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Blurb
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Layla’s been waiting impatiently to tell Matt how she feels, and she is finally eighteen. Now that the moment is upon her, she manages to do the wrong thing, giving him the impression she plans to use his desire for her to gain a favor. The only way to show him he's wrong is to let him read her diary, full of explicit longings for the older man. Once the misconception is cleared up, Layla hopes Matt will give her the birthday gift she really wants—him.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Cool night air whipped briskly, bring goose bumps to Layla’s arms, but she enjoyed the shiver. The wind tasted of the ocean just two blocks away, and the night air was rich with roses that her mother had coaxed to grow up the trellis near the balcony. Everything seemed sharper and tasted sweeter. Maybe it was because she was experiencing it all as an adult, having officially been eighteen for almost a day now.

The last of her party guests had departed, and she had taken a moment to step outside for fresh air. She drew in another lungful of the intoxicating mélange, savoring the solitude, the breeze, and the freedom of being an adult. College was next, but her main focus wasn’t on academia. Instead, she shivered with delight at the knowledge she could finally tell him she wanted him. If she had the nerve.

That was where her plan came to a screeching halt. Plan was a strong word anyway. She didn’t have a plan in mind so much as a wish without a solid structure to make it happen.

That was a depressing thought, and she was glad for the distraction of the patio door sliding open and closed. Expecting her mother, her mouth went dry when Matt Stone stepped out instead. He looked devastatingly sexy in a dark suit, his blond hair slicked back, gray eyes luminescent in the discreet patio lighting. “Hi.” She sounded shy and felt it, despite having known her mother’s boss for three years.

He gave her a smile that failed to brighten his eyes. “Hey, sweetness.”

She took a step closer as he approached. “I thought you’d left.” She had barely seen him at all during the party. The one time she had, he’d been in a heated discussion with her mother that had caused her pangs of concern.

“I shouldn’t have come at all, but I couldn’t leave without giving you your present.” He pulled a small box from his pocket. “I didn’t want to compete with your friends’ gifts. It’s nothing cool like Zombie Slayer XI.”

She grinned. “That is a sick game. It’ll be hard to top that.” Her fingers shook just a bit as she took the box and tugged at the dark pink ribbon. A second later, she opened the velvet box to reveal a single diamond on a white gold chain. She gasped with delight and hugged him instinctively. “Thanks, Matt. It’s gorgeous.”

Her body tingled where it touched his, and she stared at him for a long second, silently willing him to give her the gift she really wanted by pressing his lips to her. Alas, it wasn’t to be.

“Turn around, and I’ll put it on for you.”

Layla spun around, thankful she had worn her auburn hair up, along with a blue dress that bared her shoulders. His hands brushing against her skin made her shiver, and she hoped he would think it was the coolness in the air. Or maybe not. Perhaps he’d finally realized how she felt if he understood just the light caress of his fingers could make her tremble uncontrollably. 

After fastening the chain, his hands dropped to her shoulders. She stared down at the small diamond nestled between her breasts. A sudden image of Matt’s head at one of her breasts, sucking her nipple while the diamond rested in her cleavage, had her sighing with longing.

“You okay, Layla?”

She nodded, but then hesitated. “Can I ask you something, Matt?”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
4
V4 V4

Q¥DER MAN YOUNGgR WOMAN SHORT ROMANCE

USA Today Bestselling Author

KIT KYNDALL





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





