine with a light coating of sweat before I grab one of her knees and lift her leg.

      “Oh god. Landon…”

      Her mouth falls open and tiny guttural sounds tumble from her throat with the sinking of each thrust. I’m not ready to blow yet, but her body feels so good. “Your cunt feels like heaven. Come for me, angel. Give me your sweet pussy juices and I’ll fill your ripe womb with my seed.”

      She moans, and I speed up my thrusts, we keep our eyes locked, and I fucking love how hard she fights to stay in the moment with me, especially when her orgasm hits. “Landon!”

      I pick up my pace. “Don’t look away, angel. Don’t you dare look away from me.” I thrust inside her, fucking her harder and faster while she screams and rides that orgasm of hers to the very edge. I wind my fingers with hers, holding her hands above her head as I thrust so hard we hit the headboard. My whole body goes tight, and she cries out, her body letting go again, and I join her, spilling my load deep inside her in shuddering hot spurts.

      “Holy fuck,” she gasps as I bury  my face in her hair and continue to glide in and out, slow and steady, enjoying the final waves of bliss as I inhale her beauty.

      “Mine,” I murmur, pressing a kiss in the curve of her neck. I don’t want this moment to end. I could fuck this sweet girl until I turn to dust. I’ve had one taste, and all I can think about is my next hit. She’s beneath me, I’m inside her, and yet I crave her.

      “Yours?” She giggles when I release her hands then hold myself above her. She’s stunning with her pink flushed cheeks and messy bed hair. “Is that what you say to all the girls?”

      “No.” I press a kiss to her lips. “Just you. There’s something here, Willa. You feel it, don’t you?”

      She bites her lip and frowns. “I do.”

      “Then marry me.”

      “What?” Her eyes go wide and I put my finger on her mouth to silence her.

      “Don’t answer right away. Just, think about it. Our situation isn’t ideal, but fuck, Willa, whose is?”

      A tear rolls down her cheek, and she nods. “I’ll think about it.”

      I kiss her again, sweet, soft and intense before I pull away and withdraw from her body. “You sore?”

      “A little,” she says. “But I’ll be OK.”

      “I’ll run you a warm bath. You can soak the aches away while I make us some food. Sound good?”

      “Sounds perfect.” She smiles, and my heart flips. I know without a doubt that I’m in love with this girl. I’ve never felt this way or been this sure. Willa belongs to me.
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      I get into my room and fall against the door, gasping. It feels like a hundred pound reptile is pressing against my chest and clawing up my throat. I hate myself.

      “Holy fuck!” A flurry of movement on my roommate’s bed has me clapping my hand over my eyes while I scramble blindly for the door handle. I’ve walked in on Juliet and her boyfriend during their Valentine’s celebrations.

      “I’m so sorry,” I say, grabbing the handle and pulling. “I saw nothing. Forget I was here.” I’m not sure if they understood what I was saying, because I’m also crying uncontrollably. The moment Landon went into the bathroom, I got my clothes and got out of there. I can’t believe he asked me to marry him.

      I can’t believe anything about the last twelve hours of my life. This morning, I was regular Willa Quinn, going about her revenge plot, and tonight, I’m…conflicted.

      Dorm life isn’t the most private thing in the world, so I drop to the floor outside our room to wait them out. There are communal areas and all, but there’s always people in them and I would rather cry here than with an audience. But I don’t sit here long. The door opens and closes, and Monique tells her boyfriend that she’s sorry and she’ll make it up to him.

      “Hope you’re OK, Willa,” he says as he shrugs on his coat and heads off.

      “You didn’t have to send him home,” I sniff when Monique slides down to the floor beside me.

      She shrugs. “You sounded upset. You’d have done the same for me.”

      “Yeah. But you were in the middle—”

      “Forget it. Honestly, he wasn’t in top form tonight, anyway. He kept lickin’ the hole instead of the button, and I was telling him to go up, but he was all, ‘isn’t that where you pee?’ And I was like, ‘dude, you literally stick the thing you pee out of down my fucking throa—”

      I cover my face and ball into my hands even harder.

      “Oh shit. I’m sorry. What happened? Did something go wrong at James Tech?”

      I nod and I cry and I try to talk, but I’m hiccupping so much that she can’t understand me. So she pulls me to my feet and we go into our room where she hands me a stiff drink and a box of tissues and waits until I calm down.

      “I slept with him,” I blurt when I find my voice.

      “Who?” Juliet frowns.

      “L-Landon.”

      “Holy shit! You fucked Landon James? Whoa! I can’t—I mean, the man is fiiiine. But holy hell! How did? I mean, I thought you were—”

      “Saving myself?” My lips twist and wobble. “I was. I think I was saving myself for him.”

      She shakes her head like I just hit her with a pillowcase filled with rocks. “Whoa. Back up a little. You went in there to get proof that he stole from your dad and you ended up, what? Falling in love with him?”

      “I think so,” I squeak before the flood comes again. “I don’t know how it happened. I was looking at this old computer then he was there, then I hit my head and he took me to his place and like, every fiber of my being came alive when I was around him and it was like that moment when Buttercup pushed the Dread Pirate Roberts down the hill and he yelled, ‘As you wiiiiish!’ so she threw herself after him because she realized he was actually Westley.”

      “Are you saying Landon is your Westley?”

      I bite my lip. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

      “OK.” She’s looking at me like I’m ready to be committed before whispering, “I’m so confused.”

      “So am I!” I wail. “I’m supposed to hate him. How could I do this to my dad? I mean, Landon is the reason his life got so messed up.”

      “Oh, sweetie. I know you’re feeling all kinds of messed up right now, but you know Landon didn’t make your dad an angry bastard though, right? He did that all by himself.”

      My lip wobbles again. “I know,” I cry. “I know. But if Landon didn’t cut him out, maybe things would have been different, maybe he would have been kinder, nicer, sober…”

      She shifts so she’s sitting right next to me on my bed, hugging me tight as she runs her hand over the back of my head in a soothing motion. “I know, sweetie. I know that’s how it feels. All us kids with shitty parents play the ‘what if’ game. Why do you think I was so willing to help you try to get this guy? But if you met him, and it turns out he’s like, your lobster or your soulmate or whatever, then you need to do what makes you happy. Your dad is a grown man who made all of his own choices. And you, you are a brilliant woman who made something great out of her life even though the odds were against her. I mean, look at you. You could be pregnant and living on food stamps, but you got yourself a scholarship, and you’re going to be everything your dad wasn’t. And if that means you fall for the guy he blames for his troubles, then, I don’t know, girl, I say you’ve suffered enough. Do what feels right for you. Forget about everyone else.” She shrugs, and somehow, I start laughing.

      “You’re superb at talking out of your ass.”

      She laughs as well, hugging me a little tighter. “I know. I was really struggling to find your silver lining there, but I think I did OK, don’t you?”

      We release each other, and I wipe a wad of tissues over my eyes. “You did good. Lots of perspective. But I still don’t know what to do. I mean, he asked me to marry him.”

      Her eyes bug out and her mouth drops open. “Ho-ly. Fu-ck.”

      “I know. It’s crazy. This whole situation is crazy. And logically, none of it makes any sense, but it’s like my body took over and being with him felt so right.”

      “So he was good in bed? He looks like he’d be great in bed.”

      “Amazing.” I sigh. “But that’s not all it was. It was this pull.” I place my fingers against my chest. “This pull. I wanted to say yes to it all. But it’d be wrong, so wrong. Not only would I be betraying dad, but there’s the whole weird age thing. I mean, I knew the guy when I was a kid.”

      “Do you even remember him from back then?”

      “A little. I remember I liked him because he’d bring me cherry suckers. But mostly, he was just the guy my dad worked with.”

      “Then what does it matter? Age gap romances work out all the time.”

      “But I’m still betraying dad.”

      “Well, you know how I feel about your dad, so I won’t sit here and call him a shitty parent again.”

      I offer a small smile. “You literally just did.”

      “Well, that’s because he’s a drunken gambler who didn’t take care of his daughter properly.” She lifts her hands. “There, I said it. I won’t say anymore.”

      I lie back on my bed. “I’m so incredibly confused.”

      She lies down next to me. “You and me both. But if it helps, I’d chose Westley.”
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      The campus is closed to visitors, so I’m forced to wait until morning to go after her. I scared her. I came on too strong, offered too much and held on too tight, too soon. Of course she ran.

      I can’t believe I was crazy enough to ask her to marry me.

      Dating rules 101 say you never even hint at the L-word until the three-month mark, and I hit her with a wedding proposal on the first night. Rookie mistake. My only excuse is that I’ve never felt so strongly about a woman before. I didn’t know what to do with all that emotion.

      Now I have to try to fix it because I can’t afford to let her go. Life won’t be worth shit if I don’t have her in it.

      Armed with coffee and donuts, I make my way on campus as early as I’m allowed and knock on her dorm room door. A short blonde answers who I’m assuming is Juliet, the owner of Willa’s fake ID.

      “Can I help you?” she asks through a small opening in the doorway.

      “I’m here to see Willa,” I say, holding up the donut bag and coffees.

      She looks me up and down then closes the door. I hear stage whispering on the other side, then the slide bolt sounds, and the door sweeps open.

      “Don’t get any of your man juices on my bed. Keep it to Willa’s side of the room,” she says, taking one of the coffees and the entire bag of donuts before she brushes past me.

      “Ah, OK,” I say as I watch her walk away before turning my attention to Willa, my angel. “Coffee?” I hold up the tray, and she smiles from where she’s sitting on her bed in a pair of Tweety Bird pajamas. She looks adorable, and I think I fall a little harder each time I look at her. Her hair is piled up in a messy bun on her head, and her eyes look all puffy from a night of crying. But she’s still beautiful, still perfect. I think I’d love her with snot running out of her nose.

      The thought strikes me hard for the purity behind it. I love her.

      “Thanks,” she says, taking the cup from me as I sit across from her on her bed. “I guess we should talk, huh?”

      “We probably should have done that part first, but yeah, we should talk. Why don’t you start with why you left last night?”

      She presses her lips together, her eyes watering as she bounces her shoulders. “I was overwhelmed.”

      “I scared you off, didn’t I?”

      “What? No. No. You were—are—amazing. And what I feel for you…it’s intense, and it came out of the blue, and I suppose, I just needed some time to wrap my head around it. I’m supposed to hate you. I mean, I’ve always been told you were the bad guy.”

      I nod slowly. “Because of your dad?” I suppose it’s to be expected.

      She nods. “He says you cheated him out of the company so you could keep The Round Table for yourself.”

      “I see. I suppose I should ask why you took a job with the company under a different name?”

      “I wanted to see the original coding. I wanted to prove my dad wrote it. Well, at least part of it, anyway.”

      “He didn’t,” I say quickly, trying to keep my cool because I don’t want to badmouth the guy to his daughter. But it sounds like he’s done a lot of badmouthing about me. Willa deserves to know the truth.

      “No?”

      “No. I wrote the program. Actually, I wrote all of the programs.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      I wipe my hand over my face, trying to choose my words carefully. “Your father was my best friend, Willa. For a long time, I ignored his problems and did what I could to keep the business afloat. But the better the company did, the bigger his problems became until there almost wasn’t a company at all. I had a decision to make—buy him out, or go bankrupt. I bought him out.”

      “What?” She frowns, and it’s obvious she’s never heard the full story.

      “I have the paperwork that I can show you if you need proof. We dissolved the partnership fair and square, I paid him, and even took on all the debt he accrued in the company’s name. When my program took off, he came to me with his hand out. His bad reputation meant he couldn’t get work in the industry, but he had a student loan and no way to pay for it. So, I helped. He had you to worry about, and I couldn’t live with myself knowing he was struggling to provide for you while I was making millions. But the more I helped, the worse he got. I gave him money, but he burned through it, so I set up a trust but he’d spend every cent the moment it was released to him. I tightened up the rules and nothing I did was enough to make him stop. In the end, I had to walk away. But, I could never walk away from you. I know I wasn’t present in your life, but I made provisions to make sure you’d have what you needed—as much as I could, anyway…”

      I stop and take a breath, seeing the way her eyes go wide with realization. “The scholarships?” she whispers.

      I nod. “You were always so smart. It was the only way I could be sure you’d make a life better for yourself. I was always the anonymous benefactor. And I was fine that way because that’s all the power I had, but then you sought me out, and well, I saw how beautiful you’d become and…Fuck. I fell in love with you.”

      “You love me?”

      Reaching out, I take her hand in mine. “I do. And I’m not going to feel guilty for that. I gave him everything. And I’m not walking away this time. I won’t give you up.”

      “Oh god,” she gasps. “You really are Westley.”

      “Who?” I frown.

      “From The Princess Bride.”

      “I’ve never seen it.”

      “That’s terrible. We’ll have to watch it. Together. Each year on our anniversary—on Valentine’s Day.”

      “What? Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

      She grins then nods. “It’s time I choose what’s best for me. I want you, Landon. I want to be happy with you. I want to have a life with you. I…this is so crazy, but you already said it and, well, I love you too. I love you.”

      My hands go to her hair and I haul her against me, the coffee falls to the floor, but I ignore it because, who cares about coffee when the woman of my dreams just said yes. I tilt her head and bring my mouth to hers, but I hesitate just before our lips connect. “Does this mean you’re marrying me too?” I ask with a grin.

      She laughs as she threads her fingers into the back of my hair. “Yes, Landon. I’ll marry you. Let’s be too much together.”

      “Oh, angel. You’re not too much, you’re just right. To me, you’re perfect.”

      “Then let’s be perfect together,” she whispers against my lips, prompting me to kissing the living heck out of her before I lie with her on the bed, and do my best not to get too much ‘man juice’ all over the room.
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Willa

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Five years later…

      

      

      

      “Happy Valentine’s Day, angel.” Landon’s breath tickles at my ear as he sucks lightly on my lobe. Chills flow through my body while his fingers find their way beneath my nightdress and to the dampness at my core.

      “Happy Valentine’s Day, husband.” I moan as his fingers rub slow circles over my panties, working me into a frenzy before he dives beneath the elastic and pushes his fingers inside me. I gasp.

      “I will never get tired of hearing you moan,” he whispers, thrusting his fingers in and out of me while his thumb works my clit.

      “Deeper.”

      “Oh, my angel is bossy today.” He shifts his weight and adds an extra finger, pushing past the knuckle to give me what I want. I arch up, my orgasm building as his expert fingers play me like a fiddle.

      “Landon. I’m gonna come.”

      “Then let go. Let me watch you come undone.”

      I do, my body shaking and quivering as I grab hold of his wrist and ride his hand, taking every moment of orgasm that he can give me. This is how it is, and how it’s always been between us. Since that first night, we’ve been unable to keep our hands off each other. After five years together, barely a day has gone by when we haven’t had sex in some way shape or form. I may have been a late bloomer, but I’ve made up for my late start in quality and quantity with Landon. The man is insatiable. I’m surprised he still manages to run a company with the amount of time we spend in bed. I suppose it helps that I run the company alongside him—office quickies are great to keep the spark alive.

      Not long after Landon and I started dating, I learned that I had my own trust fund that matured when I turned twenty-five. Part of that trust, was a quarter share of the company. When Landon and I married, our combined shares—his forty-nine percent, and my twenty-five—meant that no other company could ever get their hands on enough shares to perform a hostile takeover. James Tech and Landon’s brainchild was safe, and we got to live happily ever after. Well, as happy as two people with the odds against them can be. Our private relationship is nothing short of amazing, but outside influences have made things quite difficult at times, namely my father. Once I understood what really happened between him and Landon, I could see my upbringing for what it really was. My hardships were never Landon’s fault. They were caused by my father and his addictions, and after confronting him over those, he eventually agreed to go and get some help. It didn’t happen overnight, but it did happen in time for him to be a grandfather to our daughter. And since every parent wants more for their child than what they had for themselves, seeing my dad sober and attending a twelve-step program for his gambling, has given my daughter a wonderful and attentive grandfather. I love that he was able to do that for her, and I love that our relationship is healing too. Granted, he may never be OK with Landon, but we’re working on that. Because no matter what anyone else in this world says or thinks, Landon and I have always been sure about one thing—we’re perfect together.
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Landon

        

      

    

    
      After I finish ravishing my wife on our fourth wedding anniversary and fifth anniversary of being together (I literally count the days I’m with her because I’m that honored to have her in my life), I head into the kitchen to cook up some heart-shaped pancakes that are perfect for the occasion and a big favorite in this apartment since our three-year-old, June loves all things heart-shaped. She’s got her mother’s smarts and my dark hair, and both of our love for life. Between us, we spoil her rotten, but I’ll never regret it because that little face of hers steals my heart every time she calls me daddy.

      “Pancakes!” She sits at the table next to Willa and holds chopped strawberries above her plate, allowing them to rain down.

      “Happy Valentine’s Day, sweet girl.” I press a kiss to the top of her head.

      “Happy Valentine’s Day, daddy and mommy.” She grins and giggles then fills her mouth with food.

      “I have big plans for you tonight,” I say to Willa as I place her plate in front of her and kiss her sugar-sweet lips.

      “Bigger than the plans you woke me with this morning?” she asks, waggling her eyebrows.

      “They involve a sitter, a hotel room and a jacuzzi.”

      “Those are some great plans,” she squeals, and I fall for her a little harder. It doesn’t take much to please her, but I love to spoil her every chance I get.

      Every day this woman is in my life is better than the day before. There hasn’t been a moment when I regretted my decision to allow her into my company then take her as my wife. One look, one meeting, one moment, and I knew I needed her by my side for eternity.

      In the years before when I’d been quietly providing for her future, I had no idea I was providing for her to become my business partner. I’d planned to give her those shares as a way to help her after college, and a way of saying that I was sorry she got such shitty parents. But somehow, it turned out she was a tech whiz as well as being my soulmate. That little girl who liked cherry suckers grew into the smartest most sensual woman I’ve ever known. There were many days where I regretted walking away from my partnership with her father, feeling guilty for the downward spiral he set upon. But in the end, it was that separation that made me the man I am, gave me the ability to help Willa from afar, and gave us the time we needed to grow into the people we needed to be for each other. The world around us hasn’t always been kind, but together, Willa and I are a team. We’re a family. I protected her then, and I’ll protect her until my dying breath. The girl is my most perfect Valentine, and if I ever meet that little Cupid, I’ll buy him a drink and shake his hand, because I’d given up on ever finding love, but now, I have it every day. I’ll be thankful for the rest of my life.
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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

      Follow her in Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/meganwadewrites/

      Keep an eye out for her next story,  Cheeky Prince, it’s coming soon…
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      Sign up for Megan’s newsletter to get new release alerts: https://www.subscribepage.com/meganwade

      or click ‘follow’ on Amazon when your rating window pops up on your device so your kindle app will notify you of new releases.
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