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   Sweet Surrender Book 1
 
    
 
   Adam Langston had come home. 
 
   Laura Ashley tried to ignore the buzz in the crowded store but Porter’s specialized in gossip along with groceries, fishing supplies, hardware supplies and just about anything else the people in Angels Landing might need. Today’s juicy tidbit was sweeping across the store like waves crashing against the shore.
 
   Too bad she hadn’t heard the news before running into town. Had she known that Adam had come back, she wouldn’t have left the house, but, with the incoming storm, she needed to stock up on supplies. She hurried up and down the aisles, rounded an end cap, and froze.
 
   The man who was once again the talk of the town stood not more than four feet away. She watched him grab a bag of chips and a jar of salsa. She swallowed. Damn. She thought about turning her shopping cart around to flee, except he’d spot her for sure. Besides, she wasn’t a coward, so she squared her shoulders and pretended that she hadn’t seen him as she perused the rows of canned nuts on the opposite side of the aisle. 
 
   How long could she keep her body turned and eyes averted? Maybe he’d keep going and not glance in her direction. Maybe he was already gone. A shiver ran down her spine. Not a chance in hell. She felt the moment he spotted her. She’d always been able to sense his attention—she had a sixth sense when it came to the town’s bad boy. She grabbed two cans of cashews, her favorites, and turned. Yep, he’d noticed her. 
 
   Adam strolled over to her. “Laura.” He inclined his head.
 
   Laura stared into Adam’s brilliant green eyes and, if it was a hungry stare, well, hopefully, only she knew that. Her gaze swept over him. He looked good, better than the photos in the gossip rags—not that she read them—but there were many in town who did and took delight in showing her.
 
   “Hello Adam.” Her throat clogged with emotion. What did you say to the man you’d thought you’d marry, the man who’d left with a promise to return but hadn’t? She hadn’t seen or spoken to him in ten years, not since the day he’d turned eighteen, flipped the town the flying bird, and roared out onto the coastal highway on his Harley. It was impossible not to compare the boy he’d been with the man he’d become. 
 
   He’d filled out nicely and still favored black, which made him look dark and mysterious. Back in the day, he’d worn tight, ratty black tees and jeans with more holes than fabric. Now, he wore a tailored shirt in black silk, crisp black slacks and a nicely cut suit jacket. Now he looked not only dark and mysterious, but also rich and successful. 
 
   And handsome as ever. There was no doubt in her mind that he was all lean, whipcord muscle beneath his expensive clothes. He’d always prided himself on being in shape. It had definitely given him the advantage with the town bullies in school. 
 
   Her eyes returned to his face and his hair, which was longer than a businessman’s cut, but not the shoulder length wavy hair she’d loved to finger-comb. Her fingers itched to touch him, to draw him close and feel his warmth against her and breathe in the scent that haunted her dreams. Time, marriage, and a divorce had not erased her need for this man. 
 
   Yet what struck her in that moment—that moment that seemed to last forever but in reality was merely seconds—were his eyes. She’d always seen through his devil-may-care, bored, or indifferent stare to the emotions deep inside—bitter and resentful after a fight with a grandmother who never wanted him, or full of rebellion when dealing with authority, whether in town or at school. But with her, they’d always held love, joy, and humor.
 
   That was gone. His eyes were cool. And hard. That shook her. There was no softness. No pleasure at seeing her again. He was treating her as though they were strangers. Or as though she had turned into one of them. 
 
   Laura nodded, her throat dry and prickly. “Hi Adam. I heard you were back.”
 
   “Not back. Came to put the house up for sale.” 
 
   His voice was deeper, richer, and cold as the ocean.
 
   Recalling that the woman who’d raised him had died, she drew in a deep breath. “I’m sorry about your grandmother,” she offered. She brushed a curl back from her face. The weather made her naturally curly hair tighten into thin springs.
 
   He shrugged. “Don’t be. She wasn’t a nice person.”
 
   Around Laura, there was a hushed silence in the store, as though all the gossips were straining to hear and see their exchange. “True. But she was family all the same.”
 
   “Only by blood.” He arched one brow. “How’s Randy?” His voice went from a rich baritone to artic ice.
 
   Oh god, could it get anymore awkward? This time, she shrugged. “Don’t know. Fine I guess. Probably busy with the storm coming in.” She made a nervous gesture with her hands, forgetting she held two cans of nuts. Both went flying. She groaned and bent over to grab the one rolling beneath the cart. Adam knelt at the same time and they smacked heads. 
 
   He reacted fast and grabbed her by the shoulders to keep her from losing her balance and falling on her butt. She reached out, her palms flat against his chest to steady herself. His chest was rock hard. “I’m sorry,” she stammered.
 
   Calmly, Adam lifted her up and set her aside as though she were a child in the way. After retrieving her cans, he dropped them into the cart. He touched the spot on her forehead where his had smacked into hers. “Fault was mine. Going to have a bit of a bruise.” He pulled his hand back fast then inclined his head. 
 
   “Storm’s nearly here. Best finish up and get going. Roads are going to be a mess before long.” With that, he picked up his basket and strode off.
 
   Laura blinked. Her head throbbed where they’d hit and she felt uncomfortably warm in her heavy winter coat. She unbuttoned it. The unexpected meeting with Adam left her trembling with desire, disgust, and anger. After all this time, she wanted Adam more than a blind man wanted to see. She was a fool to entertain any hope there. He’d treated her as though she were an insignificant stranger.
 
   Blindly, she shoved her cart forward, refusing to glance back to see if he was watching her. She knew he wasn’t. He’d dismissed her. She was nothing but an unimportant underling. Her lungs were close to bursting before she realized she was holding her breath. She stopped around the corner and rubbed her head. The encounter with Adam left her feeling bruised all over. Suddenly, she just wanted to pay for her groceries and run for home and stay there until Adam was long gone!
 
   "Laura!" 
 
   The shrill cry made her wince. Resigned, she turned, unable to muster a pleasant smile. “Amelia."
 
   The older woman bustled over, her impressive bust bouncing and leading the way. She grabbed Laura by the arm. "My dear, how are you?” Her gaze went to the sore spot on Laura’s head. She panted as though she'd been running a marathon. 
 
   And probably had, going from one gossip center to another, spreading the news! Not nice, Laura, she told herself.
 
   “My dear Laura, you know that sweet boy of yours is back in town?” Her eyes sparkled with glee.
 
   Sweet boy? Since when? Adam had been the town’s bad boy, blamed for everything. Laura had been the only one to see the good in the troubled boy. Laura figured that Adam’s billionaire status would account for many a change of heart. She also knew full well that Amelia had seen them talking. 
 
   "Yes. Just saw him." And was still in shock. When Katherine had died, no one had expected Adam to return. There'd been no love lost between grandmother and grandson. The bitter old woman was one reason why Adam left. 
 
   She was the other. He’d wanted to make something of himself. For her.
 
   “He’s very handsome now, very distinguished and important looking. Wouldn’t you say?” Her voice was sly.
 
   Consulting her list, or pretending too, Laura shrugged. “I guess. I’m sorry, Amelia. I’ve got to get going or I’m not going to beat the storm home.” Her words fell on deaf ears. Amelia was glancing around, eyes darting from one person to another, searching for the unwary to spread her gossip. 
 
   “Oh, oh, there’s Maggie. Gotta go, Sweetie. You batten down the hatches. Newscasters say we’re going to be hit hard.”
 
   Laura opened her mouth then shook her head. The old gossip was already half way down the aisle! Sighing, she headed toward the counter. 
 
   "Stocking up on candles, I see?" Myra, the owner of the store and Amelia’s biggest rival bagged Laura's purchases.
 
   “Yeah, power is certain to go out and lord knows if the road will hold. We’ve had too much rain."
 
   "Yeah. Blowing up a storm already. Good thing we got in that big order of candles. They’ll be gone by the end of the day. You call if you need help. Matt and I always worry about you being so isolated. You know he has that fancy four-wheeler if your road gets too bad.” 
 
   Myra craned her neck, searching the store, then leaned close. “Saw Amelia talking to you. Nosy old biddy spotted you with Adam and couldn’t move her short, fat body fast enough to get to you. Bit of a surprise to see him back?"
 
   Laura shrugged. "He was Katherine’s only kin. Someone has to take care of selling her home."
 
   “He say how long he’s staying?”
 
   Ignoring the speculative gleam in Myra’s eyes, Laura handed over her debit card and quickly finished up her transaction. “No. I don't expect he'll be here any longer than it takes to put his grandmother's house up for sale.”
 
   “Heard he divorced that heiress," Myra said, her voice and eyes crafty.
 
   Laura shrugged. "Not any business of mine.” She grabbed her bags. “Gotta get going. I want to be home before the rain starts.” She fled before the woman could start in. The biggest drawback to living in the small town where she'd grown up was no one forgot a thing!
 
   Especially when it revolved around the town’s Bad Boy turned Billionaire. 
 
   Fingers clutching the handles of her market bags, she opened the door. The wind nearly tore the door out of her hand and the glass rattled as she stumbled out, off balance. Her hair, pulled from beneath her coat by the wind, was plastered in golden-red strands across her face.
 
   “Come on. I’ll help you to your car.” Strong arms closed around her shoulders to steady her.
 
   And set her nerves on edge. 
 
   A shiver ran through her. “Adam! No need. I’ve got it.” Damn. Fate had it in for her. Another blast of wind hit her from behind, causing her to stumble into him. The wind tousled his hair, making her wish it were her fingers sliding through those silky black strands.
 
   He removed his hands. “That wind’s going to knock you flat on your face.” He reached over and took her bags from her hands. “Where’s your car?” 
 
   The command in both his voice and his actions weren’t lost on Laura. The Adam she’d known had been sweet and gentle—the man before her was used to barking orders and having them obeyed. Feeling the first drops of rain falling, she shrugged. All she wanted was to get away and not prolong the misery of being around this man. 
 
   “Fine. This way.” She led him to her truck and had him set her bags behind the driver’s seat. “Thank you.” For a long moment, neither said a word, then Adam grabbed her shoulders, bent his head, and kissed her hard. Then he strode away.
 
   Stunned, Laura watched as he got into a silver sports car and drove off. She shook her head and resisted the urge to press her fingers to her mouth, which tingled from contact with his. She was definitely holing up until he left town. It had only taken two brief encounters to tell her that her heart still belonged to the town’s bad boy.
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   Adam peeled out of Angels Landing just as the rain splattered the windshield. Why in the hell had he come back? He had a staff of capable men and women. Any one of them could have seen to his grandmother’s affairs. Shit, one call to a realtor would have put her house on sale. Another call to the bank to close her accounts. Everything could have been dealt with by phone or fax.
 
   So why had he come back? Laura’s wind-swept face, the cloud of red-gold curls framing her face, making the blue of her eyes stand out, slid across his mind. 
 
   Laura. His beautiful Laura. The only woman who’d ever believed in him and seen beneath the bad boy persona he’d worn like a security blanket. But she wasn’t his. Not anymore. Not since she’d betrayed him. 
 
   He’d told himself before he came back that she’d probably look old, would have let time and age make her fat. In short, he’d convinced himself that the passage of ten years would have removed all feelings of attraction to the woman he’d once desperately loved. But instead, she was better looking and, if it were possible, just as desirable. 
 
   His hands tightened on the steering wheel. Why hadn’t she waited for him? He’d left to make something of himself and she’d promised to wait. She hadn’t. She’d married his boyhood enemy ten months after he’d left. 
 
   And she’s haunted your life since.
 
   He gunned the engine, zipping along the coastal road. Just his bad fortune to run into her on his first day back. To his left, the ocean churned, waves swelling and crashing onto the beach. He had to admit that he missed living so close to the sea: the sounds of waves and gulls, the salty air and even the overcast gloom of fog. He especially missed the coastal storms which reflected an inner wildness buried deep inside him. Beyond rich, he now called New York home and could have whatever he wanted. Except Laura. 
 
   The town was behind him. Up ahead was the road that led to Laura’s home high on the cliff. He was tempted to take a detour and confront her to find out why she hadn’t waited for him. Hell, she hadn’t even bothered to write him or answer his letters to her.
 
   But he wouldn’t. Past was past. He’d stick to his plan—take care of his grandmother’s affairs then hightail it out of Angels Landing, leaving his past and Laura behind. The rain and wind slammed into his car as he sped toward the next coastal town some twenty miles north. He wasn’t going to stay in Angels Landing any longer than necessary.
 
   As he drove, his thoughts betrayed him by returning to Laura. If he were honest with himself, he’d admit that she was the reason he’d come back. For ten years, he’d carried a piece of her in his heart that had grown into a pool-sized ache. Laura was a ghost that haunted his nights and made every woman he tried to get involved with seem lacking. It wasn’t them. It was him. It was Laura. 
 
   And, since his divorce, thoughts of her intruded day and night and, no matter how hard he worked, how many long days and longer hours, he couldn’t get her out of his mind. He didn’t have many regrets, but Laura was his biggest. He’d never run from a fight, except with her. Her betrayal had sent him running like a dog with its tail between its legs.
 
   So he was using his grandmother’s death as an excuse. By the time he returned to New York, he’d make himself believe that what he felt for Laura was no more than a holdover from his own unhappy childhood.
 
   Now the dreaded first meet was over. He seen her, touched her and, hell, he’d kissed her. Now he’d move on. Trouble was, he’d liked what he’d seen. She’d blossomed into a real beauty. Her eyes were still a soft, sweet blue, and her strawberry blond hair was a bit darker, more golden-red, and just as curly. 
 
   The wind had sent it flying around her head as though it were alive. He’d always loved her hair even though she’d hated the corkscrew curls. To him, her hair lent her a wild, primitive look, and, when she’d piled it on top of her head, she’d looked like one of those old time photos of a Victorian woman. 
 
   He recalled how she’d felt when he’d held her briefly. As a teen, she’d been tall and thin. Now she had curves that he itched to explore. But of all her features, her full lips still drew him. One smile from her as a boy and he’d do anything. The man he’d become longed to see her lips curve into that sweet smile. 
 
   His hands tightened on the wheel as he took a curve a bit too fast. The wheels squealed in protest. Damn. He was definitely attracted to her. He’d checked her out before leaving New York and knew she was divorced. That secretly pleased him. She was too good for the likes of Rutting Randy. He’d also been pleased to learn that she hadn’t had any children—no little Randys and Lauras running around. He shoved aside that feeling of possessiveness. His mind said it shouldn’t matter to him, but in his heart, it did. 
 
   He thought about her profession. A romance writer. He grinned at that. Writing was something they’d had in common during their childhood. As far back as he could remember, they’d written stories together. Laura was always plotting, drawing him into her brainstorming. 
 
   One of their favorite pastimes had been to sit on the beach and people-watch. She watched them while he watched her. Then she’d make up a story about the strangers, giving them that damned happy ending, while he preferred exacting revenge on the good people of Angels Landing by making them into characters, then killing them off one by one. He sighed and shook his head. 
 
   “Put it away,” he ordered himself. He wasn’t here to skip down memory lane. He had his goals, and one of them was getting Laura out of his heart, once and for all.
 
   Rounding a curve, he swore, hit the brakes and fought the car as it skidded off the slick road.
 
   #
 
   Laura decided that the only way to get Adam out of her mind was to plot her new romance novel. She turned on her small voice recorder and started brainstorming. 
 
   “Hero. Tall, dark, brooding.” She rolled her eyes. “Cut! Too cliché.” Too much like Adam.
 
   She tried again. “Blue eyes” Not emerald green. 
 
   “Blond hair.” Not black as a raven’s wing. 
 
   After several more tries, she flipped off the recorder. At the rate she was going, her hero was going to be the opposite of Adam and, in her present frame of mind, that might mean short, squat, and ugly as a toad. 
 
   “Why did you come back Adam?” All her anger, bitterness, and resentment rose to the surface like oil on the road during the first rainstorm. He was so damn handsome. He looked like a million bucks. She laughed without humor. Considering he was beyond rich, that was no surprise. The teen he’d been had morphed into an incredible hunk. She yearned to explore the man he’d become and see what was the same, and know the joy of discovering what was new. The outside of the package was totally scrumptious. She wanted to see if the inside matched. 
 
   “He’s not a damn present to be unwrapped!”
 
   Oh how she wanted that to be the case. Too bad she wouldn’t see him again. She planned to keep her distance. Five miles worth of distance between home and the town. Once home, she’d immerse herself in her new novel. That should do the trick. Whenever she was troubled or upset, she ran to her computer and her fictitious worlds. If that was being cowardly or hiding, so be it.
 
   Conscious of the wind buffeting her truck and the rain that was falling faster and harder, she slowed her speed. Two more curves before she reached her turnoff. Rounding the first curve, she cried out when she saw a silver sports car nose down in the ditch that ended at the base of the cliff. 
 
   Her heart pounded. That had to be Adam’s car. No one else around here had a fancy boy toy like that. She pumped her brakes, slowed then pulled off to the shoulder of the road. Checking traffic, she got out of her car and ran to the silver sports car.
 
   The wind whipped her hair around her face as she peered inside the driver’s window. She swiped the rain away with her hand. “Adam!” He was unconscious. She yanked the door open.
 
   “Adam! Are you alright?” He didn’t answer. He was bleeding from his nose. She saw that he’d hit hard enough to deploy his air bag. He moaned. She pulled her cell phone from the pocket of her jacket. Great. No service. No surprise there. 
 
   She reached across him and unhooked his seat belt. He shifted. He was coming to. She pressed her hands against his firm chest. “No, don’t move. You were knocked out.” 
 
   His eyes were a bit glazed. “Laura? Must be dreaming.”
 
   “No. I’m here. God, are you all right? Did you break anything?” Her hands shook as she felt for injuries. His arms were well defined, the muscles rock hard. His chest bore not an ounce of fat. The fabric of his shirt felt sensuously smooth. He gave no indication of pain. “No broken ribs,” she declared. 
 
   She cleared her throat and ran her hands down his thighs. The jerk of muscles brought heat to her cheeks. She quickly examined his knees and shins then straightened. Damn. The man had been in an accident and she was getting turned on just by touching him and being so close. All she had to do was lean forward just a bit and press her mouth to his. Sick, Laura. Sick. 
 
   He moved his hands, then arms. “I’m fine. Forgot about the damn deer.”
 
   Laura rolled her eyes. “Going too fast is more like it,” she said. “Some things haven’t changed!” He’d always taken the curves too fast. 
 
   Digging into her pocket, she pulled out a travel pack of tissue. “Let me clean you up.” She ignored the rain which was starting to come down hard. “You’re lucky. You barely missed the base of the cliff. That would have crushed that toy you drive and you as well.”
 
   She dabbed at the blood dripping from his nose. “Put your head back.” As she leaned over him, she breathed in his scent and wanted to weep. Why was fate being so cruel? Hadn’t she suffered enough over the years?
 
   After a few minutes, the bleeding stopped and Adam leaned forward and tried to swing his legs out. 
 
   “Adam, wait. Don’t get up yet.”
 
   He ignored her, forcing her to step back. When he stumbled on the uneven ground, she grabbed him. “Don’t you fall!” She wasn’t sure she could get him back up on her own if he passed out. Damn, now what. “There’s no cell coverage here and you need a doctor.” Had he hit his head? Was he concussed? 
 
   She spotted a trail of blood running down the far side of his face. “You’re bleeding. Let me see how bad it is.” The rain had already washed most of it away. Her fingers parted his hair at his temple, finding a shallow cut in his hairline. She breathed a sigh of relief. “Shouldn’t be too bad. You were lucky. Might have a slight concussion.” 
 
   Adam turned, with her still holding his arm. “Need a tow truck.”
 
   “And a doctor!” 
 
   He shook his head then winced. “I’m fine.” He pulled out his cell phone.
 
   “No service,” she said. A crash of thunder made her duck. “Come on. We can’t stay out here.” She steered him to her truck. After getting him inside, she went back to his car and got his belongings at his request. Stowing his gear behind his seat, she drove off. She turned the heater on high. They were both drenched, though she at least was still wearing her coat.
 
   “You’re going the wrong way. Town’s behind us.” Adam leaned his head back against the headrest.
 
   “Not going back. If I don’t get home pretty quick, I’ll be stranded in town.”
 
   “What about my car?”
 
   “Your car will be fine. It’ll have to wait in any case. Bob won’t come out in this for that. Only emergencies.”
 
   She turned off the highway and concentrated on the winding climb to her house which sat on the top of the cliff. Already, water poured across the road. The last two storms had left the ground saturated and puddles were forming. Her tires tossed water to the side as she dipped down into a low spot of the road. Overhead, flashes of light split the dark menacing clouds. The predicted storm had arrived. Sneaking a glance at the silent man in the truck, she admitted that the weather outside was nothing compared to the clashing waves of emotion erupting in her heart.
 
   As soon as she parked in her garage, she hurried over to Adam’s side of the truck. He was already out. She was relieved that all bleeding had stopped. He stood, tall, wet, and bedraggled. In her mind, he was a slice of heaven.
 
   “Should have taken me to town, Laura.” 
 
   His eyes were dark as the storm crashing overhead and ignited long-buried desire inside her. She figured he was right, but what was done, was done. Self-preservation made her bring him home when the same said she should have gone back to town. Either way, she was screwed. “Let’s get inside. You need to get out of those wet clothes.”
 
   Adam cocked a brow. “You going to help me?”
 
   Huffing out a breath, she reached back, grabbed his bags, and shoved them at him. “Behave. It’s a long way to town.” She grabbed her market bags then strode past him, but he snagged her around the waist and yanked her off balance. She fell against him. 
 
   “I’m the town bad boy, or have you forgotten that, Angel?” he said, calling her by his old nickname. He lowered his head and kissed her hard.
 
   Laura stood in shock. The feel of his warm mouth crushed to hers brought tears to her eyes. How long had she waited for this moment? How many dreams had she had where Adam was kissing her? Too many. Too many for her to resist or protest. She dropped her bags and kissed him back, her lips moving with his, parting beneath his. He gathered her close, one hand wrapped around her waist, the other gripping the back of her neck. Thunder shook the garage. Or was that the blood pounding in her ears? Laura’s hands were on his chest then sliding up to his neck and into his wet hair.
 
   His spicy, male scent surrounded her, feeding the desire rising inside her. She felt safe and protected in his strong embrace. He shifted, swinging her back, pressing her back against the wet truck, one leg sliding between hers as his tongue slid into her mouth. He grabbed her wrists and held them over her head, against the truck.
 
   Laura welcomed him. All of him. Her heart raced, and her need for this man built as he explored her mouth. She closed her lips over him and suckled, her tongue touching and dancing and twining with his in a mating ritual old as time.
 
   His free hand slid into her open coat and brushed over one breast.
 
   She sucked in air when she felt her nipple harden. Her hips jerked in response. “Adam.” His thigh pinned her to the car, the long, lean, hard muscles pressed against the throbbing center of her sex. She felt her panties getting damp and yearned to buck her hips against him. Hard.
 
   Slowly, he lifted his head and let her hands go as his hands framed her face. For a long moment, he stared, his eyes dark pools of liquid promise. The sound of both of them struggling for breath seemed louder than the wind howling outside. “Should have taken me back to town, Angel.” He stepped back.
 
   Laura closed her eyes. He was right. What the hell had she been thinking? Bringing Adam here was a huge mistake. She straightened and strode past him. She needed a shower. A cold one. 
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
    
 
   Showered and changed, Adam set to work making coffee. It felt odd to be standing in her kitchen. He stared at the wood table and recalled the many hours after school he’d sat there with Laura doing homework or writing. Growing up, he’d spent more time here than at his own home. Laura’s mother had been good to him, more of a mother than the woman who’d given birth to him then dumped him on his grandmother to raise. Laura’s father? Not so good.
 
   Leaning against the sink, he stared outside the wide window. Windblown rain made everything a blur. Upstairs, Laura was still in the shower. Of all the scenarios he could have imagined, being here, in her home, alone with her, wasn’t one of them. And certainly not the smartest of moves. That kiss in the garage had shaken him. He wanted Laura more now than ever. 
 
   All he had to do was climb those stairs and join her in the shower. She wouldn’t refuse him. He knew she wanted him every bit as much as he wanted her. Unbidden came the memory of her naked, her skin slick and gleaming, his hands full of suds sliding over her small perfect breasts. Closing his eyes, he not only saw her, but he could still feel the shape, the size and see her rosy peaks harden into tiny nubs when his thumbs stroked them. As though it were yesterday, he recalled the last time they’d showered together—the night before he’d turned eighteen. 
 
   He’d soaped every inch of her, then, with his hands on her ass, he’d pulled her up onto his hard cock and they’d fucked beneath the spray of hot water. The next day he’d been gone, taking with him only promises.
 
   Leaning on the counter, staring out into the storm crashing along the coastline, he sucked in a breath. “You’re a fool to have come back,” he murmured. Laura was an itch deep beneath his skin and no matter what he tried, it refused to go away. He turned at the slight sound behind him. She stood in the doorway looking uncertain and wary. As well she should. 
 
   “You didn’t have to make the coffee.”
 
   “I don’t expect you to wait on me,” he said, his gaze roaming over her damp hair. Her curls fell across her shoulder and covered one breast. As long as he’d known her, she’d worn her hair long in order to avoid looking like little orphan Annie, she’d once joked. 
 
   The red strands shone against her plain white blouse tucked into the waistband of a blue printed skirt that hid her legs. She didn’t look much older than the last time he’d seen her. How was he going to resist her? The answer was simple. He wasn’t. He was here. She was here. What better way to get rid of an itch than to scratch the hell out of it?
 
   He set two mugs onto the table but didn’t sit.
 
   “Why did you come back, Adam? You didn’t have too.”
 
   He shrugged. “There’re some things that shouldn’t be delegated. Dealing with my grandmother is something I need to do.” Dealing with Laura once and for all was his only chance to have a future free of her. 
 
   His eyes bore into hers. “I won’t stay. I won’t give you reason to believe that. You had your chance.”
 
   Laura frowned and crossed her arms across her chest. “What are you talking about? You’re the one who left and married that heiress.” 
 
   “Only after you were engaged.” The pain of her betrayal slammed into him, as fresh today as it had been ten years ago. He hooked a wooden chair with his foot and swung it around then sat, leaning his arms against its tall back.
 
   Laura came into the kitchen. “That’s not true. I saw the stories—saw the pictures of you with her. And you never wrote. Never called. You left and never looked back,” she accused, standing a few feet away.
 
   He lifted a brow. “I left to make something of myself. For us. You’re the one who forgot me the moment I left. I called you, gave you my address, but never heard from you again.”
 
   Laura shook her head. “Nice try, but that’s a lie. I wrote to you every week. Even before you had a place to stay, I was writing, saving them for you. I sent them, every single one of them.”
 
   “I don’t believe you,” Adam said. “You didn’t bother to answer the letters I sent.”
 
   “What letters?” Laura’s voice rose. “I never got any from you. No mail and no phone calls. You called one time!”
 
   Adam crossed his arms across his chest and coldly regarded her. “I called twice more but you were out with Randy. You couldn’t bother to return my calls. I got the message, Laura. I was gone and you’d moved on.”
 
   “What’re you talking about? I never went out with Randy.”
 
   “That’s what your father said. Why would he lie to me?” Because he and Randy’s dad were best friends. And they’d wanted their children to marry. Both men had been cops, each determined to blame Adam for everything that happened in town, like the time someone vandalized the school. They knew it had been Randy and his gang but the cops had come after Adam instead. 
 
   Laura looked as though she’d just reached the same conclusion. She paced, her face flushed with anger. “I can’t believe he deliberately lied to you!”
 
   “Oh I can, Angel. I’m surprised he allowed me to set foot in his house.”
 
   Whirling around, her red hair framed her furious glare. “If he’d had his way, you wouldn’t have, but my mother made him leave you alone. At least here, anyway.”
 
   He grinned. “Your mom had one hell of a temper.” Like Laura when she was riled. His grin faded. “So did he steal your letters?”
 
   “No. I took them to the post office—” 
 
   Laura’s look of horror made him frown. “What?”
 
   “The post office.” She dropped down into one of the chairs. “Your grandmother.”
 
   He lifted a brow. Angels Landing was a small town and his grandmother had been the postmaster. Every morning and evening, she’d sort the mail that came into town, and, during the day, she’d manned the counter. He remembered that she’d loved the job—she got to flip through the magazines, read postcards, and see who got mail from whom. Everything now made sense.
 
   “Sweet grandmother, doing her best to ruin my life, even after I left.”
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   Sitting at the table, Laura couldn’t believe what she’d just discovered. Adam looked as shell-shocked as she felt. “I thought you’d forgotten about me,” she said softly. How could her father have betrayed her like that, and why had his grandmother gone to such great lengths to keep them apart? “Why would she take our letters? She never seemed to care that we were friends.”
 
   “She hated me, hated my mother. Knowing her, she did it to keep me from coming back.”
 
   That made sense in a twisted, sick way. Adam had left to make something of himself and in leaving, he’d made it easier for two people who should have wanted their children happy to keep them apart. Her father had wanted her to marry Randy, and his grandmother had never wanted him in Angels Landing. Both, in the end, had gotten what they’d wanted. Neither cared that they’d hurt those they should have loved.
 
   She now wished that Adam had never left. He’d never understood or believed that she could be happy with him the way he was. Or that she’d have gone with him. He’d wanted more, and had needed to prove to the world that he was not a worthless bad boy.
 
   “All this time,” she murmured. All that heartbreak. She stood and went to the French doors. Her heart ached. It didn’t do any good to get angry. Her parents were gone, as was his grandmother. So what now? Where did the truth leave them? 
 
   Adam went to Laura and turned her. “I’m sorry. I should’ve known something was going on.” His fingers slid along her shoulders then tangled in her hair as he played with the silky strands.
 
   Laura placed her hands on his chest but whether it was to encourage him or hold him back, she didn’t know. “Neither of us could have known.” She felt herself drowning in his emotion-filled, dark eyes. She could stand there and watch the way his eyes went from a bright green when he was happy to a dark forest shade when he was assaulted by emotion. As he was now.
 
   “I never forgot you, Laura. Never.”
 
   “I never forgot you, either, Adam.” He felt so good beneath her palms. His warm breath flowed over her and the heat from his body drew her closer.
 
   “You still have long hair.” He slid one hand down to scoop up the strands of hair that had fallen over her shoulder. The back of his fingers brushed against her breast. Her sharp intake of breath made him smile.
 
   “Adam, this is a mistake.”
 
   His head dipped down. “Yeah. Was always good at making them. Why stop now?” He pulled her close, his words whispering in her ear as his lips trailed down her neck.
 
   “I want you, Laura. You want me. Simple.” His hand cupped the nape of her neck, his fingers trailing slowly across her sensitive skin,
 
   Laura was breathing hard. “Not simple. Never simple with you, Adam.”
 
   “True. Never did take the easy way out, and this time is no different.”
 
   “We can’t do this.” Desperate need leaked into her voice as she tipped her head to the side. She didn’t want to remain sane and sensible. She wanted to throw herself into Adam’s arms and, more than anything, she wanted him to hold her and love her. And stay. And that wasn’t going to happen.
 
   He brushed the strands of hair back from her face, letting the silky softness flow down her back like a golden waterfall hit by the setting sun. His hands slid down her arms, then around her waist, coming to rest on the small of her back. His fingers skimmed up and down her spine. “We can. We will.” He nibbled on the lobe of her ear.
 
   Laura shivered. “Promise.” God, she needed him. Her body ached with need so long denied.
 
   Adam’s hold tightened. One hand went to the curve of her buttocks and pulled her hard against him. “More than a promise. It’s a done deal.” Slowly, his gaze roamed her face, landing on her parted lips.
 
   “Tell me you want me to kiss you.” He lowered his head, his lips hovering over hers.
 
   “Adam.”
 
   “Tell me!” He brushed his mouth against hers and when she opened her mouth to speak, he plundered inside. This time, he didn’t coax or tease. He demanded.
 
   Laura cried out and gave in, her hands pulling his head closer, keeping him from drawing back. God, she needed this man, wanted this man, no matter what the consequences. No one made her feel the way he could. No one ever would, which was why, after her disastrous marriage, she hadn’t even tried to date, preferring to create her romance and happy endings on paper.
 
   She tried to kiss him back but he refused to relinquish control. One hand remained in the small of her back. The other slipped up between their bodies and found her breast. His palm cupped her, his fingers finding her nipple. 
 
   “God, Adam,” she moaned, the onslaught of emotion and need nearly too much.
 
   He lifted his head. “You are mine. Say it.”
 
   Only his. Had been only his since he’d taken her virginity on her sixteenth birthday. His eyes smoldered with desire. “I’m yours,” she groaned, wrapping her arms around his neck.
 
   “I’m going to make love to you, Laura.” He swept her up into his arms, shoving open the French doors that lead out into the solarium. His mouth moved over hers, claiming her greedily.
 
   Laura kissed him, pleased that he’d remembered that this room was her favorite room with its greenery, wicker furniture, and a canopied daybed that hung from the ceiling. Of all that she owned, this was her prize— and he’d helped her make it, from a picture she’d seen on the Internet. The solarium, on a warm summer afternoon, was one of her most romantic and favorite places to hang, write, and daydream.
 
   It seemed right that they make love here, where they’d made love the first time. Full circle, she thought. The rain pattered on the roof and the wind battered the glass storm windows. A storm outside and one ready to burst into being inside. She wanted Adam now.
 
   He allowed her to slide down out of his arms but kept her flush against him as he continued to kiss her. His hands trailed down her back. “I love your ass,” he said as he cupped her and brought her hard against him.
 
   Laura slipped her hand between them, her fingers tracing the zipper of his black jeans. “I want you, Adam.”
 
   He pushed her hand away and lifted his head, his eyes reflecting the storm outside. “We’re going to go slow, real slow. I want to savor every minute.”
 
   Licking her lips, she leaned into him. “Slow later. You now,” she moaned as she tried to pull his mouth back to hers.
 
   Adam shook his head. “Not a chance, Angel. I’ve waited a long time for this.” He leaned back and flipped a button on her blouse open. Then another. He was watching her.
 
   “I’ve dreamed about this so many times.” He pulled her blouse apart then slid it down her arms. Instead of letting it fall to the floor, he reached behind her, pulling her arms back, and tied the sleeves.
 
   “Adam?” 
 
   He pulled her close, close enough that she felt his erection. 
 
   His head lowered to the side of her neck. “This is for you.” He licked her just beneath her ear.
 
   She shivered as he licked his way down to the hollow of neck and shoulder. He nipped her gently. She groaned. “It’s for both of us.” She wanted to bury her fingers in his hair and pull, something that always made him come when he was close.
 
   “I’m going to make you beg.” He lifted his head, his eyes intense, his voice deep and smooth as molasses. “You want to beg, don’t you, Angel.” He bent her back, his lips and tongue meandering down over one collarbone.
 
   Laura gasped when his teeth scraped over her skin. Her chest heaved as she arched her back, inviting him to explore further. “I’m ready for you, Adam.” And she was. She was wet and the ache between her legs grew to a desperate need. When he slid one thigh between her legs, she nearly wept.
 
   He lifted his head, his heated gaze smoldering with desire as he unhooked her bra and slid it down where it lay trapped with her blouse. His hands rose to cup her breasts. “Beautiful. Fuller but not too big.” His fingers and thumb rolled her nipples.
 
   “Adam!” A flash of lighting lit the room. He lowered his head, taking one rosy tip into his mouth then the other. Her hips jerked as he suckled hard then tormented her with teeth and tongue. She twisted, wanting to free her hands, needing to see and touch him.
 
   “Be good and I’ll let you ride me.” His hands dug into her ass and brought her hard against his thigh. 
 
   She tried to rub herself on him but his hands held her, not letting her move. “Do you want me to make you come?”
 
   “Yes!”
 
   “You can’t move until I say. Agreed?”
 
   Laura nodded. She’d agree to anything to ease the ache between her legs and the one in her heart. He knelt in front of her and slowly pulled her skirt down. She held her breath when he leaned forward and inhaled her scent. Then his tongue flicked out. He licked her through her panties.
 
   Gasping, Laura fought the urge to push herself harder against his mouth. “Adam!” His fingers dug into her ass then yanked her panties down. At his urging, she stepped out of them. Another flash split the sky above her head. “Take off your clothes,” she asked. She wanted to see his man’s body.
 
   He shook his head. “Not yet. This is for you. Open for me, Angel.” His hands pushed her legs apart, his fingers gliding slowly up her inner thighs. One hand found her ass, the other cupped her from beneath, the heel of his palm pressed against her throbbing center.
 
   “Please, Adam.” She stared down into his face. The air swirling between her legs made her even more sensitive. Her knees shook with the force of her need.
 
   “You won’t come until I say?”
 
   She stared down at her dark angel, praying that this wasn’t a dream, that he was really there, promising pleasure that she hadn’t known since the day he’d left. “I won’t! I promise.”
 
   His eyes went dark, his lips curved. “Careful what you promise, Angel.” His fingers spread her open. He closed his eyes then ran his tongue up through her slit. He paused. “Where do you want me to touch you?”
 
   “You know where!”
 
   “Say it.” He blew warm air across her aching, swollen bud.
 
   “My clit. God, touch my clit.” The words felt both strange yet exhilarating. And were a total turn-on. “Lick my clit,” she cried out when he continued to tease her with his breath. 
 
   He complied, dragging his tongue over her. Her hips jerked and she moaned when his finger teased her opening then slid inside her wet pussy. At the same time, he drew her clit into his mouth. Laura tried to hold back her cry. “I want to come.”
 
   “Not yet. Are you going to scream for me?” His tongue flicked her hard nub over and over.
 
   “Yes! Anything!” Her hips jerked as he finger-fucked her, hard, then slow, twisting his finger, adding another. She was close, so close.
 
   “Show me you like this,” he demanded.
 
   The low vibrating timbre of his voice slid through her. Her hips circled and bucked. One hand steadied her from behind, his fingers digging into ass, the other held her open, allowing his tongue to dip inside her then slide up to her swollen clit. 
 
   Suddenly, he yanked her blouse down, freeing her hands. “Hold on.”
 
   Laura didn’t need to be told twice. She dug her fingers into his hair as his fingers thrust in and out, hard and fast while his mouth worked her clit. “Adam!” she gasped for breath, her hips jerking higher and higher as her need ramped her close.
 
   “Now,” he ordered. “Scream for me, Angel. Scream for me like you used to.”
 
   Laura screamed, her voice drowned out by a rolling clash of thunder. Her body shook with the force of her orgasm. Between her legs, Adam coaxed her on and on until she finally slid down. 
 
   Weeping, she let Adam lift her and carry her to the bed. The white fabric hid the storm outside, but inside, she knew that their storm of passion was only beginning. She sat on the edge, swaying gently in front of him. In quick work, he tore off his tee shirt and toed off his shoes and socks. When his hand went to his waistband, she stopped him. 
 
   “Let me. I want to undress you.” And more. Much, much more. She reached out and unsnapped the waist of his jeans then slid the zipper down inch by slow inch, her fingers brushing against his bulging cock. He stepped out of his pants and waited.
 
   Smiling shyly, Laura deliberately delayed her own pleasure by stroking him through his black, silky boxers. She reached inside the flap and found him hard and hot. She pulled him out, leaned forward, and licked his swollen head, tasting the salt of his precum. Her tongue circled him in a slow spiral as she drew him inside her mouth.
 
   His groan, and the quick jerk of his hips, pleased her. Her hands trailed up his thighs, beneath the edge of his shorts and around to his ass. His cheeks clenched and unclenched as she fucked his cock, sucking him in and slowly pulling away to tease the tender area beneath the head.
 
   His hands dug into her hair and he pulled her onto him, his breathing growing harsh until he cried out. “Enough! When I come it’s going to be inside your sweet, hot pussy.” He pulled away, shed his shorts, and then shoved her back onto the daybed.
 
   Laura held out her arms, welcoming his weight over her and his mouth to hers. She kissed him, her hands roaming down his smooth back, following his spine down to his firm, muscled ass. She remembered that his lower spine was one of his pleasure spots and ran two fingers up and down. He shivered, his fingers tightening in her hair.
 
   Lifting his head, he stared down at her. Neither said anything, as though each were afraid of ruining the moment. Laura simply opened her thighs wide. With their gazes locked, he slid into her, reuniting them after ten years and lots of heartbreak. “I’m going to watch you come,” he said, stroking in and out.
 
   Gasping, Laura nodded. Adam shifted onto his knees. He shoved her legs back, lifting her hips. He thrust, alternating between fast and slow, soft and hard. “Touch your clit, Laura. Let me watch you.”
 
   There were two things Laura loved—his talking dirty to her, and how he’d always loved to watch her come. The heat in Adam’s eyes, his desire to be sure she was taken care of, hadn’t changed.
 
   She touched her swollen bud, her finger lightly stroking in time to Adam’s thrusts. When he increased his tempo, she circled faster. He slowed, she slowed. 
 
   Adam reached down and kneaded her breasts, then bent over her to kiss first one pink tip then the other. She cried out, her hips coming off the bed as each hard thrust sent her surging higher.
 
   “That’s it, Angel. Fly for me, Baby. Let go.” He pulled her harder against him, his groin slapping hard against hers.
 
   Laura felt her clit swell, felt it stretch high, the tip straining against her finger. She took a deep breath and her entire body went rigid. Her pussy tightened around his thrusting cock as spasm after spasm took hold. “Oh god, Adam.” 
 
   He wrapped her legs around his waist and leaned over her to swallow her scream. He kissed her, waited until the last tremor subsided, then lifted his head. “Beautiful,” he murmured. “My Angel. My sweet Angel. Again. With me.”
 
   Laura laughed weakly. “I don’t know if I can.” She slid her fingers in his hair.
 
   “Is that a challenge?” He slid almost all the way out then eased back in, pushing until his hilt ground against her clit.
 
   She gasped and tightened her legs, holding him to her. He filled her completely, her body throbbing around him. He tore another gasp from her when he circled his hips. “I want to watch you,” she panted.
 
   He kissed her long and deep. “We’ll watch each other,” he breathed against her lips. He shifted onto his forearms, his hands bunched in her hair on either side of her face. 
 
   Laura let her tongue dance with his while he slid in and out of her so slowly, she marveled at his control. The haze of passion drowned out all sound. There was only her and this man from her past. The man who’d left with her heart.
 
   “You feel so good, Laura. So hot, tight, and slick.” He increased his pace, his gaze holding hers. “With me, this time.”
 
   It wasn’t a request. It was a demand, and one she was only too happy to obey. Her hands trailed down his back and clutched his ass cheeks, her fingers digging in, rocking him harder. Her nail brushed his tight hole and he drew in a sharp breath and started pounded into her, hard, fast, and deep.
 
   She felt the desperate need taking over, felt it in him. Her eyes held his and she knew from the way his fingers had tightened in her hair that he was close. She climbed with him, her breathing labored, her hips rocking against his.
 
   He arched his back. She felt his shudders as he fought for control. His eyes were glazed.
 
   “Laura!”
 
   “Yes, Adam. Yes!” 
 
   He gave two final thrusts and took her with him. Her scream mingled with his hoarse shout.
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   Adam woke an hour later. The wind was howling, rattling the windows. The room had grown dark. He carefully slid off the daybed. Staring down at Laura he had the feeling that he’d made the biggest mistake in his life—no, the second biggest. The first had been leaving Laura behind.
 
   He’d thought that if he slept with her, it’d get her out of his system, but instead of calming his itch, he had a feeling he’d turned it into a raging infection. It didn’t matter that he’d just had her. He wanted her again. And again. In that moment, he knew he’d never get enough of her.
 
   Standing at the window, uncaring of his nakedness, he watched trees and shrubs bow like beaten subjects to their master. He felt just as beaten, for he knew inside him raged a hurricane named Laura.
 
   “Adam?”
 
   He turned. She was sitting up, the daybed swaying gently. She was completely unconscious of her naked breasts or the fact that she looked like a sweet, innocent angel. He longed to return to her and hold her and spend the entire night with her in his arms. He’d never had that. And he didn’t dare take it now.
 
   She climbed off the bed and joined him. “What’s wrong?”
 
   “What’s wrong?” His brows shot up. “What’s right? Certainly not this.” He shoved his hands through his hair. “This was a mistake. I’m sorry, Laura. I’m so sorry.”
 
   Laura touched his arm then drew back when he jerked away. “I’m not sorry, Adam. I have no regrets.” 
 
   Her blue eyes were wary as she watched him. He strode away, and paced. “I can’t do this. It’s not fair to you.” Or to himself. It just made leaving that much harder.
 
   She tipped her head to one side. “I think I can decide what’s fair for me.” Laura went to Adam and put her hand on his shoulder. 
 
   He wanted nothing more than to turn and gather her close. Because he wanted it bad enough to risk everything he’d worked for, he grabbed her arm and yanked her close. “You don’t get it. None of this matters. This is all there is. A bit of passion in a storm. Your life is here. Mine is in New York. I won’t come back once I’m done here. Ever.” He saw the flash of hurt in her eyes.
 
   “I know,” she said sadly.
 
   “And I can’t see you leaving to follow me to New York.” He saw the truth of that in her eyes. “That makes this stupid and pointless. A mistake.” And him a fool for giving in to his own need for this woman. He grabbed his pants and pulled them on.
 
   Her eyes flashed with blue fire. “You ass! What makes you think I wanted more than what we had? Give me some credit here. I knew you wouldn’t stay. It was my choice to sleep with you.” She held her blouse against her breasts. “I have no regrets, Adam.”
 
   “Then you’re a misguided fool, but I sure as hell have regrets. Lots of them, and the last thing I need is to feel guilty.” Guilt was already eating him as he strode back into the house.
 
   “I never pegged you for a coward, Adam,” she called after him.
 
   Adam stormed into the house. He whirled around and pointed a finger at her. “Dammit! I’m trying to keep you from getting hurt!” He picked up his bags.
 
   “That’s my problem, not yours.” She narrowed her eyes at him. “Where do you think you’re going?”
 
   “Back to town. I should never have come here. I’ll have someone bring your truck back to you.”
 
   “You want to leave, fine. I’ll take you.”
 
   “There’s no point in going back out in this.
 
   “You wrecked one car today. You’re not driving my truck.” She grabbed her keys and slammed out into the garage.
 
   Filled with regret, Adam followed. This was best. If he stayed, he’d make love to her over and over to make up for the past and have something to take with him when he left. He’d meant what he’d said. He would never come back. 
 
   Laura backed out of the garage, the wheels spinning in the mud as she turned.
 
   “Laura—”
 
   “Don’t bother, Adam. You said enough.” The truck slid on the road. She was nearly to the bottom of the hill, rounding the last bend when she hit the brakes and swore.
 
   “Damn. The road’s washed out.” She put the car in park, set the brake, and turned off the ignition. Getting out, she ran forward. The torrent of rain soaked her in seconds.
 
   He followed and his shirt was plastered to his chest. He stood beside her, watching a small stream gurgling into the hole where the road used to be. A slide of mud and rock covered part of the highway.
 
   “Sorry, Adam. You’re not going anywhere.”
 
   “I’ll walk.”
 
   “Don’t be stupid.” She glared at him. “The house is big enough.”
 
   He grabbed her by the shoulders, his fingers gentle even though his emotions roared through his body like an avalanche, taking him down into a deep, dark pit. He felt raw. And lost. “You don’t get it do you? If I stay, I’ll make love to you over and over.” I won’t be able to deny myself. I’ll use you.
 
   “I’m perfectly able to refuse you, Adam. If that’s your objection, consider yourself safe.” She slapped his arms away.
 
   Hands on his hips, Adam stepped closer. “Angel, if I wanted to take you, you couldn’t stop me.”
 
   “Well, you don’t have much choice about staying. You’re stuck here.”
 
   With me. The unspoken words spurred him into action.
 
   He went to the truck. “I’ll walk.” He yanked the door open.
 
   “Don’t be stubborn. It’s not safe to walk along the highway in this weather.” She moved in front of him. 
 
   His gaze dropped to her breasts. Her blouse was soaked and she might as well have been naked. Every womanly curve of her breast and her upturned nipples jutted out, as though taunting him.
 
   “Safer than staying here,” he said, tearing his eyes from her.
 
   “Adam. Don’t go. I’ll stay out of your way.”
 
   Her hair hung in a shiny red sheet and her clear blue eyes, her lashes wet with rain or tears, begged him to stay. He wanted to stay. Wanted her no matter the heartbreak he’d suffer after he returned to New York.
 
   “You want me to stay? Why?”
 
   “I’ve missed you. Give me this. Give us both this. Our families kept us apart. We deserve this. Don’t go. I’ll stay away from you. Just don’t go.
 
   Thinking of what her father and his grandmother had done made him want to shout and rage against the injustice. Inside, his emotions rivaled the storm buffeting them.
 
   He slammed the door closed and pulled Laura to him. “I’ll stay, but we play by my rules.”
 
   She stared up at him, waiting.
 
   “If this storm lasts three days, then we’re going to fuck for three days. If I’m here a week, we fuck for a week. As long as I’m here, you’re mine, so do yourself a favor Laura. Get in that damn truck and leave me.” Silently he begged her not to send him away. He wanted what fate had denied them.
 
   He wanted candles and romance, and wished he could woo her, but his ache was too great. He needed. Plain and simple.
 
   Laura reached up and drew her fingers across his cheeks, then held his face between her palms. “No. I won’t leave you. For as long as I’m yours, you’re mine.”
 
   Her determination ignited something primitive inside him. Maybe it was the wildness of the storm, or perhaps raw emotion was responsible, but he wanted her with a desperation that scared the hell out of him.
 
   “We start now. Out here. I’m going to take you and fuck you against your truck. It won’t be slow and gentle. I’m going to give mother-fucking-nature a run for her money and fuck you hard and fast. Then we’ll return to your home and I’ll fuck you again and again.”
 
   Her eyes were wide, but whether with fear or shock, he couldn’t tell. He stepped back, the storm overhead nothing compared to the storm of emotion clashing like lightening in his eyes. 
 
   “Your move.”
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   We start now. Out here. I’m going to fuck you against your truck. It won’t be slow and gentle. I’m going to give mother-fucking-nature a run for her money and fuck you hard and fast. Then we’ll return to your house and I’ll fuck you again and again.
 
   Laura swallowed hard as Adam’s words echoed in her head. The weather stormed around them, pouring water over them. High in the trees, the wind howled and thunder and lightning in the distance warned that being outside was not the smartest place to be, but she couldn’t move, couldn’t tear her eyes from Adam’s. 
 
   Mother Nature’s show of power was nothing compared to what she saw in his eyes. She had no doubt he spoke the truth. If he stayed, she was his. Completely and utterly. That knowledge sent an intense wave of longing through her. But also a thin thread of fear.
 
   The boy she’d known had always been gentle, sweet and tender. The man before her with stormy eyes promised the opposite. Hard and fast. Out here, a storm of their own to ride out.
 
   Your move, he’d said. 
 
   Tears ran down her cheeks and she was grateful that the rain washed them away. Laura took one small step forward. “Stay.” She uttered the single word.
 
   Adam pulled Laura hard against him, his mouth slamming down onto hers in a kiss that rivaled the storm. He plunged his tongue past her lips. He demanded nothing. He simply took. And Laura not only let him, she gave everything to the man who made her heart pound.
 
   She held on, let him take complete control. Against her, he vibrated with need, and something more, something deep inside that clawed and fought for release. His hands were everywhere, claiming her, letting her know he was in control. He finally lifted his head. His lips were full and red from kissing her. He stepped back a pace, reached out, and tore her blouse open, revealing her breasts as she hadn’t taken the time to put her bra back on.
 
   She expected him to play with her breasts, as he’d always loved to just fondle and touch them, but instead he pulled her to the back of the truck and let the tailgate down. He held her, her back flush against his chest. “You’d better hang on, Angel.” He nipped her ear lobe hard then whipped her skirt down.
 
   She cried out, not in pain but with need. His hands on her breasts were rough and his teeth were nipping and scraping down her neck.  Earlier in their loving, Adam had been gentle and considerate, making sure she was pleasured first. This time, she knew he wouldn’t. The depth of his emotions didn’t scare her. It shocked her to discover it matched her own, and the backdrop of the storm fueled the emotional storm inside Adam, which ignited her own. 
 
   He’d been about to leave, afraid of staying, and she understood the powerful emotions driving the man behind her. They both stood to lose a lot. It’s worth it, she thought. Whatever happened, there were no regrets. He bent her over. She held onto the tailgate, sucking in her breath as his hands rubbed her ass and slid up and down the valley between each cheek. She waited for him to plunge into her.
 
   “I’m going to spank your ass, Angel.”
 
   “Adam!” Her eyes flew open. That was new!
 
   “I warned you. Hard and fast.” His palm came down hard. The sound echoed.
 
   She cried out, more in shock than pain. The water acted like an insulator.
 
   “Tell me to go, Angel. Tell me to stop and I’ll stop.”
 
   He’d stop and he’d leave. She shook her head. “No. You’re staying.” In the distance, she heard the roar of the ocean. Or was it blood pounding in her ears? A second slap followed. This time his finger plunged deep inside her.
 
   She cried out as her need grew. Over and over, Adam alternated between spanking first one cheek then the other and thrusting his fingers inside her. Laura was shocked at her body’s reaction. Her clit ached and she tightened the muscles of her pussy around his fingers.
 
   The pain of being spanked combined with his fingers inside her left her incredibly aroused. She wanted this man so much. The gentle lover or the rough, primitive man, it didn’t matter. She wanted Adam any way she could have him. 
 
   His hands rubbed and squeezed each abused cheek. She heard the sound of his zipper then he was pulling her back, spreading her legs. “Hard and fast. Tell me you want my cock in you.”
 
   “Yes! God yes. I want your cock. Hard and fast.”
 
   He cried out and slammed into her. A flash of light followed by a clap of thunder shook the ground. Laura’s cry was swallowed by the storm. She held on, arched her back, giving Adam full access.
 
   She gasped as he fucked her as hard and fast as he’d promised. His hands gripped her hips, dragging her back, holding her, then moving her in the frantic rhythm he’d set. Moaning, Laura let her own need build and climb. He knew just the angle to use to ramp up her own body, which was already hypersensitive from each of her previous orgasms.
 
   She lifted her head, her mouth open as she panted. She was going to come. She wanted to wait but knew this time, she couldn’t. “Adam!” she screamed. If it were possible, his speed increased. The slap of his body meeting hers echoed then blended with branches whipping above their heads.
 
   Her orgasm burst from her. She screamed. Before her voice died away, Adam took up the savage call. He gripped her hips hard and gave one final thrust that buried him in her pussy. 
 
   She felt him spew his seed, felt her own body quivering and pulsing around his hard cock, taking all of him, holding him. She lowered her head to her arms and fought the urge to weep. She’d never known anything so wild and wonderful. Not only were they in tune to each other, but to Mother Nature. She figured Adam had it right. They’d given the wise mother a run for her money.
 
   “God, Laura.” Adam, still inside her, leaned over her. He kissed the back of her neck then pulled out and turned her in his arms. He kissed her, raining kisses over her face before claiming her lips in a tender kiss.
 
   Laura held him. He was trembling, shaking. So was she. “That was incredible,” she cried, letting the tears flow.
 
   “I was rough.” Pain laced his words.
 
   She pulled back. “You were wonderful. I can’t believe we did this out here in the rain.” Another crash of thunder made them both duck.
 
   “No regrets?” His thumbs brushed across her cheeks.
 
   She shook her head. “None.”
 
   Adam held her gaze. “I meant what I said. If I go back with you, you’re mine while I’m here.”
 
   Laura smiled. “And you’re mine.”
 
   “I won’t stay once my business in Angels Landing is finished. Don’t expect that of me.”
 
   Brushing the hair back from his face, Laura nodded. “I want you for as long as you’ll have me.” 
 
   Adam scooped her up into his arms. “Then let’s go home.”
 
   “Adam, the truck! You can’t carry me all the way back up the hill.”
 
   “The truck is fine. I’m not letting you go.”
 
   Resting her head on his shoulder, Laura wanted to giggle. It was a good thing she lived on a cliff. She was naked and he was fully dressed with his cock hanging out of his jeans.
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   After another shower, this time together, Adam sat on the couch in the family room, in front of a roaring fire. His laptop was on and he was supposed to be checking his email. Instead, he was watching Laura. She sat in an overstuffed chair across from him with her feet up on the coffee table. She wore a thick robe in a soft, warm fleece and was writing.
 
   A fire burned in the fireplace, warming the room and filling it with soft crackles and a woodsy scent, one he’d forgotten as his apartment only had a gas fireplace. Outside, the storm raged. 
 
   “So when’s the book due,” he asked.
 
   She glanced up. “Just starting it. I’ve got six months.”
 
   Adam asked questions about her plot and characters, falling into an old, achingly familiar pattern from their childhood. As much as he listened, enjoying her enthusiasm and the love she felt for her work, he also watched her. Hungrily. 
 
   It didn’t matter that they’d made love in the solarium, out in the storm or in the shower. He wanted her again. And again. He felt like a randy young teen with one thing on his mind—seeing her naked, touching her soft curves, hearing the sounds of pleasure from her lips and breathing in her aroused scent. In short, he wanted Laura.
 
   “Adam! Are you listening?”
 
   He grinned sheepishly. “Can I help it if I want you again?” He stretched out his legs, putting his feet on the table beside hers. Instead of putting on another pair of jeans or slacks, he wore her father’s thick robe, something she’d kept as it gave her comfort. Though, at the moment, he knew she was hurt by her father’s role in keeping them apart.
 
   She rolled her eyes. “I asked if you still wrote.”
 
   He shrugged. “I stay pretty busy with my businesses.” There were some parts of him that he wanted to keep to himself, to protect, because he had the feeling that when he left this time, he’d need something that had no ties to her.
 
   “What do you do?” She made a face. “Besides making tons of money!”
 
   Closing his laptop, he set it onto the coffee table in front of him then patted the seat beside him. “You’re awfully far away.”
 
   Laura grinned. “I know that ploy, Adam.” But she closed her laptop and set it next to his.
 
   She joined him, grabbing a soft throw on her way over. He held out his arm and drew her close. She pulled the blanket over them. “Okay, talk,” she ordered, sliding against him, fitting as perfectly now as she had ten years ago. 
 
   Shit, he was going to pay for this. He should have left. Hell, he should never have come to her house after the accident, or, for that matter, to Angels Landing to deal with his grandmother’s house and affairs.
 
   He’d left his heart behind once. This time he feared he was going to lose his soul. But he was here and if he left a broken, hollow of a man, then at least he’d enjoy every god-dammed minute of it. “You sure you want to know?”
 
   “I want to know what you’ve done since you left. You know what I’ve done.” She slid down, her head pillowed in his lap. Her soft gaze held his.
 
   “I worked odd jobs when I first got to New York. Then I got a job at an ad agency. In the mailroom. I worked my way up in a matter of months. I was determined to learn everything there was to learn. I even managed to come up with a few slogans and jingles. All that creative writing paid off. It didn’t take long before those in charge noticed. I got promoted and was given a few low-key accounts.
 
   “That’s where I met Tess, my ex. She noticed me at the Christmas party. Not long after, I met her father, the CEO.” He paused, remembering how he’d ignored her advances because he was in love with Laura.
 
   “Her old man liked what he saw in me, or maybe it was because Tess liked me, I don’t know, but I was suddenly on the fast track to being an executive.” His gaze was sad when he met hers. “I wasn’t interested in her. She was nice enough but she wasn’t you. Two months after that Christmas Party, I called you a third time. I’d told myself I wasn’t going to call but I was desperate.” He took a deep breath. “That’s when your father told me you were engaged and that I shouldn’t call again.”
 
   He ignored her soft cry. “I took him at his word, and I rebounded with Tess.”
 
   “Adam, I didn’t get engaged to Randy until May. You’d been gone nearly a year at that point and I gave in. Gave up.”
 
   The hurt and betrayal in her eyes made him sigh. “Fate played with us, Angel.”
 
   “I’m so angry, yet being mad at someone who isn’t here, who thought they were doing what was best, is useless and a waste of energy.” She reached up and cupped his face with one hand. “The same goes for you and your grandmother.”
 
   “Your father probably thought he was doing what was right. Hell, if I had a daughter, maybe I’d do the same. But what my grandmother did was illegal. She did it out of spite.” That made him furious.
 
   Laura sighed. “Maybe fate just had other plans for us.” She tried to smile. “You’re here now. Whatever happens, I don’t have any regrets.” She stifled a yawn.
 
   “No regrets,” he repeated. And he wouldn’t allow himself to have any. Walking through hell would be worth this time with Laura. Watching her eyes fluttering closed, he grinned. A nap sounded good. He had plans for them. Lots of plans. His own yawn broke free. Later. Much later. He slid down, pulled her tight against him as he stretched out on the couch, and pulled the blanket over them. With the fire crackling and dancing in front of them, they slept.
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   Laura woke to the heavenly scent of frying bacon. Her stomach rumbled, reminding her that she’d not eaten since morning. It took a moment to get her bearings. She was warm and cozy on the couch. And alone. In front of her, flames in the fireplace licked and danced greedily over a new log. 
 
   She sat, turned her head, and saw Adam in the kitchen, standing over the stove. She smiled. Her mother had made sure he learned to cook when he was at their house. If he came home with her, he had chores, just as she did. She sighed. Her mother had adopted him as her son, and been more of a mother than his mother or grandmother ever were.
 
   She rested her chin on the back of the couch. Damn, he looked good. He looked as though he belonged. An ache started in her chest. She squashed it. It didn’t matter that he belonged here, with her. She knew it, felt it. If he refused to see the truth, there was little she could do. She would not use guilt or any other means of coercion to hold him to her. It had to be his choice.
 
   As though he felt her gaze on him, he turned his head. “Hungry?”
 
   “Starved.” His robe parted and her gaze lowered, feasting on him.
 
   “Keep staring at me like that and the bacon will be burned to a crisp.”
 
   Laura chuckled and got off the couch. She joined him in the kitchen. When he held out his arms, she went, sliding her arms inside his robe and lifting her face to his. He kissed her slow and long. She sighed. How could she want him again so soon? Because you’re making up for lost time, and storing memories for the future.
 
   His arms wrapped around her, holding her close, his hands on her ass, pulling her against his growing erection. She wiggled her hips. “Someone made a promise out in the rain, something about fucking me over and over.”
 
   His groan echoed against her chest and he lifted his head. “Greedy, aren’t we?”
 
   Yes. She wanted as much as he’d give her before he drove out of Angels Landing for the last time. “Well, if you’re not up to it—”
 
   She giggled when he turned off the stove, picked her up, and set her on the table, pushing her down onto her back. “Oh I’m up to it, Angel.” He parted her robe, unwrapping her as though she were a precious gift. His hands splayed across her belly as they traveled up to her breasts. He leaned over her, his mouth closing over one rosy tip. He suckled, playing with her with the tip of his tongue until her nipple was tight and hard.
 
   Her moans filled the kitchen. Her hands were in his hair, holding his head to her breasts. She shifted her legs, opening herself as he leaned forward to reclaim her mouth. His kiss turned hard and demanding. By the time he lifted his head, they were each breathing hard.
 
   “Put your feet on the table, Laura.” Adam’s voice deepened.
 
   His voice made her shiver. God, she loved that husky baritone. Laura did as he asked.
 
   “Keep them there.” His hands slid beneath her ass and he lifted her weeping pussy high. 
 
   Laura had never made love on the kitchen table and found it incredibly arousing, and a whole lot of naughty. She drew in a deep breath when his head lowered.
 
   “How many times do you want to come before I fuck you with my cock?” 
 
   Blinking, Laura felt his warm breath on her. She was wet and ready. “Adam!” God, she wanted his cock now.
 
   “How many times?” He glanced at her, his green eyes so dark they looked black. His thumbs rubbed over her opening, spreading her wetness.
 
   She moaned. “Once. I want you inside me. I want you to fuck me.”
 
   He shook his head. “No, that won’t do.” He dipped his head and slid his tongue up between her moist slit, stopping just shy of her clit. “Try again.”
 
   Her clit was already throbbing and eager for his tongue
 
   “Two times!” Her palms were flat on the table. She raised her hips even more, begging him to make her come. 
 
   Once again, his tongue licked her, this time, circling around her pussy but not entering. “Adam!” She closed her eyes. Her body ached. She needed him, wanted him to take her as hard and fast as before.
 
   “Not good enough, Angel.” He set her down and leaned over her, his hands framing her face while she nearly wept with need. “Look at me.”
 
   Laura obeyed.
 
   “Do you know what a Dom is?”
 
   Her eyes widened. “Yes.” She’d done research for one of her more spicy, erotic romance stories. 
 
   “We’re going to do a bit of role playing. I’m going to be your Dom and it’s my task to see that my sub is very satisfied. Agreed?”
 
   “Are you really a Dom?” It wouldn’t surprise her to learn that Adam might be a Dom, and if agreeing to play the role of his sub meant he’d give her pleasure beyond what anyone else had ever given her, and then she’d play. 
 
   “Not totally. One of my past women, after Tess, was into it. I did my research.” He shrugged. “Wouldn’t want the role full time, but being responsible for your pleasure does up the stakes a bit. Might make things interesting.”
 
   Anticipation hummed through Laura. “Yes, Sir. Please be my Dom.”
 
   He grinned. “Then, here’s my rule. You’re going to come not once. Not twice. Not even three times before you earn my cock. You’re going to come five times.  The sixth time you come I’ll be inside you.”
 
   Her jaw dropped. “Six? As in right now, I have to come six times?” Was that even possible?
 
   He shook his head. “I figure that should take us the rest of the evening and through the night. I did promise to fuck you over and over.”
 
   God, she was getting wetter and hornier just thinking about coming six times before he fucked her. “You’re a glutton for punishment,” she whispered. 
 
   “That’s not all you have to let me do.”
 
   Oh my god. Don’t let him be into pain or bondage! She licked her lips. “I’m afraid to ask,” she said.
 
   He lowered his mouth to hers, barely touching. “I get to spank you. Let’s say, sometime after you’ve come four times?” He nibbled at her lips.
 
   Laura gulped. It hadn’t been so bad outside, but then, she’d been desperate with need. As she was now. “I might not survive this,” she breathed.
 
   Adam stood back and held out his hands. “Are you ready?”
 
   Lifting her hips, she nearly wept when his fingers dug into her ass and he lowered his head. “Yes,” she said. When his lips closed over her clit, she cried out, her hips jerking higher.
 
   Adam breathed in her musky scent, and ran his tongue over her pink, moist flesh. His cock was hard. He wanted nothing more than to ram himself into her hot, sweet pussy, but knew that by denying himself, when he finally fucked her, it’d be the sweetest, most wondrous gift they gave each other.
 
   Tonight was for her. He planned to explore her sensuality, discover what she liked, and maybe teach her things about herself she didn’t know. Like spanking. She might not know it, but her body had responded to the light pain stimulation. Her orgasm outside had been incredible, and he wanted to give that to her over and over.
 
   He licked and suckled, her breathy cries growing louder. Shifting his hands so one hand supported her hips, he slid one finger inside and smiled when she bucked and bore down on his finger. He pulled out then thrust two inside.
 
   The tip of his tongue circled her hard clit as his fingers worked her. Curving his middle finger, he ran the tip against the wall of her pussy until he found a rough patch of skin. He pressed gently against her sensitive spot. Press. Release. Press. Over and over with a rub and stroke in between
 
   “Adam!” Laura screamed, her fingers clawing at the table. 
 
   “Get ready, Angel. I’m going to send you flying.”
 
   “Yes!”
 
   His lips closed over her clit and he suckled the swollen heart of her while his fingers fucked her pussy. She was so wet and hot that it took everything he had to not shove his aching cock inside.
 
   “Now!”
 
   The torture to himself, the denial, drove him to pleasure her, and when she tightened around his fingers then went into the beautiful spasms of her orgasm, his shout joined her cry of pleasure.
 
    
 
   # 
 
    
 
   The scrambled eggs with cheese along with buttered toast were hot and fresh, the bacon, limp, soggy, greasy and barely warm. It was heavenly and a meal she’d never forget. They sat shoulder to shoulder in front of the fireplace, on the carpet, their plates on the coffee table. She couldn’t believe he’d taken her on the table! And then, on the counter! Except he’d made her do herself while he watched. 
 
   What an incredible turn on. He’d told her what to do and how to do it and had talked dirty to her the entire time. Two down, four to go. Each time he brought her to an orgasm, it was better than the last. She was almost afraid of what he had in mind for number three, yet she was already anticipating his demands. 
 
   A Dom. She rolled her eyes. He’d always been bossy. She took a big gulp of coffee to hide her grin. “Want my last piece of bacon?” She held out half a slice of bacon. Adam grabbed her hand and nipped the offering from her hand then licked her fingers. 
 
   He stood and held out his hand. “Let’s go!”
 
   Oh my god, he was ready to go again! “Where?”
 
   “Outside.”
 
   “Are you nuts? It’s storming out there.”
 
   “Nope. Not raining right now.”
 
   She glanced out the window and saw that he was right. The clouds were still dark and heavy but it appeared there was a lull in the storm. “It’ll be dark soon. Where do you want to go?” There was a small forest behind her home, and a path from the garden down to the beach, though it was pretty steep and might be too muddy and slippery.
 
   “Just out. Need some exercise.”
 
   She grinned, reached over, and stroked him through his robe. “I can think of one way for you to get some exercise.”
 
   “Better watch it, Angel, unless you want three through six right now, right here.” He pulled her hard against him.
 
   Laura sighed. While that sounded good, just because she’d get what she wanted quicker, she giggled and pulled away. She didn’t want it over that fast. She found she was enjoying the thrill of knowing how many more orgasms she had before he fucked her with his cock. The spanking she ignored. 
 
   “Guess we’d better get dressed.” She ran for the stairs.
 
   “Laura!”
 
   She stopped and turned. “Yes?” He’d shed her father’s robe and was pulling on a dry pair of jeans. She licked her lips as she watched him tuck himself in then carefully zip his jeans. His not wearing his shorts meant he had plans for number three!
 
   “Wear a skirt. No panties.” The unspoken promise was there in his voice and in the smoldering of his eyes. Yep. Number three would take place outside. 
 
   Minutes later, Laura joined Adam out on the back porch. His gaze clung to the nearly sheer top she wore. The soft fabric clung to her breasts, revealing their size and shape. Her skirt swished around her thighs.
 
   He handed her a light jacket and together they walked down the steps and made their way into the garden, staying on the wet path to avoid puddles and mud. He glanced down at her. 
 
   “Are you cold?”
 
   Was he kidding? The promise of number three had her blood pumping! “No.” For just a moment, she felt a bit shy. She’d never experienced anything like this with anyone else. Sex with her ex-husband had been all right, but she now realized that the two of them had lacked the chemistry that practically fried the air between her and Adam.
 
   It wasn’t Randy’s fault, she realized. Their fathers had shoved them into marriage, a marriage that should never have taken place. For good or bad, she belonged to Adam. No one else would ever make her feel the way he could with just a look.
 
   “Where are we going?” She needed to talk and not think.
 
   He turned and smiled that wolfish grin she used to adore and would miss when he left. “The forest.” He held out his hand. She took it and together they set out, hands swinging between them, fingers interlaced. She felt as though she’d fallen back in time. The roar of the ocean lay behind them and the dark forest loomed ahead. She had a good idea where he was going.
 
   “Haven’t you missed this at all, Adam?” She didn’t want reality to intrude, but she wanted to know the man the boy had grown into.
 
   He glanced down at her then pulled her close. “Yeah. I’ve always loved your cliff house. Thought you were the luckiest kid alive because you had a cool house, a forest of your own, and you could see the ocean from your bedroom.” 
 
   His voice turned wistful, which brought back to mind the unhappy boy he’d been
 
   The wind was still blowing but at least it wasn’t gusting violently. Her hair was pulled back and clipped at her nape. His was blowing as though invisible hands were ruffling his hair. They followed a path she kept maintained. When they reached an old hollowed tree, he pulled her off the main path.
 
   Reaching a tree in a small natural clearing, he pulled her close. Together, they stared at the tree with a heart carved on it and their initials inside. She sighed, remembering the day Adam had done that. He pulled her against him. “I wondered if it was still here.”
 
   She turned in his arms. “It’ll always be here, Adam. As will I.” She wanted him to know that, no matter what, she was his.
 
   He kissed her, reminding her of another kiss, another time, in this very same spot. He lifted his head. “Trust me?” His hands slid her jacket off.
 
   Laura nodded. 
 
   “Give me your hands.”
 
   She held them out. Her eyes went wide when he drew out a tie from his pocket. Holding her gaze, he wrapped the silk around her wrists. 
 
   “You’re into some pretty kinky stuff, Adam.”
 
   He brought her hands to his lips. “No. I’m into giving you one hell of an orgasm. There’s no knot. You can free yourself anytime you want.” He pulled out the sash from her father’s robe and tossed it over the branch above them.
 
   “Hands over your head, Angel.”
 
   Feeling both nervous and excited, Laura did as he ordered, noting that he didn’t knot the sash. He’d turned her so she faced the tree and the reminder of a love that had begun many years ago. 
 
   His hands began a slow, gentle exploration. “The first time you let me touch you was here. Do you remember?”
 
   He’d unbuttoned her shirt, fumbled her bra open, and had just stared. Then he gone down onto his knees, his hands exploring, learning her feel and her curves. His mouth had followed. She felt his breathing change and knew he was remembering as well.
 
   “I’ve never forgotten.” She hissed in a breath when his cold hands slid up beneath her blouse.
 
   “I thought you were the most beautiful girl in the world. My girl.” His palms brushed over her nipples.
 
   She bit her lower lip to hold back her moan. “We kissed.” For a very long time. He’d told her that he loved her and then kissed her some more. Kissing had led to a bit of touching. She squirmed as he teased her with his lips, then remembered that her arms were tied over her head. She wanted to hold him to her.
 
   “No touching. You have to keep your arms over your head.” He walked behind her, lifted her skirt, and touched her. “What else did we do?”
 
   Laura smiled. “You touched me.” It’d been the first time he’d seen and touched her breasts. 
 
   In her ear, he whispered everything he’d felt that first time he touched her breasts and how she’d made him feel. Staring at the heart on the tree, Laura lost herself in his gentle touch, his tender words and in that promise of forever etched on the tree. 
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   Busy at their computers after a light snack of cheese, crackers, and lunchmeat, Adam realized he enjoyed sitting in silence with Laura. Most women felt they had to yak to fill the silence, but not Laura. Not only did she need her space, but she allowed him his. He also admitted to himself that returning to New York held little appeal.
 
   She’d asked him earlier if he’d missed his old life. Truth was, he didn’t. At least the parts that did not include Laura. It was only now that he admitted to himself how much he’d missed her. Missed just being able to sit in companionable silence with a woman. With Laura.
 
   She was writing. He smiled as her fingers flew across the keyboard. How much inspiration had he provided? Number three in the forest had nearly been his undoing. Four, down on the beach, had been sheer torture.
 
   “If you’re thinking of number five, it’s going to have to wait until Aaron and Beth finish their love scene.”
 
   “I knew it,” he muttered. “Number three or four?”
 
   She flicked him with a quick glance and grin. “Prequel. Outside. Storm.” Her fingers resumed typing.
 
   Adam lifted a brow. Fucking her out in the storm had to top his list of best fucks, though number three came close. One had been wild and primitive, the other tender and sweet. He shook his head and went back to his own laptop. He had a murder to solve. His villain was running circles around his detective. He paused. What would she say if he told her he’d never stopped writing, that when the stress of the corporate world became too much, he took himself off into one of his stories? He wanted to share this part of himself with her. No one else knew. No one else would understand.
 
   Laura would.
 
   Yeah, she would. But when he left, he’d need his writing, and if he shared it with her, then it wouldn’t be his escape. She’d be a part of it, he’d remember sharing it with her like old times, and he had the feeling that this might be his only lifeline.
 
   So stay. 
 
   No. Too many ghosts, too many unhappy memories.
 
   Fine, ask her to come to New York. She’s a writer. She can write anywhere. For a long moment, he stared at his screen, but the words blurred. He wanted more than anything to ask her to come home with him, but Laura and New York would be as compatible as oil and water. 
 
   He lifted his gaze. His angel. How was he going to live without her? Like the fury of the storm slapping at the sea, his emotions churned. He had everything he’d ever wanted. He’d left with a goal, and ten years later, he’d achieved success. 
 
   He held the ultimate title of CEO of the conglomerate his father in-law had started. From one small agency in New York now with offices in every major city, plus he owned controlling interests in another half dozen businesses. 
 
   A far cry from that lousy job stocking shelves when he’d been sixteen. He’d had nothing back then. Now he had all the money he needed. More than he needed. No more watching everyone else getting new clothes or the fancy electronics. If he wanted it, he bought it. Hell, his first computer came from the garbage. Broken, he’d fixed it and learned everything he could about computers and the world beyond Angels Landing.
 
   He ticked off in his mind the goals of a boy not liked and not respected, to the man with his own driver and a plush two floor penthouse apartment in a building with a doorman who snapped to attention whenever he saw Adam. Most important of all to that boy who’d had to fight his way through boyhood, he had respect. And he was genuinely well liked by most. He narrowed his eyes. Unless you talked about slackers or businesses in trouble. Then he was as ruthless as they came.
 
   But with all that, he didn’t have the most important thing in his life—Laura.
 
   There had to be a way. There always was a way to get what he wanted. The lights flickered. He glanced up. “That’s not good.”
 
   Laura sighed. “We’re probably going to lose power.” Right on cue, the room went totally dark.
 
   #
 
    
 
   “Wait here. No sense in both of us stumbling around in the dark.” Adam took the candles and a lighter and headed up the stairs.
 
   Laura saved her files and shut her laptop down. The battery was old and wouldn’t last more than an hour. “That’ll teach you to not to buy a spare.” At least she’d gotten that last scene fleshed out. She grinned. Never in a million years would she have thought about having her hero and heroine making love out in the midst of a major storm. 
 
   “But it was damn good,” she muttered, thinking of the scene and her own “wow” experience. Of course, filed away in her mind was number three. She shifted in her chair and glanced at her mother’s grandfather clock. After ten. She should be exhausted and worn out. Instead, her mind and body were on edge, wondering what Adam had in mind for five and six. After three in the forest, she wasn’t sure he could come up with anything better than that.
 
   He’d captured not only the memories of their love, he’d brought that time alive and merged the past with today then given her the gift of future memories. Who’d have thought that being tied—being helpless—could be arousing? She’d been captive to his mouth, his voice, and his fingers.
 
   She heard his soft steps coming down the stairs and stood. He held a candle, and in the soft glow of light, he looked dark and dangerous and incredibly sexy. He smiled and held out his hand.
 
   She let him guide her up the stairs. “Hope you have a good battery. Power will most likely be out for the next few days, if not longer.”
 
   “Oh, I think I can live without it. I bet we can find other ways to keep occupied.” 
 
   His breath tickled her ear, his voice filled with promise.
 
   She giggled. “I take it five and six aren’t going to wait until tomorrow?”
 
   “You figure right, Angel.” His hand slid over her ass. “Neither will the spanking.”
 
   She groaned. She’d conveniently forgotten about that!
 
   He held his candle high and pushed open the door to the master bedroom.
 
   “Oh!” Candles of all sizes had been set on every surface. The room glowed with soft light. He led her into the bathroom. The entire second floor had been added by her parents, and they hadn’t skimped on their bedroom or attached bath that included two walk-in closets, a shower, and a huge oval tub with jets. Her favorite part of this room was the slanted window and large plant ledge that framed two sides of the tub. Whenever she indulged in a bath, she felt like she was in a pool in a tropical setting.
 
   Adam had set up candles here as well. He went to the tub and turned on the faucets and added a cap full of her favorite bubble bath. “It’s all very romantic, Adam.”
 
   “Well, you are the romance writer.” 
 
   She grinned. That might be, but Adam had always known how to romance her. That hadn’t changed. She went into his arms when he held them out and lifted her face, pulling his head down. She kissed him. The kiss remained gentle. And tender. When he lifted his head, his eyes were dark with desire.
 
   Her need for this man knew no bounds and it was all she could do not to blurt out that she still loved him. If she only had this time, she’d take it and cherish it. 
 
   He ran his hands along her shoulders then down her arms. “In you go.”
 
   Laura shed her top and skirt and climbed into the tub and sank down. To her joy, he stripped his clothing. His cock sprang free. She reached out to take him in her hand but he shook his head. “Not yet.” He sank down behind her.
 
   “God, I want you, Adam. All of you!”
 
   “Patience, Angel.” He moved her hair to one side and nuzzled her neck, alternating between scraping his teeth lightly over her skin and kissing and suckling. 
 
   She sighed as she felt her body tighten in anticipation. His warm hands slid around her, holding her close. She rested her head against his chest, felt his erection against the swell of her ass, and wanted him to hurry and get number five over and done. She wanted Adam inside her. Now.
 
   “I love your tits,” he murmured in her ear. “Touch them, show them off.”
 
   Laura cupped her breasts and held them up and out. Mounds of bubbles covered the peaks. “Like this?” 
 
   His hands joined hers, cupping her as she held herself. His thumbs lifted and brushed the suds off her nipples. His touch caused them to tighten. 
 
   “Beautiful.” His lips nibbled the lobe of her ear. “Do you remember the first time I touched you here?” His hand trailed down, dipped into the water, and found her nest of reddish curls. His finger slid over her clit.
 
   She jerked, and gasped. “Yes.” Beach. Beneath the stars. She’d told her mother she was going to the movies. And they had. They just hadn’t stayed, and her father had gone out of town so they didn’t have to worry about him checking up on her. They’d spend the entire evening on a secluded part of the beach. “You let me touch you too. First time I saw you naked,” she whispered.
 
   “You were my first, Laura, but I’d done my research. I learned what to do.”
 
   Laura smiled, secretly pleased that she’d been his first. She moaned when his fingers stroked her clit. “I never knew. You acted like you’d done it before. I was jealous.”
 
   He chuckled. “I knew I was your first. You were so shy.” 
 
   Adam removed his hand and lifted his knees. “Put your legs over mine.”
 
   Laura did as he ordered. She was open and aching. Her head fell back into the hollow of his shoulders. Her every breath was a gasping moan. She gripped his legs with her hands and matched the movements of her hips to the rhythm of his fingers. “You held me. Like you’re holding me now. I came. I was embarrassed, afraid someone would see.”
 
   “Only I saw. And heard.” He turned her face with one finger and licked his way to her mouth. “You’re not embarrassed now, are you, Laura?”
 
   “No.” She arched her back when he increased both pressure and speed. 
 
   “You’re going to come for me again, aren’t you?” His fingers pinched her nipples, sending jolts of desire down to her throbbing clit. The water sloshed up and down when she jerked her hips.
 
   “Yes!” She wanted him to move his fingers faster. 
 
   “You want it fast and hard, don’t you, Angel?”
 
   “Faster. Harder,” she panted, as she spiraled toward her climax.
 
   “Nope. Slow. Very slow.” He eased his touch.
 
   Laura nearly screamed with frustration. She wanted five and six so she could have him inside, stroking her toward the ultimate of climaxes.
 
   “Please, Adam.” Through the window came a flash of light. Thunder shook the house, even as desire left her shaking and trembling.
 
   His finger slid down and into her then back up to tease her clit. Over and over. He kissed her while stroking her, bringing her to a feverish pitch.
 
   “Can’t wait, Adam. Please?” Each time she got close, he backed off.
 
   “On your knees, Laura.”
 
   Untangling their legs, Laura quickly got onto her knees. His hands wrapped around her and his knees slid between hers. She groaned when she felt his magnificent cock slide beneath her. He held her hard against him.
 
   “Better hang on, Angel. You’re going to fly.” One arm gripped her around her waist while his fingers stroked her, this time, hard and fast. Between her legs, his cock stroked, the head sliding to the opening of her pussy but not entering.
 
   True to his word, Adam sent her flying. Her cry mingled with his harsh breathing. Her orgasm hadn’t faded when he placed her hands on the edge of the tub and, from behind, he slid into her pussy in one long, hard thrust.
 
   Both his hands were on her ass, rubbing and stroking. “Tell me I can spank you, Laura.”
 
   Lost in a haze of feelings, of desperate need, Laura groaned. “Anything, Adam. Just fuck me.”
 
   This time she was ready for the sting. Her buttocks clenched, gripping him hard. His cry mingled with hers. He pulled almost all the way out then thrust back in hard. At the same time, he spanked her. Again, she tightened around him. She cried out from the incredible feelings growing within her.
 
   “Again!” She couldn’t believe she’d asked to be spanked, but the increase to her own pleasure made the bite of pain worth it.
 
   Adam complied, his hips moving faster, his thrusts going deeper. Laura’s hips rocked, taking him as far inside as she could. Her ass felt hot, the tender flesh stinging as he alternated each spank. Then he gripped her hips and set up a hard and fast pace.
 
   She felt every glorious inch of him, every stroke. “Now, Laura. Now!”
 
   She let herself go and before she’d finished number six, she felt his final thrust. His cry joined hers and, outside, mother nature continued with her show of light and thunder, as though joining them in acts as old as time.
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   Laura woke with a start. Half the candles had gone out, but there was enough light to see that nothing was out of place. She glanced at her bedside table but the clock was off. No power yet. Her eyes searched the darkness. Had she heard something? It had sounded like a door banging. She listened, but only heard the howl of the wind, the scrape of a branch on the side of the house, and the crash of waves battering the base of the cliff.
 
   “What’s wrong?” Adam pulled her back down and snugged her in his arms.
 
   “Thought I heard something.”
 
   “Just the storm, Angel. Relax.”
 
   “You’re probably right.”
 
   “If you aren’t tired?”
 
   Laura slapped him lightly. “You, Adam, are a sex fiend.”
 
   “Yeah, so what are you going to do about it?”
 
   “You can’t be serious—”
 
   The bedroom door crashed open and a dark figure filled the doorway. The light from the candles glinted off something metal. 
 
   A gun.
 
   Laura screamed. Adam shot up in bed and yanked her behind him. 
 
   “Police! Don’t move or I’ll put a round right through you!” The voice was cold. Cop cold.
 
   “Laura! You all right?”
 
   On her knees, Laura glanced over Adam’s shoulder and recognized the figure and voice of the cop. It was her ex.
 
   “Randy?”
 
   Sweet Surrender Book 3
 
    
 
   Most of the candles had burned out in the bedroom but there was enough light to reveal her ex-husband, a cop, standing in the doorway, brandishing his service revolver. In front of her, Adam shielded her naked body. 
 
   “What the hell are you doing here, Randy?” she yelled, holding up a hand to block the light from his flashlight. Her heart was still pounding.
 
   “Checking on you. Who’s with you? You being forced?” The glare of light fell on Adam.
 
   “Adam’s with me, now get out of here and for god’s sake, put that damn gun away!”
 
   “Langston? You’re willing?”
 
   “Randy!”
 
   Randy shoved the gun back into his holster. “Downstairs. Both of you.” He turned, shut the door and left.
 
   Laura had never been so embarrassed. “I’m so sorry, Adam. I should’ve known he’d come check on me.” She and Randy had remained friends after their divorce.
 
   “With gun drawn?” Adam got out of bed and went into the bathroom. She went to her closet and pulled out a set of sweats. It was cold, and she sure as hell wasn’t putting on her sheer blouse and skirt!
 
   Moments later, she marched into the kitchen with Adam at her side. Her ex husband had just finished making a pot of coffee. “Explain yourself, Randy!” His wet jacket hung from the back of a chair.
 
   Randy turned and gestured to the kitchen counter. Laura felt her face turning red. There, in a sodden heap, lay her torn blouse and muddy skirt. “Was patrolling the highway. Found Adam’s car but no Adam. Headed toward your place. Saw the road had washed out then spotted your truck on your drive. Went to check. Then I found those.” He shrugged. “Was afraid you’d been assaulted.”
 
   And she had been, just not in the way he’d thought. Laura poured three cups of coffee. Sweet with cream for her and black for the two men. “Well, I’m fine.” 
 
   Randy’s eyes were filled with amusement. “So I see.”
 
   Laura sent him a piercing glare.
 
   Randy hooked a chair with his foot and sat. “Heard you were back, Langston. Sorry about your grandmother. What happened to your car?”
 
   “Deer.” Adam scowled into his steaming mug. “Forgot about the damn deer.”
 
   Smiling into his cup, Randy said, “Still like to drive fast, don’t you, Langston.”
 
   Laura hid her smile. Everyone knew Adam drove too fast. “You’ll let Bob know about the car?”
 
   “Yeah. He won’t come out until the worst of this blows over. Had a nasty crash a few miles north of here. He was out most of the night.”
 
   A glance at the wall clock confirmed that it was barely five in the morning. Randy got up and shrugged back into his jacket. “Well, gotta get back on the road.” He put his arm around Laura’s shoulders. “You take care. Call if you need anything.” He kissed her on the mouth then gave Adam a nod and left out the back door.
 
   One look at Adam was enough to know that Randy’s deliberate act had found its mark. “Don’t get riled. He did that on purpose. Just to rile you.” She grabbed her clothing, dumped them in the sink, and wiped down the counter. “We’re still friends. He comes up to check on me. I know you two never got along but he’s very nice and sweet.”
 
   Adam took the towel from her and swung her up into his arms. “He was a pain in my ass in school but I could see he was worried about you.”
 
   Laura giggled. “I really think he thought I was in danger. Might have to put that in one of my books. The ex-husband bursting into the bedroom, gun drawn. That was classic.”
 
   Adam grunted. “He kisses you again in front of me and you might have to bail me out of jail, Angel.” 
 
   Upstairs, he dumped her onto the bed then joined her. “Let’s get some more sleep.”
 
   Grinning, Laura snuggled close.
 
   “Wasn’t that funny, Angel.”
 
   “Oh, but it was,” she said. Life with Adam could never be dull.
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   Adam went room to room with the realtor. “Donate everything.”
 
   “Mr. Langston, there’s a lot of papers to go through. A lot of personal belongings. I don’t know what you want to save.”
 
   “Nothing. Hire however many people you need. If it’s something you think I need, box it up and send it to New York. You have my address.” His gaze swept the dingy room, noting that the paint was worn, the carpet shabby, and all the furnishings were faded and old. The entire house had been neglected. Inside and out.
 
   Being here hurt. Not just the painful memories, but his grandmother’s final rejection of her grandson. She’d not spent a dime of the money he sent her each month. Her bank account confirmed that. Last night, he’d gone through the bank records, saw each of his automatic deposits into the account he’d set up once he’d started making enough money to send to her. Money went in each month. Nothing came out. 
 
   Bitter, hateful, old woman. In death, she’d given him the ultimate fuck-off. He wanted to kick something or trash the already shabby room. What did you expect? Deep inside, he’d hoped to have found that maybe, just maybe, she’d been proud of the man he’d become. Fool!
 
   He turned to the realtor. “Tear it down. Tear it down and sell the lot.” No one else would ever live in this hate-filled house and know the unhappiness he’d known.
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   Laura’s heart ached. Not for herself, but for Adam, who stood on top of the rise, staring out into the ocean. He stood tall, shoulders pulled back, hands on hips, feet planted apart, back to her. The wonderful man she loved was hurting. The sea breeze swept through his hair. She wanted to go to him, draw him into her arms, and give him the love and comfort he needed.
 
   But this was the place he came when his emotions became too much. The turmoil inside him rivaled the crash of waves below. His despair spilled from him. She shivered. The time had come. Angels Landing would drive him out of her life. 
 
   “I decided not to sell the house.”
 
   Laura’s heart gave a hiccup but, at the bleakness of his words, she squashed the quick beat of hope. She waited.
 
   “The house will be demolished. The lot sold.”
 
   She went to him but didn’t reach out to touch him. As she had done so many times in the past, she offered her silence and the comfort of her presence, though all she wanted to do was draw him into her arms.
 
   “I told Amy the proceeds are yours. I want nothing of that woman’s.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a check. “Not even the money I sent her, money she never touched.” He handed the check to Laura. “Take it or I’m going to tear it up and toss it into the ocean.”
 
   Laura couldn’t help a small gasp at the amount of the check. She’d had no idea that he’d sent his grandmother money. Katherine had lived on the edge of poverty, taking charity from the town. Over the years, many had criticized the rich man who’d ignored his grandmother. How wrong they’d been!
 
   “I’m so sorry, Adam.” Rather than tell him she couldn’t accept that much money, she shoved the check into the pocket of her jeans. She’d find a worthy cause. Surely, something good could come out of something that had caused so much pain.
 
   “Leave me, Angel. I’m so angry. I don’t want to hurt you.”
 
   “No. I’m here for you, Adam.”
 
   Adam turned, stared down at her, and then held out his arms, drawing her close.
 
   Laura held him, just held him, and when his body began shaking, she cried. Together they sank down onto the grassy knoll overlooking the ocean. She cradled his head to her chest and let him grieve for what was and what never was. She stroked the side of his face and brushed her fingers through his hair.
 
   “It was her loss, Adam. She was so bitter—she never gave herself the chance to know you. If she had, her life would’ve been filled with joy.” If she had, Adam would have come back for her. Laura knew that now. Nothing would’ve stopped him from returning. Even the manipulations of her father would’ve failed. All because his grandmother had kept them each from receiving mail from the other.
 
   “You were good to her. You did what was right. You can’t blame yourself for what she did or didn’t do.”
 
   Adam leaned his head on hers. “I tried so hard. From the time I came here, I tried to please her. Tried to make her love me. I accepted early on that she’d never love me, so I tried to make her proud of me. I worked hard to give her extra money when I was in school. Did you know she refused it, even back then? And even though she was a bitter old woman, I was determined to take care of her. She was family.”
 
   He gave a bark of laughter. “What a fool I was. She never touched the money I sent. Not one lousy cent. That house would have fallen apart on her and she still wouldn’t have used what I gave her. She never wanted anything to do with me. Not then, and not even after I left. If not for you and your mother, I wouldn’t have known what love was.” He drew in a deep breath.
 
   “You were the son my mother never had. You belonged to us.”
 
   As I belong to you.
 
   “I have to leave, Angel.” He stood.
 
   “I know.” She’d known the minute the realtor had told her he’d left instead of waiting for her to come pick him up where he’d gone and what it meant. “Give me this last day with you, Adam. Here, in your spot. Just you and me.”
 
   Adam reached out to draw her close but she shook her head. “Let me.” She got back down on her knees and slowly unhooked his slacks, the backs of her fingers brushing against his bulge. His small jerk made her smile. “This time, it will be you screaming, Adam.”
 
   She shoved his pants down then trailed her fingers up the back of his thighs before sliding her fingers beneath his shorts until she cupped his ass. Leaning forward, she brushed her mouth over his silk-covered cock, feeling him stir to life.
 
   Removing her hands from his ass, she pulled his shorts down, pleased when he sprang out hard and throbbing. She closed her hand over him, loving the hard, velvety feel of him. As she stroked, he grew larger. When she spotted that precious drop of precum, she leaned forward and licked his engorged head.
 
   He moaned. Laura smiled and took him into her mouth, her lips sliding over his head and down his shaft, taking him deep inside her mouth. Her tongue cupped him, felt the thick ropey vein that ran the length of his cock.
 
   “Enough, Laura!”
 
   She pulled away, her fist closing back over him. “No. Never enough. You’re going to come for me Adam. This is my gift to you.” Her hand stroked up and down, closing hard, releasing. Once again, her tongue found his very tip. She tasted him then kissed his soft head, using her tongue and mouth to stroke and suck while her hands stroked back and forth.
 
   Adams breathing grew louder and harsher. His fingers bit into her head, pulled at her hair. She moaned. 
 
   “Harder. Faster!”
 
   Laura tightened her mouth over him and fucked him with her lips and mouth. Her fingers slid beneath him and cupped his soft balls, which were now hard and tight and close to his body. One nail stroked the sensitive flesh between his boys and his hole.
 
   His breathing was a hiss of sound, growing louder and hoarser. Her other hand went to his ass and dug into his tight cheek. She squeezed in time to his every clench and unclench. Both hands moved to his ass, and he stroked hard and fast as she sucked, pulled away then slid back over his cock.
 
   “Laura!” 
 
   His yell of release was music to her ears. She took him deep and swallowed all he had, sucking hard until his body relaxed. Even then, she didn’t stop licking and stroking, waiting until he pulled away and sank down onto his knees. 
 
   But she had no time to marvel how good it had felt to give to this man who’d unselfishly given so much to her. Adam claimed her mouth in a heated kiss, his tongue replacing his cock. With a cry, she wrapped her arms around him and sucked his tongue, hers cradling his until he pulled out, enticing her to follow.
 
   Their tongues dueled even as their hands explored. Laura shoved his shirt off his shoulders after fumbling with each button. He ripped her tee up and over her head, forcing them to break apart. “My turn, Angel.” He laid their shirts on the grass then turned his attention to her jeans.
 
   “Stand.”
 
   She did. She was already wet and throbbing with need. His hands cupped her ass then slid between her legs, pressing against her wet center. 
 
   Groaning, she rocked back and forth. “I want you really bad, Adam.”
 
   “You’ll have me. After I’ve had you.” He unbuttoned her jeans, slid the zipper down slowly, and peeled them down. After she stepped out of them, he tossed them aside. Then he stared at the bit of lace that hid her golden-red curls. His finger traced the outline of her lips. “You’re wet for me, aren’t you Angel.”
 
   Laura reached out to balance herself by burying her fingers in this thick, wavy hair. “Very wet. And throbbing. I just might come when you touch me.” She wasn’t exaggerating. At least not much. She was so on fire, it wouldn’t take much.
 
   He smiled. “You can come when my mouth takes your clit. But not before. Agree?” His finger slipped beneath the elastic of her panties.
 
   She bit back a moan and nodded. She loved the way he often dominated their sexual activity. Letting him be her Dom for the day had been incredible. He might not play the role all the time, but he could. He was a natural—he had a way of making each orgasm incredible. He knew just how to play her. Though she knew she could come immediately, she’d wait and hold back. She’d let Adam bring her to an impossibly wondrous peak. 
 
   “Look at me, Angel.”
 
   Laura stared down into his deep, green eyes.
 
   “Feel what I do. Let me see how I make you feel.” He slipped one finger into her wet, throbbing pussy.
 
   “God, Adam!” She clenched her buttocks, rocked onto his finger, and held him inside. He withdrew. She cried out then gasped when he slowly slid two fingers deep inside. Again, he pulled out and let her panties cover her aching pussy. He stroked the silk covering her clit with his finger then, in one quick motion, her panties were gone. He pulled her down onto his lap, his cock nudging her sensitive clit. His arms wrapped around the small of her back.
 
   “You’re going to come for me, Laura, and when you do, I’m going to shove my cock into you. It won’t be slow.”
 
   Laura couldn’t look away from Adam. He looked wild, dark, and dangerous. As a boy he’d run wild and earned his bad-boy reputation, though only she knew he really hadn’t been that bad. Wild, yes.
 
   And desperate to fit in. She saw that in the man, the boy. And she loved both. Always had. Always would. 
 
   “Tell me you want me.”
 
   Hands cupping his face, Laura nodded. “Always.”
 
   He leaned over her, forcing her head back, lowering her head and shoulders to the ground while lifting her hips high, putting her legs over his shoulders. He rose back onto his knees.
 
   His lips closed over her clit and he suckled.
 
   There was no more gentle teasing or playing. Emotions rode too high, too deep. Each breath she drew in was a gasping moan. Her fingers dug into the rough grass, her nails digging into the dirt as she tried to hold on and delay her orgasm. She wanted it to last forever.
 
   But as much as she yearned to make it last, he was desperate to send her over the edge. His fingers dug into her ass and his lips and tongue ruthlessly brought her to the edge then sent her over.
 
   She screamed his name, bucked her hips, and willed him to swallow and suck every shudder, every release from her. When she was spent, he lowered her, keeping her legs high against him. Holding her gaze, he thrust himself deep into her throbbing pussy. Each plunge of his hips drove her back to the edge of another orgasm.
 
   Without warning, he pulled out, flipped her over, and dragged her ass up. On her hands and knees, she thrust her ass up and toward him. The storm in Adam broke free. He fucked her hard and fast, feeding and fueling Laura’s need.
 
   The sound of him pounding into her, his groin slapping against her ass, his harsh moans, and guttural gasps of air were the sweetest sounds Laura had ever heard. This time, their screams of pleasure came together. 
 
   And drowned out the cries of the gulls overhead. 
 
   Long after the echoes of their lovemaking died, Laura flipped over to her back. Spent, Adam collapsed onto their clothing, lying spoon fashion behind her as they each floated back to reality. Adam fondled her breasts. She sighed and pulled a blade of grass from her hair. Once summer came, the grass here would die. But never her love.
 
   “Let’s go out to dinner.” Adam pulled her over so she faced him. He kissed her long and slow then lifted his head. “Followed by desert.” He jumped up and held out his hand.
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   Dinner with Adam didn’t mean a burger at the local diner or even the fancy Italian restaurant three towns up the coast. Dinner meant a nearly five hour drive into San Francisco, after checking into the fanciest hotel Laura had ever stepped foot in. The lobby glittered and shone and looked more like the parlor of a fancy mansion. The atmosphere was quiet, hushed. She found herself whispering.
 
   And she’d not heard so many “yes, sirs,” in one place and time in her entire life. They entered an empty elevator. As soon as the doors swished closed, Adam pulled her into his embrace and kissed her, his hands on her ass, pressing them together. She was breathing hard when he lifted his head.
 
   “I think we’ll have our desert before we go eat,” he said, his eyes dark with promise and a hint of mischief.
 
   Happy and relieved to see the dark despondency gone from his eyes, Laura grinned impishly. “I’m sure this fancy hotel must have room service.”
 
   “Oh, they do. But I’m taking you out to dinner. And dancing. I want to see you in that little black number.”
 
   She grinned. “Something tells me you’re just going to take it back off.”
 
   He snagged her around the waist and led her out of the elevator. “Ah, that’s why we’ll do desert first. That might hold me long enough for dinner and dancing.”
 
   He carried their overnight bag and had her dress in a garment bag slung over his shoulder when he opened the door to their room which was on the top floor. He allowed her to enter first. Laura lifted a brow when she noticed that they were in an entry. To her right, a vase sat on a shelf that was recessed into the wall. On her left, a small dark table sat beneath a mirror. More flowers graced its marble top.
 
   She peered into a small half bath. Ahead, she spotted a wooden table and chairs situated in front of a window. The entry way opened into a wide, open area. She stopped and could only stare with her mouth open.
 
   A dining area and a wet bar were in front of her and to her right, a sitting area twice the size of her living room! “Good grief!” He’d booked a suite, not just a mere room. The furnishings were real wood, dark and rich looking, and the couch and two chairs were a warm neutral shade. A large entertainment center dominated one wall. There was a small, cozy sitting area in the corner window area. 
 
   “Like it?” He went to the curtains and opened all of them. The lights of San Francisco looked like a panoramic picture. Through one window, where the small chairs and table sat, she could see the Golden Gate Bridge.
 
   She went from window to window then turned. “It’s a beautiful view.”
 
   Adam pulled her into his arms. His fingers slowly skimmed across her shoulders. His head lowered. “I have the best view of all,” he whispered in her ear, his breath hot on her skin. 
 
   She shivered when his tongue traced the swirls of her ear. His hands were sliding down her body then back up. She turned her head and captured his mouth with hers. She wrapped her arms around him, her fingers sliding into his silky-soft hair.
 
   The kiss went from slow and tender to desperate need. Laura wanted as much of Adam as he’d give her. Instinctively she knew tonight was it. Come tomorrow, he’d fly out of her life once more.
 
   Her palms slid along the hard width of his shoulders, down his muscled arms then slid around his waist, her fingers dipping beneath the back waistband of his jeans. She yanked his shirt out. He groaned, tore his lips from hers, and stepped back.
 
   “I’m going to take off your clothes, slowly. You can’t touch me until I give you permission.”
 
   Her body hummed in anticipation. “More role playing?” God, she wanted this man. 
 
   He reached out and skimmed his hands down the front of her shirt, down over her belly, stopping when he cupped her hidden mound. “This time, you’re going to scream and beg for me to touch you here. I’m going to kiss every inch of your body, except there. Put your hands on your head.”
 
   Laura sucked in a breath and did as he ordered. He got down on his knees and lifted her shirt, his fingers bunching in the hem. He kissed her exposed belly, following the band of her jeans from side to side. He lifted the shirt another inch, then another, his lips and tongue licking and kissing.
 
   She shivered, feeling the tug to her clit. Staring down at his dark head, knowing that he’d do exactly what he promised, made her determined not to scream until he’d kissed her everywhere. She loved making love hard and fast, but she knew this time would be something she’d remember always. Just thinking about what he was doing, what he was going to do, made her panties even wetter than they already were.
 
   She gasped when his tongue stroked the sides of her ribcage, probing beneath the band of her bra. She wanted to help him. She wanted her flesh bare and in his mouth. His mouth lifted and he was tasting and licking the soft, pale flesh above her cups, his tongue dipping into her bra, scrapping across the outer edges of her nipples.
 
   “Adam!” her voice jumped an octave when his teeth closed over her breasts, biting each nipple gently, bra and all.
 
   He ignored her, continued up, kissing and running the tip of his tongue across her collarbone and around the base of her throat. At last, he reached behind her and released the catch on her bra. She started to lower her hands to let it fall off her but he lifted his head. “No.”
 
   He stood, pulled her bra up, and lightly bound her wrists with it.
 
   Laura was panting. Not being allowed to touch or hold him was torment. So was waiting for him to continue his own brand of torture. She felt the softness of his hair against her skin then small puffs of air being blown across the back of her neck. He started in the middle and worked his way to one shoulder, then licked his way back. He repeated the blowing and licking on the other side.
 
   “God, Adam.” She was shivering with need, her body on fire. She squeezed her butt and squirmed. Her pussy throbbed.
 
   He pinched her ass cheeks. “None of that. You have to wait,” he ordered as his tongue snaked down her spine, touching and kissing each vertebra. She cried out when his hands gripped her hips and his mouth alternated between kissing the small of her back and blowing hot air across her damp skin. Up and down, he tormented her.
 
   Finally, his fingers danced their way to her snap and zipper. He quickly undid her jeans and slid the zipper down but he didn’t remove her jeans. Instead, he repeated his motions when he’d pulled her shirt up. This time, his mouth and tongue explored her flesh as he pulled her jeans down.
 
   She was lost in an overwhelming sea of sensation. Another scream tore from her throat when he scrapped his teeth across each buttock. He nipped and kissed and, when he parted her cheeks, his breath blew over her ass and down to her wet pussy. Her legs shook and nearly gave out then the tip of his tongue skimmed over her.
 
   He turned her. “Hold onto the chair.”
 
   Laura grabbed the back of the high-backed chair. “Now, Adam. Please. I can’t take anymore of this.”
 
   “You can and you will. You want to please me, don’t you?”
 
   “Yes,” she nearly sobbed.
 
   “Then let me give you this.” His hands forced her legs apart to allow his tongue to slide over her ass and down the flesh of her inner thigh. His hands stayed on the outside curve of her hips, his thumbs lightly grazing over her ass cheeks.
 
   When his tongue licked the back of her knees, she lifted up onto her toes. His hands guided the jeans down, pulled off each shoe and sock, and removed her pants. His fingers cuffed her ankles and slowly moved up as his head lifted, retracing the path of fire licking her skin and firing her senses.
 
   He turned her. “Put your hands on my head.”
 
   Laura gasped when his fingers dug into her ass. His lips were on the inside of her groin, licking, kissing and suckling in a circle. 
 
   “Adam!” She rocked her hips forward but, no matter how hard she tried to get him to take her into his mouth, he avoided the very core of her need. She pulsed with need, ached with it, would die if he didn’t give her what she wanted—him. His mouth on her clit, his tongue in her pussy.
 
   “What do you want, Angel?”
 
   “You, Adam. God, I want you.”
 
   His hands were on the inside of her thighs, the backs of his fingers brushing against her swollen labia. Using his thumbs, he pulled her slit open. “So wet. So pink and swollen.” His breath was hot and cool against her. She jerked her hips but he pulled back.
 
   “Adam! Please. I love you. I need you.” Her voice ended on a scream when his mouth closed over her, his tongue sliding up her slit, licking her juices and circling over her clit. She leaned on Adam, her fingers fisted in his hair as he drove her fast and furious toward her peak. 
 
   “Come for me. Come in my mouth.”
 
   Laura screamed. Her body went into hard spasms. His fingers dug into her ass, holding her to his mouth as he continued to suck until she went limp. 
 
   Adam stood and bent her gently over the table. “I can’t wait, Laura. I need you.”
 
   Her hands fisted when he slid into her. “Yes, Adam. Yes!” She rocked back, taking him deep inside. Each thrust drove her back up. She would never get enough of this man. “Hurry, Adam.” She wanted him to join her.
 
   His hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging in as he plunged in and out. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh and the scent of sex sent Laura back to the edge of another orgasm. 
 
   “I love you, Laura!” His body went stiff, his cock gave one final thrust.
 
   His declaration of love sent her over. 
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   If anyone asked him what he’d eaten for dinner, Adam would have had to confess that he had no idea. His attention had been on Laura, sitting across from him, bathed in candlelight and romance on the rooftop terrace. With the clear, starry night above framing the nearly full moon, the entire meal had felt surreal. 
 
   They’d talked, but again, he couldn’t say about what. It didn’t matter. He was with Laura. And now he held her in his arms on the dance floor, his hands on her waist as they danced slowly. He loved this woman with all his heart and wasn’t sure he could live without her. Oh, he’d survive, but his life would be bleak.
 
   “Dinner was nice, Adam.” She pulled back a bit. “And I still can’t believe that suite! We could put all of Angels Landing in there!”
 
   He framed her face, staring at the reflection of stars in her eyes. “Only the best for you, Angel.” He kissed her softly then resumed moving to the music around the outdoor dance floor.
 
   “I don’t need money or expensive, Adam. A cheap motel and diner with you is just as good.”
 
   He rubbed his cheek against her hair that gleamed in the soft light. With Laura, he’d never worry that she wanted him only for what he could give her. After his divorce from Tess—hell, even before—women were forever pursuing him.
 
   “I know.” But the excitement and sheer wonder in her voice and eyes made him glad he’d gotten the suite. Her awe had returned after she’d gotten a good look at bedroom and bath, with its Jacuzzi. 
 
   “Today was hard for you.”
 
   “Yeah.” He’d have thought that time and distance had eased the ache brought on by his grandmother’s rejection but it hadn’t. Only Laura eased the hurt. “But you were there for me. You’ve always been there for me.”
 
   “I’ll always be here for you, Adam.” She tightened her hold.
 
   How was he going to live without her? He couldn’t. He pulled her close. “Come with me, Laura. Come to New York.” His fingers moved up to frame her face. 
 
   Laura stopped moving. She traced the lines of anxiety around his mouth and shook her head regretfully. “I can’t leave, Adam. I don’t belong there.” She’d gone to New York a few times to meet with her agent and editor during writers’ conferences, but had hated the hustle, bustle, and traffic. There were too many people concerned only with themselves, and navigating the subway had been the scariest thing she’d ever done.
 
   “I can’t stay. I have a business to run,” Adam said, pain brightening his eyes. “I want you in my life, Laura. I need you.”
 
   “Then stay. Make this your home base. You can travel when you need to, but you belong here, in Angels Landing, Adam. Like me. This place is in our blood. You’ve never been able to see or believe it. But I see it in you. Angels Landing is home.” With her words, the spark in his eyes dimmed, bringing tears to her own eyes. 
 
   Adam wouldn’t stay because he couldn’t see through the pain and bitterness that clouded his own sight and heart. She wanted him to stay and fight his demons, wanted him to let her help him overcome the pain of his past, but the bleakness in his eyes told her he was ready to run.
 
   Adam pulled away and, in silence, they returned to the large suite. But to Laura, the magic had faded. The stroke of twelve was nearly upon them. When Adam led her into the bedroom, she knew time was up. 
 
   The night of loving was bittersweet and alternated between a desperate frenzy to slow and deliberate, as though each were storing up memories that would have to last a lifetime. In the morning, when Laura finally woke, she knew she was alone. She glanced around the bedroom, larger than two bedrooms in her house, and knew he’d walked back out of her life.
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   Laura stared at the empty lot where Adam had grown up. As he’d ordered, the house had been torn down. She’d been shocked when the realtor had given her the deed to the lot along with a simple note: Keep, sell, or give it away. 
 
   At first, she’d resented him for sticking her with this added responsibility. He had money and the arrogance that came with it. A snap of his fingers and presto, everyone jumped to do his bidding. Within a week, the house was gone. It had taken the realtor and her crew four days to deal with the furnishings then came the bulldozers. But now, she realized that anything to do with this house or lot was just too painful for Adam. Even with all the hate, he’d still had enough unfulfilled love inside to cry over what he’d never had but had desperately wanted as a boy. 
 
   She thought of their last night together and wanted to cry. He hadn’t just left her to return to his life—he’d run—not from her, but from his own desperate need to stay. He’d left a short note of apology. A simple, “I’m sorry.”
 
   She’d wanted to be angry with him for making her drive home by herself but she wasn’t. Not when she knew how much he was hurting. At least she had the comfort of a place she loved. The sea, along with time, would heal her wounds, but she’d never be the same.
 
   She blinked away the tears and forced her mind back to the lot before her. What was she going to do with it? She wanted a place where kids could go, kids like Adam who didn’t have anyone who cared where they went or that they did. Maybe something that emphasized writing and computers. That would be fitting for both her and Adam. Something to give kids hope for the future, as well as tutoring.
 
   She decided to instruct the realtor to sell the lot. She’d find an empty lot or unused building and, in Adam’s name, she’d build a tribute to the town’s bad boy turned billionaire.
 
   Knowing if she stayed she’d burst into tears, she got back into her truck and drove to her favorite lookout from the highway. She parked and walked over to the wall. A small cove lay below her. Kids ran and played. Out further, the ocean spilled onto the sand then crept back out to sea.
 
   “What am I going to do?” How long she just stood there, she didn’t know. She ignored the sound of a car that pulled in and the footsteps of some tourist who wanted to take pictures.
 
   “You look like hell, Laura.” Randy joined her. He leaned onto the wall
 
   Laura sighed then shrugged. “I’m fine. Just working too hard.”
 
   Randy tilted her chin up. “Liar. It’s him, isn’t it?”
 
   She gave another sigh, this one on the verge of morphing into a sob. “God, Randy, I can’t—”
 
   He drew her into his arms. “I’m sorry, Laura. I always knew he held your heart.”
 
   Grateful that they’d been able to remain friends, she said what had never been voiced. “I should never have married you, Randy. You deserved better.”
 
   “Nah, we deserved better. Neither of us got the person we wanted, so we fell into marriage. We each settled for second best.”
 
   Smiling sadly, she knew he’d hit the nail on the head. “Our fathers didn’t help. Mine told Adam when he called that you and I were engaged. Nearly six months before it happened.”
 
   Randy whistled. “Can’t blame my dad. Dyana was a lot like Adam. Out of here like a hare with a hound after it, determined to become a famous model.”
 
   Together they stared out into the sea.
 
   “How’d you know I was here?” She’d left the town proper more than thirty minutes ago.
 
   “Myra flagged me down. Said you weren’t looking good. The old gossip was actually worried about you. Figured you might head here before going home. Always came here when you were troubled.” He stared down at her. “You know I’m here for you. Marriage didn’t work out but we’re good friends.”
 
   “Yeah, we are. And thanks, Randy.”
 
   “You know, you should go to him.”
 
   He had no idea how much she wanted to go to Adam. “Leave Angels Landing and go to New York?” The thought scared her.
 
   “What’s more important? Where you live or with whom you share your life? If his life is there, then that’s where you should be. Go to him, Laura. Give yourself the chance to be happy.” He waved his arms. “All of this, and your home, will always be here for you if it doesn’t work out. But you won’t know unless you try.”
 
   Laura smiled weakly. “I know. And you’re right. Guess I just needed to hear someone tell me that.”
 
   Randy pulled her close. “I’ll miss you.”
 
   Turning, Laura cupped the side of his face. “Maybe you need to find Dyana. See what’s happening with her. Always figured you two, the head cheerleader and captain of the football team, would marry and have ten kids.”
 
   He stared out into the ocean. “That was my dream. Not hers.” He shrugged off the bleakness that came over him. “When are you leaving? I’ll keep an eye on your house.”
 
   Squaring her shoulders, she made her decision. “As soon as I can get packed. Can you take me to the airport? I’ll fly standby.”
 
   He lifted a brow then grinned. “Good girl. I wish you luck and happiness. I’ll pick you up after I’m done with my shift.” They walked back to their cars. He’d parked his patrol car beside her truck. 
 
   “Thanks Randy.” She thought about the pregnancy test lying on her bathroom counter. She’d need it.
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   Laura got out of the taxi and just stared at the tall apartment building where Adam lived. She was tired, scared, and totally overwhelmed by New York. She’d forgotten the true scope of so many people and cars crammed into so little space. And the buildings that nearly blotted out the sky and the lack of trees and grass and wide-open space! 
 
   She paid the cab driver, gathered her purse, suitcase and laptop travel bag. The door was opened by a doorman. You are so totally out of your element. She gave her name and waited while he rang up to Adam’s apartment and suddenly felt sick—which had nothing to do with morning sickness. 
 
   What if Adam refused to see her? What if he’d changed his mind?
 
   “You’re to go right up, Miss Ashley.” He crooked his finger and a young man hurried over. “Penthouse. Mr. Langston.” He tipped his hat to her.
 
   The lobby was richly appointed and filled with important looking men and women wearing designer suits. She couldn’t imagine how much these people paid to live here. Dressed in one of her business professional suits she wore to conferences, she didn’t totally stand out, but in her mind she felt a bit like orphan Annie among the glamour, the rich and probably famous.
 
   In the elevator, alone with the operator, she watched the floors light up. The man in uniform had informed her that Mr. Langston had a two-story apartment which included one corner of the Penthouse. Penthouse for god’s sake! She knew he was rich, but being here, seeing the physical proof of it, was overwhelming. She hugged her belly and hoped she was doing the right thing. The worst that could happened would be to learn that he didn’t want her, and that children had no place in his life.
 
   She tipped her chin up. It didn’t matter to her. Best case, he’d welcome her and want to share his life with her. And be a part of their child’s life. Worst case, she’d return home and raise their child. She already treasured the part of Adam she carried deep within her womb. She had no regrets.
 
   The elevator doors silently whooshed open. Even the elevators seemed expensive! She stepped out into a lavish hall with thick lush carpet, and walked to the far end then just stood at the door to Adam’s apartment. She was about to chicken out, maybe call him first, when the door opened and the most gorgeous woman stepped out. “You’re Laura?” Her gaze slid over her. 
 
   “I’m Tess.”
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   Laura wanted to turn tail and run. Adam’s ex-wife stood before her, in Adam’s apartment. She felt chilled. Had he gone back to her? He’d married her once on the re-bound, had he turned to her for comfort? One look at Tess, and Laura could see why he’d married her. She was tall, slender and drop-dead gorgeous. And she oozed the confidence of the wealthy and privileged.
 
   “Come in, Laura.” Tess said, stepping aside.
 
   Shit! Awkward! Laura glanced back at the elevator. “Maybe I should come back.” Or not. How stupid of her to come without calling. Finding Tess here was the last thing she’d expected.
 
   Tess’s eyes sparkled with humor. “Nonsense.” She reached out and pulled Laura inside then shut the door.  
 
   For a long moment, the two women eyed one another. Laura definitely felt like Orphan Annie next to Tess. “Um, is Adam here?” Her voice sounded rough and she had to clear her throat.
 
   “He’s upstairs. On the phone to my dad. He’ll be down in a minute. Set your things down and come in.”
 
   “I should’ve called. I don’t think he’s expecting me.”
 
   Tess laughed gaily. “No, I dare say not!”
 
   “I’m interrupting...” Good god, she didn’t want to think about what she was interrupting.
 
   Tess rolled her eyes and, when she spoke, her voice was gentle. “Laura, I’m his ex. We’re friends and business partners. Nothing more.”
 
   Relief poured through Laura as she followed Tess into a large room. She fought to keep tears at bay. She hated being so weepy. Her gaze took in the wall of windows, the dark furniture that made the room seem warm and welcoming, and the recessed lighting. A curving staircase led upstairs. She frowned when she spotted two large suitcases near the foot of the stairs. Her heart dropped to her toes. 
 
   “He’s leaving?” She hadn’t considered that Adam might not be in town when she decided last minute to drop everything and go to New York. She knew he traveled, but hadn’t thought that he might be off on a trip.
 
   Tess picked up a manila folder from a side table and scooped her coat off a chair. “Don’t worry. I think he can cancel this trip.” Her eyes glinted with laughter and a bit of mischief. “Tell him when he comes down that I’ve cancelled his flight.”
 
   “Oh, don’t do that! I should go.” She didn’t want to ruin whatever plans Adam had made.
 
   “Stay, Laura.” Tess gave her a hug, then stepped back, serious. “I’m glad you came. He needs you.”
 
   Laura didn’t have time to utter another word before Tess was out the door. She had to admit to being relieved that the woman was gone, that she’d felt a bit jealous when she saw how beautiful his first wife was. But she still felt awkward. She glanced up the stairs and frowned, wishing she’d had Tess let Adam know she was there.
 
   She wandered around the living room, looking and touching. There was nothing of the boy she’d known here. Except for a wall of books. She smiled. Adam had been a voracious reader. He’d read anything and everything. She giggled. Including her romance novels. Her giggle nearly turned to a sob when she spotted every single book of hers on a shelf, all by themselves, as though they held a place of honor. 
 
   Tears nearly fell as she realized that he’d bought every one of her books! She pulled one down. It looked well read. She sniffed back the tears and resumed her perusal of his books. She recognized many of Adam’s favorite authors, and then spotted one of her favorite mystery authors, A. Nagel. She ran her finger along the shiny hardcover spines then pulled her favorite title off the shelf. It looked new. Brand new, as though Adam had never read it.
 
   She frowned and checked the others. All the same. None of the spines had been cracked, yet all the other fiction books were obviously “keepers” and had been read and reread. She shrugged, put the book back, and made her way to the stairs. She could hear him. Should she call out? No, she didn’t want to interrupt his call. 
 
   Liar. She was afraid of his reaction, so she explored, moving into the brightly lit kitchen. On the floor, she spotted several boxes. One sat on a chair, opened, and, on the table, she spotted the newest mystery from Nagel. 
 
   “This isn’t out yet? How’d he get a copy? She’d preordered it and it wasn’t due to ship for another few weeks. She was envious! He must really have connections. Maybe he’d let her read it. She set it down, and, curious to know what was in the boxes that were all of the same size, she pulled back the flap of the opened box. Her jaw dropped. More books. She pulled the top books out. All by Nagel.
 
   “Oh my god,” she whispered. She picked up the book on the table, going to the author’s picture on the back of the jacket. The author, as in all his pictures, wore black, including a Stetson and shades. It was hard to see what he truly looked like. He was a bit of a mystery himself, even in the writing world, where authors more often knew who wrote under which names. But not Nagel. He never attended book signings or conferences.
 
   Once glance at the labels on the other boxes told her that the contents were going to be the same in each. Laura leaned against the table in shock. Her Adam was none other than A. Nagel. No wonder his writing style and voice seemed so familiar. And so comforting. 
 
   “Why didn’t he tell me?” She narrowed her eyes, picked up the book and headed upstairs.
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   Adam stared at his computer screen while his father-in-law droned on. Since returning to New York, he’d thrown himself into his work. He couldn’t sleep, didn’t want to eat and, hell, truth to tell, he’d even lost his desire for work, for making more money. He clicked his mouse and opened up another document to reread what he’d written at three in the morning.
 
   Raw emotion poured off the page. He sighed. His detective had just lost the woman he loved to a murderous villain. Unsurprisingly, the character’s emotions mirrored his own. How could they not? He’d lost his woman, not to murder, but to fear. His fear.
 
   He leaned back. Laura was right. The town he’d grown up hating was in his blood. The sea was wild and unpredictable and it ran like blood in his veins. It hadn’t taken but a week to realize that, while he lived in New York, New York wasn’t home. It was simply the place that he’d run to as a boy with a few bucks in his pocket and morphed into a man with billions.
 
   “Bill, listen, there’s something I need to talk to you about.” He didn’t want to be rude to the man who had taken him under his wing and mentored him, but he didn’t have time to listen to the man’s blow-by-blow account of his golf game.
 
   Bill Campbell was the father he’d never had. The man had been thrilled when Adam married his daughter and, though he and Tess were now divorced, they were still family.
 
   “Worried about this takeover we’re working on.”
 
   Adam raised a brow. “We? You’re retired.”
 
   “Bah! Doesn’t mean I don’t keep a finger in the pie.” He paused. “Been meaning to talk to you about this project. Heard you’re going soft, Son. Where’s the shark? Where’s the ruthless man I groomed to take over? You losing your touch?” 
 
   “You worry too much, Bill. Everything is proceeding as planned.” Only to himself did he admit that he’d lost his heart for the game. Before Laura, the game had been everything. The prize at the end hadn’t mattered. What gave him the thrill was the hunt followed by the kill.
 
   For the next thirty minutes, he listened as Bill outlined what he wanted Adam to do. He made non-committal noises. He’d follow his own plan of attack, but respect for the man kept him listening. He glanced at his watch. Time was ticking by. He needed to leave. 
 
   Without warning, Bill yelled into the phone. “Dammit, stop humoring me!”
 
   Adam, with emotions too close to the surface, stood. His father-in-law had a reputation for making junior execs piss their pants when he went into one of his rants, but Adam had never been afraid of the man. And he wasn’t afraid now. 
 
   “Stop telling me my job. I know what I’m doing.” His voice dropped. “Unless you want to take it back and do it yourself.”
 
   There was a long pause. “Now, Son, you know I’m just worried. You haven’t been the same since you got back. I know you, Adam. Your heart’s not into this takeover. Can you deny that truth?”
 
   “Doesn’t matter. The job will be done. The end result will be what you and the rest of the board wants.”
 
   “And the next one? You’ve got to get back in the game, Adam.”
 
   Sighing, Adam ran his hands through his hair. “Maybe I’m tired of the game.” What he wanted was the peace and quiet of the seaside life. And to share that life with Laura.
 
   “You’re tired of making millions?” Bill’s voice held disbelief. 
 
   Making money was just part of the game, something he’d discovered he was good at it. Very good. “Money isn’t everything, Bill.”
 
   “Opens a lot of doors, Son.”
 
   At a cost, he thought, and he wasn’t sure he wanted to pay the price. Not if it cost him Laura. 
 
   “Bill, you should hear it from me, but I’m letting my new partner and the new CEO handle the negotiations.” At the admission, Adam felt as though a slab of lead had been lifted from him. He felt wonderfully free. 
 
   The phone went silent. When Bill spoke, it was in a withering tone. “You’re giving up control? You can’t do this.”
 
   “I can.” He held controlling interests in the firm and could do what he wanted with his share. “Before you burst a blood vessel, let me tell you that I’ve made Tess my partner. She now owns controlling interests in the company and will be at the helm starting today.”
 
   “What?”
 
   Adam took a deep breath. “She’s good, Bill. You know that. I know you always felt that the CEO should be a man, that people wouldn’t respect or listen to a woman, but she’s not your daughter for nothing. She’s respected, and when she goes on the rampage, everyone runs. No one will mess with her. Not if they want their job, anyway.”
 
   “Why in god’s name—”
 
   Adam cut him off. “Together, we still control. She’ll have my help and my backing.”
 
   “What about you? What are you going to do?”
 
   Adam grinned. “I’m going home. 
 
   “Be easier to bring your woman here, don’t you think? Don’t get me wrong. Not a day goes by that I don’t miss Tess’s mother, but to give up everything you worked for? You’re not thinking clearly, Son.”
 
   “No, Bill. For the first time since I left, I’m thinking clearly.” He stood, grabbed his jacket, and shrugged into it. “Everything I’ve become since coming to New York is because of you. I can’t ever repay that. I’ll earn my share, but I can’t run everything from Angels Landing. But Tess can. I’ll talk more later, Bill. Got a flight to catch.” He was going home!
 
   He hung up, went to the door of his study, and then yelled out, “Hey, Tess, just told your dad the news. He’s gonna be calling.”
 
   “Tess left.”
 
   Adam froze when he saw Laura step onto the landing. He actually pinched the bridge of his nose and blinked, sure that he was seeing only what he wanted to see. But she didn’t fade away—she was standing there, the most beautiful sight in the entire world.
 
   “What are you doing here?” Hell, did he care? She was here, where he desperately needed her to be. He held out his arms.
 
   She ran to him, throwing herself into his embrace. “I had to come.”
 
   He breathed in her scent, running his hands down her back. “I’m so glad.” He found her mouth and kissed her. 
 
   “Adam, I should’ve called. I saw your suitcases. You’re going on a trip.” She tipped her head back to allow him to trail kisses down her throat.
 
   “Not anymore.”
 
   “I feel guilty,” she said. “You’re a busy man.” 
 
   “Don’t.” He lifted his head and grinned. “I was going home. I was going back to Angels Landing. To you.” He watched the joy light up her eyes.
 
   “Really?” 
 
   His hands cupped her face. “Yes, really.”
 
   “Adam! We nearly missed each other! I showed up at the airport on standby and was lucky to get on a flight out here.”
 
   He laughed. “Fate is on our side, Angel.” He bent his head and kissed her again. “I love you, Laura.”
 
   “I love you, too, Adam.” She pulled back slightly. “We have to talk.”
 
   He lifted a brow at the book she held clutched to her chest. “Uh-oh, you found me out.”
 
   “Huh?” She glanced at the book. “Oh, yeah, I did. Why didn’t you tell me? I love your books. I have every single one!”
 
   “I wanted to, almost did, but I was afraid if I told you, I’d never be able to write again.”
 
   She nodded as though she understood. “It’s always been your escape.” She tilted her head to one side. “I should have known. Every time I read one of your books, I thought of you, and all those hours we spent killing off people in the name of plotting. But why A. Nagel and not your own name?”
 
   He grinned. “Might not be taken seriously in corporate America if everyone knew I wrote. I decided to use my first initial. The last name is an anagram, something that reminds me of you every time I see it.”
 
   Laura frowned and studied the name. Nagel. Then she grinned, ridiculously pleased.
 
   “Angel!”
 
   “My angel. If not for you, I’d never have discovered the joy of writing. Writing is what truly stopped me from going bad. As you said, it was my escape. My haven. As you were.”
 
   He took the book from her and dropped it onto the floor then scooped her up into his arms. “We can talk about my books, and yours, later. Right now, I have something else in mind. 
 
   “We haven’t talked—”
 
   “We can talk later. Much later.”
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   Laura decided he was right. They would talk later. And what would be, would be. Right now, she needed to feel Adam’s arms around her, and, with his lips on hers, her mind gave way to the need stirring in her body. By the time he shoved his way into his bedroom, all she could think of was showing Adam how much she loved him, and being loved by him.
 
   He set her on her feet. She kicked off her flats and he toed off his shoes. For a long moment, they each stared hungrily. Laura reached out and loosened his tie then removed it. “I want to undress you, Adam.”
 
   “Let’s undress each other. Slowly.” He removed the silk scarf around her neck. 
 
   Laura slipped her hands inside his suit jacket and ran her palms over his broad, muscled chest. When she reached his shoulders, she pushed the tailored and expensive jacket down his arms. It fell to the thick carpet.
 
   Holding her gaze, Adam mirrored her movements. His hands went around her waist then moved up, his thumbs grazing the swell of her breasts, his fingers reading her curves like a blind man reading braille. For just an instant, his palms cupped each swollen and sensitive breast. She sucked in her breath. Then he continued up, across her collarbone, over her shoulders, then down her arms, pushing her suit jacket down her arms. It puddled on the floor. He bent his head and kissed her briefly. “Your move.”
 
   Her heart was already pounding and anticipation arrowed down into her center. Her panties were damp. She pulled his shirt, a rich coppery-orange, out of his pants then, starting at the top, she unbuttoned one button, then another, her fingers grazing his warm skin. She heard his sharp intake of air, and felt the beat of his heart and the heat of his skin. She pushed the shirt off his shoulders. His cuffs prevented it from falling. She walked behind him and pulled it down, bringing his hands behind his back.
 
   Grinning, she returned to face him. Her fingers traced small circles across his chest. He sucked in another breath then groaned when she licked each taut nipple, taking him into her mouth, suckling the small, flat disks. She flicked her tongue over his hard nubs then followed the arrow of dark hair down his belly.
 
   His belly sucked in when her tongue licked the indent in his flat stomach. She stopped at the waist of his slacks, moved up and kissed him, holding his head to hers, slipping her tongue into his mouth and stroking and teasing. Then she pulled back, walked behind him, and freed his hands. “Top that,” she whispered as she returned to her place before him.
 
   “Oh Angel, you want to play, we’ll play.” His gaze was hot, the green of his eyes smoky.
 
   God, she wanted to play. She was giddy with anticipation. She just smiled. And licked her lips slowly. 
 
   Adam leaned forward and caught the tip of her tongue gently between his teeth. He growled, kissed her hard then stepped back to flick open one button of her blouse. “You’re going to count each button and that is how many times I want to hear you scream my name, Angel. I won’t let you come until I hear my name.” He held her gaze and waited. 
 
   Laura’s mouth went dry. Damn! There was no way this bout of loving was going to be hard and fast. “One.”
 
   His fingers flipped open two more. “Two. Three.” She shivered as his fingers stroked her skin as he fiddled with the next button. His head lowered, starting at her throat and moving down. Another button was released. “Four.” She gasped as his tongue blazed a path downward. “Five-Six!” her voice ended in a high squeak when his fingers lightly tweaked each nipple. Her clit throbbed with need and her knees went weak.
 
   He got down onto his knees. “Seven!” His tongue found her belly and was swirling in her indent. His hands spanned her waist, holding her. Her hips jerked when he continued down over the gentle swell of her belly, over the hidden life growing inside her.
 
   He stood, moved behind her, and pulled her blouse down. He planted kisses at the back of her neck and along each shoulder. He nipped her lightly, bringing a moan and a cry to her lips. He knew just where and how to touch her. He nuzzled the soft hollow of her neck. “How many times, Angel?” her blouse floated to the floor.
 
   “Seven,” she gasped, her body on fire. 
 
   Grinning wickedly, he moved to stand in front of her.
 
   Laura unbuckled his belt. “Shall we see how many loops are on your belt and then what I can make you do? Her fingers plucked each loop as she counted. “Seven. Hmm.” She pulled the belt from their loops then wrapped it around him, letting it drop to his ass in the back. She pulled each end back and forth, caressing his ass.
 
   His breathing was definitely coming in shallow gasps, and when the backs of her fingers brushed over his bulge, he sucked in his belly. She laughed softly. “Seven positions before you come.” His moan was music to her ears.
 
   “You’re playing with fire, Angel.”
 
   She dropped the belt and resumed her place, pleased to see the heat in his eyes. 
 
   His hands went immediately to her lacy bra, his fingers dipping beneath the lace. He unfastened the front clasp. She spilled out into his awaiting palms. “So soft and swollen. Ready for me.” He lowered his head, his lips and tongue suckling first one, then the other.
 
   Laura had to hold on. She was so sensitive, she cried out.
 
   “I love your breasts Laura. You’re going to ride me so I can watch them and touch them.” He lifted his head. “That will be the last position. You will fuck me.” He pulled her hard against him, kissed her long and deep before lifting his head.
 
   “Are you wet? Are you aching for me?”
 
   Breathing hard, Laura rubbed against him. “Yes. My panties are soaked. Are you hard and throbbing Adam?”
 
   He groaned. Taking her hand, he placed her palm on his bulge. “Why don’t you find out?”
 
   Laura didn’t want to tease or play. She wanted his cock inside her, but she also knew that when they finally came together, it would be explosive. So she ran her fingers beneath his waistband and grinned when she brushed against the tip of his cock. He was standing straight up. “Oh, I think you might be hard, Adam.”
 
   Slowly, holding his gaze with hers, she opened his fly and slid her hands inside, but instead of freeing his cock, she dug her fingers into his ass. “Next round to free your cock. I’ll bet you’re leaking for me and want me to lick it off.”
 
   With a growl, Adam made quick work of freeing her pants and shoving them down, pulling them from her feet. He cupped her ass, and then slid a hand between her legs. “Ah, so wet, my beautiful, Laura.” He licked his finger. “I’m going to lick your sweet pussy juice. I’m going to bury my head between your legs and lick and suck until you scream my name and come. That is position and scream number one.”
 
   Shaking with need, Laura reached into his shorts and pulled his cock out. He stood at proud attention. And throbbed. Spotting the tiny dewdrop about to fall, she got down onto her knees and licked. She didn’t stop. Using her hands, her fingers and her tongue, she explored every inch of his cock until his cry and his hands stopped her.
 
   “No cheating,” he gasped, stepping out of his pants and shorts. A wicked gleam entered his eyes. “One last bit of clothing and the game begins.” He turned her around. “Are you ready?”
 
   “Yes.” More than ready. She needed this man and the way he made her feel. She’d never get enough. When his fingers dug into her ass cheeks, she drew in a deep breath. His hands slid forward and down, coming to rest with his palms on the inside of her thighs. He caressed the soft flesh until she shifted restlessly, then he teased her wet entrance.
 
   Laura groaned, and then bit back a scream when his fingers parted her lips. Two fingers of one hand formed a V and moved up and over her clit without actually touching her then back down into her slit, trapping her clit in the V. One finger of his other hand slipped into her entrance, tracing the wetness but not entering fully. Bucking her hips, wanting more, she whimpered. 
 
   “Tell me you want more. Let me hear my name, Laura.” His fingers continued to tease and taunt.
 
   Laura felt the hardness of his cock against her ass. All she had to do was lean forward and invite him in but that wasn’t position number one. “Adam,” she cried.
 
   “Not good enough, Angel.” His fingers stroked and teased. She bit her lip, determined not to give in. She wanted this to last forever.
 
   As though he knew what she was doing, the V of his fingers squeezed together.
 
   “Adam!” The scream was torn from her throat. Then she could only gasp as his fingers slid into her.
 
   “So hot, so sweet. So ready.” He flipped her around and with a gentle nudge, pushing her down onto the bed. He pulled her legs forward so her ass was even with the edge of the bed then dropped to his knees and planted her feet on his shoulders. 
 
   There was no sweet teasing. His tongue went to work on her clit while his finger fucked her, finding her sensitive spot. Laura was near her peak when he pulled his fingers out. His tongue darted inside then licked her juices, inside and out. Her hands were clenched the edge of the bed and her feet pushed against Adam, her hips leaving the bed.
 
   He pressed her hips back onto the bed. “Watch me, Laura. I want your eyes on me when I make you come.” He slid two fingers back inside.
 
   Laura stared at Adam. His gaze was intense as he fucked her with his fingers and stroked her clit with his thumb. She circled her hips. “Adam,” she panted, moving her head side to side. 
 
   “Come, Angel. Let me taste you.”
 
   The pressure was building, building. Her hips jerked and circled, seeking release. And his eyes, filled with love and desire, watched. Each breath was a gasp as sensations clawed inside her. His thumb applied more pressure, more speed, coaxing her clit to grow and swell. His fingers slid in and out, harder and faster, stroking, stroking.
 
   “A—Adam!” She screamed his name, clutched the bed, and burst apart. Another scream tore from her throat when she felt his mouth on her, drinking her, licking her, sucking her. He didn’t stop until the trembling slowed and the spasms stopped.
 
   Then his mouth was on hers. She smelled her own musky scent, tasted herself. She wrapped her legs around him, urging him inside her. He pulled back. “That was one,” he murmured. Standing, he pulled her to her feet.
 
   She groaned. Why had she said he had to use seven positions? Her idea of torturing him was torture for her as well! 
 
   “Hold onto the post.” 
 
   She grabbed hold, let him bend her over and spread her feet. Then he slid into her wet, still throbbing, and pulsing pussy. Each stroke was a slow tease. In as far as he could, and then out. In just a bit, then out. He varied the depths but kept it steady. His fingers teased her clit with the same, steady slowness until she screamed his name. “I’m going to come, Adam!”
 
   He stopped touching her clit but not his thrusts. “No. You can’t come until you fuck me. We come together.”
 
   She choked back her cry. “I don’t know if I can wait.”
 
   He chuckled in her ear. “Yeah, you can. This was your idea, Angel.” He pulled out, sat on the bed, and pulled her back down onto him, her back to his chest.
 
   Gasping as he was so deep, she lifted and dropped, taking him as deep as she could, shivering as he kissed and licked the back of her neck. He gave her a tender nip then pulled her back until they were lying flat, him on the bed, her on him. He opened his knees and brought them up, spreading hers. As he lazily speared her, he kissed the side of her neck, nibbling on her ear lobe. “I love you, Laura.”
 
   “I love you, Adam. This might just do us both in.”
 
   “Yeah, what a way to go, though. Hang on.” He rolled to his side, lifted one of her leg, and draped it over his hip as he began stroking with both cock and finger. “Number five. You owe me another scream.” He bit her on the neck.
 
   Shivering, Laura felt herself climbing once again as need took over. Instead of slow, steady thrusts, he pounded into her, forcing her to make that climb. She bit back the scream. She could just come. Wanted to come. Needed to come. But Adam knew her body well. He licked her ear, his breath hot as he ordered, “No cheating. Scream my name and I’ll stop.”
 
   “Don’t want you to stop,” Laura panted, throwing her hand back to grasp his thigh, her nails digging in.
 
   She was about to let herself fly when he bit her neck and pulled out. “Adam!”
 
   He flipped her over, pushed her legs up and out, and dove back inside her. Over and over he thrust and plunged. Laura met each thrust. She watched him, saw the pain of need on this face, the sheen of sweat that said he was close. The muscles of his arms bulged, the veins standing out as he fought for control.
 
   Sure that he was going to send them over the edge, Laura kept pace. He moaned her name over and over. “God, Adam, now. Please, now!”
 
   He fell on top of her, his hands framing her face. “Soon.” He kissed her.
 
   Kissing him, feeling him throbbing inside her, Laura gasped and fought for breath. Her hips ground against his but he didn’t move. Finally, he lifted his head. “Ready for the finale?”
 
   “God yes.” 
 
   He smiled, love pouring off him. “Then fuck me, dear, sweet Laura. Fuck the life out of me.” He rolled them over.
 
   Hands on his chest, Laura positioned her knees on either side of him, lifted herself up until only his swollen head was inside her pussy. Then she slid down over him, taking him deep. “Like this?” over and over, she teased him as he’d teased her.
 
   “Minx.” His hands lifted to her dangling breasts. He cupped them and held them, his fingers tightening every time she came down on him. He moaned.
 
   She increased her pace, rocking her hips, stroking herself with his magnificent cock, feeling the pull to her throbbing clit when she leaned forward to kiss him. With him gripped inside, she rotated her hips, giving her clit the attention it craved.
 
   Beneath her, he panted. “God, Laura. Baby. Angel. You’re killing me.” He arched his back and thrust hard. Lifting up and rocking back, Laura set a fast pace. “I love your cock,” she whispered, watching his eyes close. He threw his head back, each breath a loud gasp. Harder, faster, she wanted to drive him up and over.
 
   “Laura!” His hoarse cry filled her ears, then he went stiff, his hips thrusting, his hands gripping her hips.
 
   Laura clenched her muscles around him and let herself join him. She cried out his name, over and over. Then just melted over him, completely spent.
 
   How long Laura lay draped over Adam, she had no idea. “You breathing down there?” she finally asked when he didn’t move. His breathing was calm and deep.
 
   “Maybe.”
 
   She giggled. “You know, we’re liable to fuck ourselves right into an early grave.”
 
   “Yeah, can you think of a better way to go?” Adam shifted them over so he was on top. He brushed the hair from her face then cupped her head between his hands.
 
   “I was coming back, Angel. I couldn’t stay away. You were right.” Adam rolled over onto his side, pulling her with him so they faced each other. “I ran. I’m so sorry.”
 
   Laura cut him off with a finger to his lips. “It doesn’t matter. Past is past. Just knowing that you were coming back means everything to me.” She ran a finger across his full bottom lip.
 
   Holding her hand, he kissed her fingers, then her palm. His lips lingered on the tender skin of her inner wrist. “I should explain about Tess.”
 
   “No. She made it clear that she is your ex and I had nothing to fear from her.”
 
   “Someday I’ll tell you about her. And me. Right now, all that matters is you. But you should know that, starting tomorrow, I may not be quite as rich as I am right now. I gave her some of my shares in the company, making her the major shareholder and the CEO. Do you want to know why?”
 
   “You know that doesn’t matter to me.”
 
   “Yeah, but it matters to me. I did it because I can run most of my other businesses from Angels Landing because I have good people in place. This business was the only one where I was the CEO. I gave that title to Tess so I could go home.”
 
   He played with her hair, running the silky strands between his fingers. “Laura, I’m going home. To our home, I hope. If you’ll have me, that is.”
 
   Laura wrapped her arms around his neck. “Yes.” She felt as though she was going to burst with happiness. She pulled back. “Are you sure, Adam? Life there is so different, and my house isn’t nearly so fancy, though we can fix it, make it ours.”
 
   “It’s already is ours. It’s the only home I ever knew.”
 
   Laura took a deep breath and reached up to cup the side of his face. Nervous, her fingers traced the line of his jaw. One last hurdle. “There one more thing, something we never talked about.” Tears filled her eyes. “Children. Adam, I’m pregnant.”
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   A baby. His and Laura’s. Adam grinned like a fool. “I know.” He lowered his head and kissed her.
 
   Laura broke the kiss, stared up into his sappy smile and frowned. “How can you possibly know?”
 
   “Angel, I know you. I know every inch of your body.” He rolled them again and pushed her up so she sat on him. His fingers skimmed over her cheeks. “You’ve lost weight here—your face is just a bit thinner. I’m guessing partly what I’ve done to you and morning sickness?”
 
   She nodded. His hands slid down her shoulders. “And here. A bit more bone sticking out. We’ll have to see about putting that weight back on.” His palms cupped her swollen and sensitive breasts. “But here, you’re bigger. Fuller, and a lot more sensitive. I knew the minute I felt your breasts.” He leaned forward and ran his tongue around each nipple, grinning when she drew in a sharp breath of air.
 
   “Yep, more sensitive.”
 
   His hand slid down. “Even here, there’s just the tiniest swell, more of a firmness.
 
   Adam saw the tears in her eyes. “You’re right. We never talked about children. Do you want this child?” He wasn’t sure what he’d do if she wasn’t happy. “Is this the only reason you came to New York?” Not that he’d hold it against her. It would have served him right had she stayed away and not told him, but he knew Laura could never have withheld that information.
 
   “I was going to come, no matter what. I didn’t realize that at first but I know I would’ve.” 
 
   “Are you happy, Angel?” 
 
   “Oh Adam, I’m so happy, I could cry.” And she burst into tears. 
 
   Adam gathered her close. “I’m happy too, Angel. I feel like I’ve come full circle. I’m going home, and our child will know that he or she is loved and wanted.” This time, Adam made love to her slowly, being gentle and tender, letting her know with his touch just how overjoyed he was. 
 
   After, they showered and he led her downstairs to the kitchen, where he fixed them a snack of cheese and crackers. He wanted to fill out the slight gauntness to her face. 
 
   Laura was glancing around. “Are you going to keep your place here? I think you should.”
 
   “Yes. I’ll have to travel, probably a lot to begin with Laura. I hope you’ll come with me.”
 
   “Yeah, New York isn’t so scary with you at my side.”
 
   He grinned. After eating, they went into the living room. Adam lit the gas fireplace. On his way back to the couch, he picked up a box and set it onto the table. Then sat beside her. “The realtor found this in my grandmother’s house and sent it on.”
 
   “It’s pretty.”
 
   He stared at the delicate floral print box with butterflies and birds. With its domed lid, it looked like a treasure box. “Not exactly something I pictured my grandmother buying.
 
   Snuggled next to him, Laura asked, “What’s in it?”
 
   “Open it. See for yourself. Key in a pocket on the backside.”
 
   Hearing the edge to his voice, Laura swung her feet over the edge of the couch and leaned forward. She found the tiny key and opened the lid. Inside, nestled on satin, were two columns of letters, each section loosely tied by a ribbon. One pink, one blue. She reached in and touched the first letter on the left, pushing it back enough so she could see the writing on the envelope. Her jaw dropped.
 
   It was a letter that she had written and sent to Adam. She quickly flipped though that column. All the letters were from her, unopened, and tied loosely with a pink bow. A check of the second column revealed letters from Adam to her. She glanced back at Adam. “Our letters!” Adam’s features were tight, his expression dark and unreadable. She turned her attention back to the box.
 
   Closer inspection showed that the satin lining had been added. With a bit of padding as well. She leaned forward and sniffed. Lavender and roses? With a bit of probing, she found several sachets and a handful of lose petals and tiny purple flowers. She frowned as she took in the entire package then turned sideways on the couch, pulled her feet beneath her. “Do you know what that means, Adam?”
 
   “Yeah, her way of poking at us from the grave.”
 
   Laura shook her head. “No. She was sorry. This was her way of telling us that she was sorry for what she’d done.”
 
   “Come on, Laura. That’s not likely. Or possible. She went out of her way to make my life hell and keep us apart—keep me from returning to Angels Landing.”
 
   “That’s true. But sometime after you left, she had a change of heart.” At his scoff of disbelief, she held up her hand. “Look, first, she kept all our letters.”
 
   “Probably forgot about them or was afraid to toss them, though if she’d been smart, she’d have burned them.”
 
   “Open your mind, Adam. Don’t let your bitterness blind you. This box says that she treasured our letters. She could have stuffed them in a plain cardboard box and just forgotten them. Probably had for a while. Or, as you said, burned them. But somewhere along the line, she had a change of heart. She paid money for a pretty, papered box and she spent time to line it with satin. She even padded it. This is a work of love.” 
 
   Laura set the box between them. “She put time and love into this box. Even added scent. All of our letters are arranged in two neat columns and I’ll bet they’re arranged by date.” She fingered the pink ribbon tied loosely around her envelopes then the blue ribbon that hugged Adam’s letters. “She went to a lot of trouble—almost as though she’d gift wrapped them for you. She wanted you to know, Adam. She wanted you to have these.”
 
   “Yet she didn’t touch a dime I sent her. She lived in poverty, with her house nearly falling apart on her.”
 
   Laura smiled softly, seeing and hearing the hurt in his eyes and voice. She set the box back on the table and cuddled Adam close. “Guilt. She felt guilty for what she’d done. She was sorry, but didn’t know how to make it up to you. And maybe a bit afraid that if she reached out, you’d reject her as she’d rejected you.”
 
   Adam bowed his head. “What a waste,” he murmured. “What a damn, fucking waste.”
 
   Relieved that there wasn’t any bitterness in his voice, Laura thought maybe, at long last, he could finally let go of the past and, with her and their child, concentrate on their future.
 
   “What’re you going to do with them?” Part of her wanted to read what Adam had written, but the letters were written by two people long ago. Neither of them were those people anymore.
 
   “I want to read what you wrote, but maybe not yet.” He reached out, closed the box, and locked it. The key was put into a tiny envelope and and slid into the small, plastic pocket glued to the back of the box. Standing, he carried it to his shelf. After removing a decorative vase that probably cost more than what she earned on one book, he put the box on the shelf then returned to her. Together, they stared at the box now on proud display. “Maybe when we’ve been married for twenty years.”
 
   Laura chuckled. “I agree.” She glanced up at him. “Does this mean we’re getting married?”
 
   “Do you have any doubt of that?”
 
   Sighing, Laura smiled. “No doubts at all.” They’d both come home.
 
   “There’s something you have to do for me Adam.”
 
   Adam pulled her across his lap and just held her. “Anything, Angel.”
 
   Laura grinned. “You have to sign all my A. Nagel books.”
 
   Laughing, Adam shook his head. “Only if you sign all my Laura Ashley’s.”
 
   “Deal.”
 
   The deal was sealed with a long, leisurely kiss.
 
   THE END
 
   *
 
   Popular writer Lucia Jordan is proud to release Four Series Collection Volume 5 containing four of her Bestselling Series.
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   Flirting With Desire:
 
   Hanna’s life should have been perfect. She had a boyfriend she adored, a wonderful job and few worries. Oh, except the fact that she’d just been promoted to work for the worst boss in corporate history. Damian Rush. Damian was a man who liked control. Hanna knew from the first day that they would never get along. And as for the sparks that flew each time she saw him, she chose to ignore the signs. She had a man in her life and she’d like to keep him. Even the strange thrills her commanding, magnetic and totally hateful boss brought coursing through her body would not overcome her. She was stronger than her deepest, heated desires. Or was she?
 
    
 
   Possessing Me:
 
   When Taylor Heaton, a supermarket assistant, went to her first day of work, she wasn’t expecting any surprises, just a paycheck. But a messy accident with a mysterious customer leaves her reeling. He neither acknowledges her, nor her flustered apology, and instead surveys her like an object for sale. She is affronted, but before her senses recover to form a scathing retort, he disappears. The next morning he returns to offend her again, urging her to follow him around like a personal assistant. But Taylor is oblivious to the fact that Michael White is testing her boundaries, unabashedly judging her submissive aptitude for his dominant needs.
 
    
 
   Learning To Love:
 
   After his girlfriend of six years publicly rejects his marriage proposal, Marc is hurt and pissed off. All he wants to do is get away, but he hadn’t planned for the blizzard that causes him to go off the road. Forced to walk a mile in the blinding snow, he happens upon a bed and breakfast owned and operated by Alyson – the girl from college he always used to fantasize about. Alyson vaguely remembers Marc, but definitely not as clearly as he remembers her. But as they begin to talk, things heat up and Alyson finds herself naked and orgasming beneath him. It’s glorious, but when it’s over, the reality of what she has done comes crashing down around her. She’d sworn to stay true to her fiancé, Greg, who had died while serving his country. But she hadn’t, and the guilt is consuming her.
 
    
 
   Trusting His Heart:
 
   Becky is still devastated over the loss of her husband and best friend, Edward. A year has passed and it becomes essential for her to find a job that will allow her to support her and their young daughter, Tessa. When she lands a job for one of the most prestigious magazines in town, Becky rejoices in her extremely good fortune and strives to embrace her new life as a single parent. But a surprising blast from her past appears, throwing things out of focus, and shedding some much needed light on many details that until now had completely escaped her notice. But can Becky handle the angles and turns that come with life through a lens.
 
   CLICK HERE to get your copy of the COMPLETE COLLECTION
 
    
 
   Volume 5 is a seriously hot and provocative collection by Lucia Jordan, written in her signature style of passion, searing depictions and high emotion.
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