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​Sexy Teaser
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His invitation got Moyowa’s pulse quickening and her heart leaping. In fact, molten heat scorched her cleavage, stirring her nipples to hard crests. 

“Why should I believe you, Gavin? You’ve got it all. Power. Money. Sexy–”

Chuckling, he ran his thumb along her forearm. 

“Without you none of that means anything...”

A strong shudder coursed through her cleavage and it drove through her body with savage speed. She took in a deep breath, blinked and stared up at him.

Moved by his own craving, Gavin tipped his head so his lips were a hair’s breadth from hers. While she whimpered softly, he sneaked one had behind her neck and grazed his lips across hers in a smash-and-tease rhythm. 

“The tattoos along your right arm already gets my heart doing fast turns.”

“Touch me.”

“That’s not enough. I want a guy who would fight for my love.”

“Who says I’m not?”

While she toyed with the gold pendant snuggling in the slight valley between her tits, he brushed her bare cleavage with his gaze. Wondering if she wore one of those strapless bras that hugged her tits like a cup, his pulse recalculated to a hundred.

“You know there can’t be anything between us.”

“Start practising telling me the truth, Moyo.”

“What are you doing Gav–?” 

“I want the simple truth.”

“What truth?”

He plunged his tongue past her teeth and inside the juicy tenderness of her mouth, searching...

Not a Fling
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Add my Books on Goodreads:

Stella Eromonsere-Ajanaku

Facebook: Flirty & Feisty Romance Novels

TikTok: @authorstella

Instagram: @stellaajanaku

Blog: Flirty & Feisty Romance Blog

Twitter: @StellaEA

Pinterest: Stella Eromonsere-Ajanaku

Find my Dating/Relationship tips on TikTok:

@dearstellatv

Instagram: @dearstellatv

YouTube: DearStellaTV

Find me & my hubby on YouTube: GLTVchat

For fun, find me & my hubby here: GunnersLoversTV

Add my Book Merch to your collection.

Sign up for Stella’s Newsletter if you want to read, After-The-Altar stories of her books, characters juicy dairies, or get a sneak peek into scenes from her upcoming books.
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Another book is published. Praise the Lord!

I will give thanks to the Lord and glorify Him with thanksgiving because of his righteousness and for his love for me, my family and for the world.

Praise the Lord with me by singing the Worship song by Stuart Townend;

The Lord’s my shepherd, I’ll not want;

Now unto him that is able to keep you from falling, and to present you faultless before the presence of his glory with exceeding joy, to the only wise God our Saviour, be glory and majesty, dominion and power, both now and ever. Amen. 

~ Jude 1: 24-25.
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To my lover-for-life, you know I’m in love with you and always will be because you are so amazing! I thank God every day for you, and for us. May our happiness, peace and love never end, in Jesus Christ Loving name, Amen. I L-O-V-E YOU, ‘Sere.

To our two truly blessed children-now-adults, I love you every hour of every day. My heart sings joyfully to my God because you have brought us so much love, laughter and happiness. May God guide and favour you always in Jesus Christ Holy, Amen. 

Woo-hoo! My last release, Mr. Stranger stayed on Amazon #1 New Release chart for 30 days straight! That was mind-blowing to me. God, you’re Awesome.

My previous releases, Longing for You, was an Amazon #1 Bestseller in the US & UK & also a #1 New Release! Choose Me & HOT Chase were also #1 Amazon New Release! 

To everyone who has ever bought, read or rated my books, THANK YOU. My joy is full. I feel honoured. I love you all. Keep on reading my books, I’ll keep on writing through the power of Jesus Christ and the grace of God.

By now you know that every reader of Flirty & Feisty Romance Novels across the world is special to me. I love you all. 

For a fact, you will LOVE reading, Not a Fling as much as I loved typing every single word. For the Complete Books in the Billionaire Brother Series, 

Click for Not a Hookup to Read Book 2,

And, Click for Not Your Baby to Read Book 3.



​
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Flirty & Feisty Contemporary and Interracial Romance Novels include:

Pope: Heart of the Mafia – Brutal Cousins Book 1

By Christmas

Not Your Baby – The Billionaire Brothers #3

Maid for Christmas

Not a Hookup – The Billionaire Brothers #2

Not a Fling – The Billionaire Brothers #1

Mr. Stranger

Hot Chase

Choose Me

Longing for You

Irresistible Driver

Get Undressed

Christmas Desire

Tempted by the Princess – #1

Tempted by the Princess – #2

Hooked by one Curvy Girl – #1

Hooked by one Curvy Girl – #2

Naughty Promise

Christmas Seduction

Irresistible Passion

“Shocking Affair”

Guilty of Love

Your Christmas Gift

All of Me

“You’re Mine”

Enticed Forever

Naked Attraction

Indecent

His Ring

Forbidden Dance (Forbidden Series #1)

Red Velvet Rose (Forbidden Series #2)

Tempting Desire

Seduced Hearts

Lust

Stolen Kisses (#1 & #2)

Wild Whispers

Love at Christmas

Husband to Rent

Stolen Valentine Kiss (Holiday Series #1)

Kiss My Lips (Holiday Series #2)

Royal Cowries (Cowries Series #1)

His Choice (Cowries Series #2)
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​A Bit About Me



[image: ]




I’m Stella Eromonsere-Ajanaku a loving wife, mum-of-two adults, Author and Publisher of 41 Flirty & Feisty Romance Novels through the grace of God.

[image: image]I was born and raised in the historic Benin City of Edo State in South-South Nigeria, West Africa, but I live in London, UK with my gorgeous husband, our children and one pet. My birth city–Benin City–boasts a monarchy that’s over 6000 years old.

To be honest, nothing thrills me more than to write sizzling romance novels that have intriguing and captivating plots which features compelling characters who have hearts and souls and jump off the pages. All my stories, I assure you are dotted with unexpected twists and are set in fascinating Africa, enticing Europe and enchanting America & Canada. 

If you need a novel to knock off the stress of daily living, cure you of boredom, make you laugh, keep you drooling in suspense and draw you into an intensely emotional spin, pick up any of my Flirty & Feisty Romance Novels, cuddle up on the couch, sip your favourite drink, open to page one and sail away to Pleasure Island. I’ll love to hear from you. 
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​Dear Reader
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If I told you, I knew how Gavin and Moyowa’s love story would end as I wrote it, I’d be lying.

Ruthless to his core, investment mogul, Gavin isn’t in the business of showing mercy. But one careless mistake by Moyo gets her staring up at his intensely unforgiving gaze. 

Who’s she?

Plus-size with supple curves. Talented. Open-handed. Lush skin. Moyowa Boyo is fair game. When he throws her out of his sight for good, karma deals him a curve ball that spirals out of control.

On an evening out with a friend, the last thing Moyowa expects is for some random guy to order her arrest. 

Who’s he?

A solid block of muscle. Damn sexy. A Hot billionaire. Her fantasy. Not her Happy-Ever-After. Gavin Ross is NOT the guy next door she would ever dream of dating. That’s until she flips the coin on him and something totally unexpected happens...

She did not expect him to touch her... 

He did not expect to feel anything...

Now, he wants a one-night-only cure with the woman he ordered her arrest when they first met.

Read Not a Fling if you want to know for sure whether or not Moyowa and Gavin find their own happy future.

The Billionaire Brothers 3-Book complete series is available. Yippee!

If you haven’t read any of my 41 Flirty & Feisty Romance Novels, I dare you to start now. 

And, if you have any comments, please write to Stella at

Authorstella@gmail.com 

Add my Book Merch to your collection.

If you want to read from my previous characters juicy dairies, or get a sneak peek into scenes from my upcoming books, sign up for my Newsletter.

Hugs & Love,

Stella Eromonsere-Ajanaku
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​Readers Reviews of Some of Stella’s Books 


[image: ]




Pope: Heart of the Mafia: “...The passion between those two was off the scales. I look forward to the next book in the series.”

~ Rated 5stars by Jill Bryant on Goodreads.

By Christmas: “The best Christmas ever!” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Gloria on Goodreads.

Not a Hookup: “Get this book...I loved everything about this book! The storyline and character development was on point. I am excited to see what will come.” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Kindle Customer.

Not a Fling: “Refreshing & well worth it!!! Hold on to your seats because you're in for a wild ride... A beautiful story. I am excited to see what happens to the other members of the club.” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Kindle Customer.

Mr. Stranger: “This book started off with a bang...I couldn't stop reading. Whenever, I was about to say enough is enough, the author would lure me back in. Twists and turns with tears, frustration, and the power of love!!! I can't wait to read...” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Kindle Customer.

HOT Chase: “...Loved it and the love of their extended family...” 

~ Rated 4 stars by Kindle Customer.

Choose Me: “Cute story. I primarily picked the book to know what the dirty little secret was...” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Jacqueline.

Longing for You: “Fantastic story and supporting cast!! However, the epilogue will be the greatest!! Absolutely loved it!!!” 

~ Rated 5 stars by mocha.

Irresistible Driver: “A very good steamy read! ...In the end, love conquers all. This author’s...flirty romances are absolutely the best!” 

~ Rated 5 stars by LadyTee89.

Get Undressed: “Very different type of match making... Enjoyed this couples journey to their HEA.”

~ Rated 4 stars by Mae Dixon.

Christmas Desire: “Such a lovely tale! That element of surprise really got me. I loved the characters...” 

~ Rated 5 stars by LadyTee89.

Tempted by the Princess: “Oh my goodness... I love this story. It's a feel good... Declan and Kahina are FIRE...” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Kindle Customer.

Hooked by one Curvy Girl: “This hot romance read series ended on an excellent note... A lovely story...a happily ever after!” 

~ Rated 5 stars by LadyTee89.

Naughty Promise: “This was a very dear story to me. Kemi and Clifton had me in tears. I didn't want it to end. I truly loved this story...”  

~ Rated 5 stars by LadyTee89.

Christmas Seduction: “...I do have to say that once you start reading this book you won't be able to put it down. This book made my day extremely joyous.” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Kindle Customer. 

Irresistible Passion: “I totally loved this story from the beginning to the end. What an exceptional read ....” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Gloria J Hill.

“Shocking Affair” – “...When the chemistry is so strong between two souls, no amount of interference from those who don’t feel the same is enough to keep this pair apart. I love this book...”

~ Rated 5 stars by LadyTee89.

“Royal Cowries – This novel is like the movies Queenie, Roots and Shaka Zulu with a more modern way of thinking, surviving, love...within a passionate love story. Excellent!!!” 

~ Rated 5 stars by T. Miles

Guilty of Love – “This was a very hot and steamy tale! The interaction between the characters was so realistic...and were so unpredictable I couldn't put the book down until I finished!” 

~ Rated 5 stars by nina. 

Your Christmas Gift – “Oh what a great quick read and a sweet story! It is great from the first page to the last... I do so LOVE your books! Please keep them coming.” 

~ Rated 5 stars by LHill.

All of Me – “I adored this story... The characters were sexy, hilarious and so real! This story had me at page 1...great read! 💗” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Readyreader.

“You’re Mine” – I enjoyed this book from the beginning so very much!! ...Such a well-written story that is so unique and lovely!! Brought tears to my eyes...” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Rhonda Adels.

Husband to Rent – “I have to say the chemistry that Stella Eromonsere-Ajanaku characters have in these books, make me want to move into one of her books, so I can find my King.” 

~ Rated 5 stars by georgiana braham.

“Enticed Forever has a great storyline and the chemistry between Theo and Aize hooked me right into their story and kept me totally enthralled until the very end!” ~ Rated 5 stars by Pat W.

“In Naked Attraction...The images that play in my mind as I read about locations, foods and situations seem as if I'm watching a movie. The way she describes the characters and their chemistry is awesome.... I recommend it.” 

~ Rated 5 stars by ReadyReader.

His Ring: “Truly loved this story. It's such a sweet love story to read!! I fell in love with Yomi and the story itself held my attention to the very end. I laughed, I cried and I loved the ending!!!” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Layla Morgan.

His Choice: “What a beautifully written love story. A prince who has his heart set on a woman he cannot have with a very interesting twist I enjoyed so much, I could not put the book down until I finished...” 

~ Rated 5 stars by amazon customer.

“Lust: This was such a wonderful story! I loved the relationship that grew between Jordan and Faye... I cried, I laughed and I didn't want to put it down.” 

~ Rated 5 stars by amazon customer
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​Chapter 1 – Done With That
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Moyowa

“Arthur, how long will I have to sit out here waiting for you?” Impatient by nature, Moyowa extended her neck out of the passenger window of the black car. “Your boss owns this mega mansion? All of it?”

“I’ll be back in ten. I need to replace a faulty cable inside.” Thirty-four-year-old Arthur, her good friend from their university days climbed down from his 2014 BMW 4 Series. 

“Make it five minutes.”

“Will try. Enjoy our nice summer weather. You’ll love every minute here in Newport, Rhode Island. And yeah, my boss owns this forty-thousand square feet out-of-this-world luxury mansion. Don’t even get me started on the lavish interiors of this place and the decadent lifestyle of the owner. It’ll blow your cynical mind.”

“Do I detect a hint of jealousy there, eh?” 

“Jealous of his oceanfront infinity pool sitting on the neck of his beach house and secret roof terraces?” He stroked his designer beard shaped thinly around his mouth and along his chin. “Hmm. I’m jealous enough to question my masculinity, sure. I think it’s an injustice for one person to own so much.”

Shrugging her shoulders, she adjusted the Bardot sleeves of her lime, sequin midi dress. 

“Maybe he does a lot of good in the world?”

Already standing a few steps away from the car, Arthur patted down his tie-and-dye t-shirt. Then he strode back and ducked his head inside the car. The waves of his low-cut hair caught the sunlight streaming in. 

“Hold on to that hope. Whatever you do, please don’t get down from my car, Moyowa.”

“Why not? The cool breeze is inviting me to a dance. If only Nigeria was this warm and not burning hot in the dry season, I’d never dream of travelling abroad.”

“Let’s just say my boss doesn’t take kindly to strangers walking around his magnificent landscape. Just so you know, it wasn’t the heat that sent me packing from Nigeria.”

“Finish quickly then, so we can go out as planned. You promised I’d see the Beavertail Lighthouse and–”

“I know. I’ll be back as soon as I’m done.”

“In ten minutes, right?”

Arthur winked one dark hooded eye before saying, “More, or less.”

“Make it less.”

Trying not to bite her polished nails after sitting on one spot for over twenty minutes, Moyowa stared around until her eyes almost fell out. However, with Arthur’s warning, whatever you do, please don’t get down from my car, implanted in her thoughts, she scrolled through her phone gallery for another five minutes. Still restless after gaping at the rolling green hills and rows of ornamental trees as far as her eyes could see, she got very curious. The silent valley beyond the car window put up a poster with her name written in bold, Moyowa imagined.

Ditching Arthur’s cautious words for the moment, she climbed down from the car and twisted her body to stretch out the kinks in her joints. 

The lavish castle seated at the top of the hill seemed like a jewel crown from where she stood on the stone paved driveway. Even the flowerbeds and shrubs stood majestic as if idling on their thrones along the circular drive. Every where on Rhode Island she had seen since she arrived was sighted along the coastline.

Moyowa quickly scanned the immediate vicinity with astute eyes. Pulling off her open-toe three-inch heel lime sandals, she hurried away from the truly remarkable edifice. With only one thing in mind, she ran across the lush, clipped green lawn and descended down the slopes. 

The whistling cool summer breeze fanned her hair whipping her long, golden brown extensions across her ears and cheeks. Grinning, she spread out her hands and embraced the light air. If this was as hot as it got on June third, Newport residents were lucky. The blue sky nursing the setting sun roosted above the giant green trees, giving her a peek of dreamland.

And, she forgot about her problems. Completely. The pressure faded for the moment. It varnished.

Treading toward the lake side, she froze gasping at the vast green space unscrambling before her eyes. From east to west, blue waters shimmered, reflecting her image. Standing speechless, she watched a raft of white ducks’ parade along the clear water as if on a major runway show. She could not tell if the lake was manmade but the sight was breath-taking. Running toward the water, she found pebbles along the water bank and picked up a few.

One after the other, she threw the pebbles into the blue water and observed the water dip, ripple wide and kick up. The circular peak around the drop point made her smile each time. Only for a short time, that is until the peak fell again, mimicking her life.

Moments later, she picked up different coloured pebbles, headed back to the driveway and tossed one inside the waterfall decorating the centre of the drive. Water splashed and kicked up in the air. 

Twiddling the small stone in her hand, she shut her eyes and spun her hand in the hope she would aim the open mouth of the leopard sculpture spitting out water into the fountain. Instead of hitting her target however, she twirled too far out. 

Bang! 

Opening her eyes, Moyowa drew in a quick breath. 

It seemed the small rock had crashed against one of the glass windows somewhere because a cracking noise followed. 

Her heart sank.

Her stomach bottomed out. 

She did not have to wait too long to find out if by some miracle no one found out what she had done. For two seconds, her wish hung in the balance.

Then, an alarm cut through the evening silence.

Breathing heavily, Moyowa ducked behind Arthur’s car. Of course, she should have expected that the house would have a burglar alarm at the very least. While she prayed for the ground to open up to swallow her, she peeked through the car windscreen.

About a minute later, some tall, white guy charged through the epic front door like a bull on drugs. He glowered from the porch.

Dressed in dark skinny-fit jeans shorts and a blue blazer with the sleeves rolled back to his elbows and absolutely no shirt to encase his demarcated abs and tattooed right chest, he was an eye candy. Hot. Sexy.

Lord help me! Maybe he’s the owner’s son.

Because she was not a coward, Moyowa crawled out from the rear of the car. Okay, she did not crawl out. Sporting a remorseful expression, she padded toward the guy with her hands twined behind her back. What was she thinking, throwing stones at–

“Did you see the person who hit the window?” 

She swallowed tightly. “Yeah.” 

Seconds after he asked the question, his voice– deeper and rougher than the bottomless ocean–pinged against her head. However, if his tone had not been frantic, it would have been a treat to her ears.

Running one thumb along his bearded chin, the guy directed his cat-like sapphire blue eyes at her. 

Phew! She could feel her heart run out of her chest.

Wilting under his laser-sharp scrutiny, she blinked pretending a few grains of sand had landed on her lashes. She rubbed her eyes gently with her fingertip. From where she stood a few yards from him, the top of her head was a few inches’ shy of his shoulders. 

How tall was he? Six-four? Six-five? 

At five-five, she had never thought of herself as short. Now, she did. Totally. But with his hairy muscled chest and abs–she counted six-pack–rippling all the way down to the silver buckle of the black leather belt taping his jeans, she felt uneasy. A little intimidated even. If only they had met under better circumstances. He had an air about him that was cold and intense. Mysterious. Dangerous for sure.

“Which way did the miscreant go?”

“W-wha-a-t?”

He snapped his brows together so fast, crinkles appeared across his forehead. An intense tightness kept his angular jawline and champagne-pink lips under stiff control. Between his rugged long nose and almost flat cheeks, a savage scowl presented itself. 

Sharp shivers–the type that took every woman hostage emotionally–sloshed through her spine, spreading far and wide. She caught her breath. 

Cold stare or not, straightening her spine, she forced her breathing to return to normal. How could one guy lock fireball sexiness and handsomeness into a hot portion of toughened block of delicious muscle? 

The quivers in her spine blew up in her stomach, powering downstairs with one intent.

Save my soul from temptation, O Lord! 

He could at least have buttoned his blazer, or grabbed a shirt to cover up before stepping outside. Could he not? To spare her the indecency of lusting after his sculpted muscles that breathed fire.

“It wasn’t a miscreant,” she stated calmly after swallowing her longing, hoping to strike a placating tone. “I threw the pebble and–”

“You did what?” 

His gravelly tone sounded like he had condemned her for her honesty. The guy took a few steps forward. Now she saw his eyes flicker with what she prayed would be mercy, until he grimaced and struck her face with his livid gaze. 

“It was a mistake–” she started to explain.

“Who the hell are you to throw pebbles at the windows?”

He gave her a once-over, then stopped at her bare feet. His frown deepened into grooves as if her feet were hideous. Curling her toes, she could feel her confidence slipping into oblivion.

Moyowa knew from her experience in Nigeria that those who worked for the wealthy guys were just as arrogant as their tight-ass bosses. Given the chance she was sure she could appeal to the mansion owner.

“I’m sorry. If you could call out your boss, I mean the owner of the property, I’ll apologize–”

Lifting one hand to silence her, he cut in. 

“I’ve got nothing more to say to you.”

The corner of his eyes crinkled and his blue eyes flashed with fire. Residual sunlight hit his sleeked golden hair adding to his sexy glow. The expanse of his shoulders strained against the blazer as if his muscles would burst through at any moment.

“Did I say anything to offend you?”

“I’m done.”

Before she could say anything more, two police cars with shrilling sirens pulled up outside the gated front. She turned her head from the two uniformed men who had climbed down from the car to the stern-faced guy whose facial hair covered a hard-edged jawline.

Though his strong nose could easily harm his enemy, his moustache-hemmed lips could cause havoc on any woman’s cleavage. But that was not important right now.

“Did you call the police?” she whispered, her belly coiling with fear. “Or is this a courtesy call?” 

Maybe he had the police on his payroll, she thought.

“The alarm.” 

He raised one eyebrow as if she were stupid. 

“Send them away, please.” She searched his eyes for some thread of humanity somewhere inside him.

“Why would I do that? You cracked my glass. You’ll suffer the consequences.”

“Your glass? You own this place?”

“Is that so hard to believe?”

“Is there a break-in, Mr. Ross?” 

One of the officers wearing an all-black uniform stepped closer. He stood by Moyowa’s side and gave her a suspicious side glance. Devilish grey eyes and hostile posture already judged her guilty. His name badge identified him as Dave.

“Yeah. This woman attempted to break in,” Mr. Ross told the cops pokerfaced.

“I didn’t attempt to break in, Officer Dave,” she refuted, furious at the allegation. “Why are you lying to the police, Mr. Whatever your name is, eh?”

“Take her out of here. She broke one of the windows on the first floor.”

The other police officer tugged her arms back like she had resisted arrest.

“Jesus Christ! It was a mistake! Don’t break my soft hands. I’m a banker, not a thief.” 

When she surged forward to confront Mr. Ross, both cops clamped her hands with their iron fists and towed her roughly.

“Stay still ma’am. You’re coming with us,” the officer who stood behind her said in a curt tone.

“How can you do this? I’m with Arthur. We were going out to see the sights around Newport. I’m not a burglar, please!”

She felt her shoulders burn with pain and tears peek into her eyes.

Moving swiftly, the cop who stood beside her snapped metal handcuffs around her wrists.

“I said, I was sorry, Mr. Ross. I didn’t throw the pebble intending to break anything.”

“Tell that to the cops,” her accuser snarled.

“You’ve condemned me for an error I made. Haven’t you ever made a mistake in your life, Mr. Ross? Haven’t you ever been misunderstood? I’m asking you to be kind to me, a stranger in your home.”

“I never invited you here. You’re an intruder!”

“Why aren’t you listening to me? I came here with Arthur. He’s working in–”

“Remain silent lady,” Mr. Ross cautioned. “What’s your name?”

“My name’s Moyowa Sasha Boyo. Rich men take pleasure in oppressing others, in dragging them before judgment seats. Yet, I pray the day you get into trouble, Mr. Ross you’ll not find mercy.”

Unbending in his thoughts, her accuser shot her an evil glare. “What’s that supposed mean?” 

“Is your heart made of stone, Mr. Ross?”

“Who needs a frickin’ heart, ma’am?”

“Buy a warm human heart, sir.” Gazing up at his intensely unforgiving gaze, she spat on the floor. “Because right now, you’re a cold slab of King cobra, one of the deadliest snakes in the world.” 

“Take her out of my sight for good,” he barked, his face flushed with rage.

“Tell Arthur where to find me, will you? If that’s not too trouble for a big man with a merciless soul.”

The eager-to-please white police officers pulled her left shoulder with great force, she thought her arm would pull out of her socket.

“Careful!” she said to the cop, blinking back tears as pain sliced through her chest. “Can I wear my shoes?”

“Go ahead.” Officer Dave nodded without slackening his hold. 

“Give your life to God, Mr. Ross,” she advised when he stood there with the muscle in his neck ticking like an alarm clock.

Blinking back tears, she slipped her feet into her sandals. No one had ever handed her over to the police in her entire life. She had never even had a brush with the law. The blue-eyed sexy guy who had now grown two evil horns in her mind just tarnished her clean record.

The cop pushed down her head as she climbed inside the back of the police car, nearly breaking her neck.

What had she got herself into now? Okay, so she had not listened to Arthur’s warning. But it was the heartless mansion owner who ruined her evening.

By the time the handcuffs were taken off at the police department along Broadway, Newport her wrists hurt like hell. The metal rings had dug into her chubby hands, bruising her skin.

Another police officer spent the next hour questioning her about what she was doing at Mr Ross’s home. He insinuated she had ulterior motives. In fact, he went as far as suggesting she might be a spy working for disreputable foreign organizations.

“Can I make a phone call?” she requested after she was denied drinking water in the interrogation room.

Tears stung the back of her eyes but she told herself she would not cry. Is this the America many bragged about back home in Nigeria?

Another male cop, Officer Craig handed her the receiver. With steady fingers, she put a call through to Arthur.

“Where are you?” her friend asked, concern deepening his voice.

“At the police department in Newport. Where else?”

“Police what?”

“Didn’t Mr. Ross tell you?”

“No. He said some crazy person set off the alarm. I’ll come get you.”

“Come quickly. And, Mr. Ross lied to you. He had me arrested.”

She had never been so scared, or humiliated all her life. In less than fifteen minutes after her call, Arthur showed up. 

“Moyowa, wait. I’ll get you released.”

“Hurry, Arthur. I want to get out of here.”

Another ten minutes flew by before Arthur returned to the other side of the metal bars.

“What is it?” Moyowa queried when she saw her friend’s crestfallen expression.

“Unfortunately, the paperwork for your release won’t be signed until morning.”

She glanced up at the plain ceiling. “Why is that?”

“Apparently, that’s when the cops get confirmation no charges would be brought against you. What happened Moyowa?”

“Your rotten, wicked boss told the cops I attempted to break into his home. I only threw a pebble that went astray. It was a mistake. That guy’s evil. EVIL.”

“I told you to sit in the car. Gavin Ross is like that.”

“Mm-hmm. This is where you say I told you so. Go ahead, spit it out. I can take it, Arthur.”

“Not now. I got you something to eat.”

“Thanks. I’m not hungry.”

“Eat something. It might be a long night.”

“Call your boss. Tell him to set me free. If I pray on his head tonight, he’ll not have peace.”

“Moyowa, calm down. I’ll see what I can do. For now, take the food bag. Eat and sit tight. I’ll be back.”

Reluctantly, she reached for the paper bag. 

“Thank you. I’m sorry I ruined our evening.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll get you out of here.”

“I hope so. I truly hope so, Arthur.”

“Good news,” Arthur announced to her after she was set free the next morning.

“I need some good news after spending a night in jail. What is it?”

“Gavin has dropped the charges against you.”

“Tell your so-called Gavin he’s a devil!”

“He’s a hard man. But he pays well.”

“The devil pays well but I won’t work for him. He’s inhumane. A really horrible person.”

“Get inside the car.” Arthur grinned. “That’s why I told you to stay inside my car at his mega mansion. The rich guys don’t play like that, Moyowa.”

“If that’s how the rich guys behave, I don’t want any part of them. You should never have taken me there.”

“I got an urgent call his computer cables needed to be replaced. Your release was conditional.”

She skewed her head to glare at his crinkling nose. 

“What do you mean by conditional?”

“Gavin wants you to pay for the damage to the window.”

“Wait, does he really own the place?”

“Yeah. The entire estate belongs to him. That’s the billionaire guy I told you I worked for on a contract basis. He’s one of three billionaire brothers. Add ruthless to their names, you won’t be wrong.”

“Billion...what-t-t? And he wants me to pay for one tiny crack on his window? It wasn’t as if I even shattered half the estate. I’m done with that guy.”

“See this?” Arthur flashed a white square card and handed it to her. “Turn it over.”

When she did, the black writing on it read;

This is the beginning. I’m coming for you. Gavin.

Her heart coiled with fury and horror. 

“And, Gavin also asked me to give you that.” 

Arthur slanted his head toward the backseat. 

When she looked, the most beautiful flower arrangement she had ever seen gawked at her. 

“The tag states, Pretty Paradise Bouquet. I’m sure Mr. Ross is angling for an apology with that deluxe gift. He might have realized he took it too far.”

“You don’t say!” 

Arthur winked. “It smells amazing! White hydrangeas, white roses, white cymbidium orchids accented with fluffy pink peonies.” 

“The way you’re gushing over these flowers make me wonder. Did Gavin ask you to buy it?”

“What? No. Gavin handed over the bouquet to me. That’s a first. He listed the flower names and made me recite it five times. I’m doing what he asked.”

“OK. Tell Gavin he’s a sick psycho. Also add that, I despise him. Between you and me, I’ll keep the designer bouquet served in a hat box for my troubles.”

The thick, icy fury flowing inside her veins almost turned to molten desire.

Gavin Ross is crazy, full stop! Not in a good way.
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​Chapter 2 – Marked On My Lips
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Moyowa

“You must be crazy to ask me to pay one penny for your cracked glass window after you humiliated me and kept me in police custody overnight. Who does that? That’s wicked!”

“I’m wicked?” His lips set in a grim line. “You entered my estate uninvited, ran around the lake side, then picked up pebbles from my grounds without asking. Oh no, you didn’t stop there. You went ahead of yourself and threw stones at my glass window. That’s insane!”

“Stone. One. Listen to me. What’s insane is that you’re standing in my living room and we’re having this conversation. Like I told Arthur, I’m done with your disgusting, wicked, psycho ways. Go, sit inside your mansion and look down on the world as if you’re some untouchable emperor from the fifteenth century.”

“I say when we’re done.” 

His nose, flat on top flared at the corners, threatening to ooze out flames.

“No, you don’t. Men like you disgust me. Just because I made a mistake you want to kill me and feed me to your wild dogs, eh?”

“Just so you know, I don’t own dogs. Who told you I owned dogs?”

“People like you like own dangerous dogs.”

“What do you mean by people like me?”

“Wicked men like you. Need me to spell it out?”

She could feel her rage burst free. All her life she could count the number of times she had lost her temper. Right now, she was on the edge of slashing Gavin’s heart into two and feeding it to the vultures.

“The fact I’m holding you accountable for your wrongdoing amounts to wickedness in your opinion?”

“Oh yes!” She nodded for emphasis. “I apologized. That wasn’t good enough for you.”

“Apology don’t buy glass windows.”

“Get out of my apartment. I’m asking you coolly.”

“Women like you make me sick. You think you deserve preferential treatment because of your gender. You were reckless and you paid for it.”

“Exactly. I already paid for it, in full. Now, get out of my place and leave me in peace. Some of us have real problems.”

“Not until you pay for the damages.”

Moyowa scoffed, glaring at him from head to toe.

“How much?” She needed him out of her life, for good. He was sent from the pit of hell to torment her, but she intended to send him back to his master, the devil.

“Twenty thousand dollars.”

The words sailed past his prized pink lips as if he had mentioned twenty cents, or twenty dollars.

Staggering backward with her hands akimbo, she blinked to shed the overriding shock.

“Twenty thousand dollars to replace one cracked window? Is it made of diamond, Dubai or Indian gold? Oh wait, it’s glass!” Rubbing one palm against the other like some women did in Nigeria, she spoke in pidgin English. “See me, see trouble o! Yanga dey sleep, trouble go wake am.”

“That’s the cost. Replace it and I’ll leave you alone.”

“If you shake me from head to toe, ransack my travelling bags and turn this apartment upside down, you’ll not find more than three hundred dollars. So, good luck finding twenty thousand. I’ve never seen that amount of money. Only politicians, thieves, kidnappers, ritualists, or drug dealers have that much money where I come from.”

“Well, I’m not a thief.”

“Okay. Maybe a drug dealer. They have no compassion as well. You fit the mould.”

“Drug dealing? That’s an unfair accusation. I’m the victim here. You don’t get to call me names.”

“As long as you’re standing in my apartment, I can call you whatever names come to my mind. When I stood in your compound, you got me arrested for something minor. All my life, I’ve never seen the inside walls of a police station.”

“If you can’t afford to pay, don’t break.”

“Sell me to the highest bidder.”

He paced her living room for some time. Crease lines netted his forehead and his lips were pinched together.

“I’ll make you a deal,” Gavin said out loud.

“What deal?”

“I’m hosting guests from Europe and Africa over the next week. Stay with me for a week, work for me and I’ll write off your debt.”

Shaking her head, she grimaced. 

“I don’t understand.”

“Stay with me, play the hostess role for a week and you owe me nothing by the end of the week.”

Exhaling noisily, she muttered, “As it stands, I owe you nothing. But I’ll be right back.”

Once inside her bathroom, she locked the door. Reaching for her phone, she dialled 911, explained her situation and hung up.

“By the way, my name’s Gavin. Gavin Ross,” he said to her once she re-joined him in her living room.

“I don’t care what your name is. You and I will never see eye to eye. According to you, women like me make you sick. I can’t stand you too.” That was not entirely true, but it did not matter. She wanted nothing to do with him. Gavin was evil. “Pay someone else for whatever service you need. I don’t work with cold-hearted brutes.”
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