
  
    [image: Timeless Love]
  


  
    
      Timeless Love

      THE SERIES

    

    
      
        KL DONN

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: KL Donn]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2024 by KL Donn

      Timeless Lover Series

      www.authorkldonn.com

      All rights reserved.

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

      Editing by KA Matthews

      Cover Design & Formatting by Alluring Write Productions

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        Signup for my newsletter so you never miss a release.

        KL’s Confessions – Newsletter

        Free Books from KL Donn

        What’s Coming this Year

        Coloring pages, other printables, & family trees.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Once Upon A Time

          

          TIMELESS LOVE BOOK 1

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Once Upon A Time]
        

      

      Once Upon A Time…

      Cecilia Marks was bullied.

      Bullied her entire life because of an accident she had no control over, Cecilia began college hoping for a fresh start. To her dismay, she’s been faced with the same bullies only with crueler taunts and words that can slice deeper than the sharpest of knives.

      A short run-in with a stunning man had her world turning upside down in ways she never expected.

      Landon Powers was possessed.

      Walking back into college ten years after he left, Landon hadn’t expected to fall for the gorgeous brunette he ran into. But there she was, soft- spoken, unassuming, and the strongest woman he’d ever met. There was nothing he wouldn’t do for her. Including making it known, she wasn’t to be bullied.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      Bullying is a very under-rated problem across the world. This book was written with my daughter in mind. Like many others, she was bullied. Like many parents, I was sometimes helpless, and my countries laws are very restricted in what they could do. Writing bullied helped me vent some of my frustrations about it. I needed to get my feelings out in the best way I knew how.

      Stand up for yourself! Stand up for others!

      Don’t be afraid to speak out and ask for help, tell someone, and if you’re scared please check out PACER’s National Convention Center. There are tons of resources on there and remember you are NOT alone!

      http://www.pacer.org/bullying/
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      For my daughter Savannah, you were the inspiration behind these words, the strength behind this story. There is nothing you can’t do baby, so keep doing you! Love you banana!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

          CECILIA

        

      

    

    
      Aggressor. Tormentor. Tyrant.

      All fancy words dressed up for what someone can truly be.

      A bully.

      Plain and simple. Ignorant and rude.

      I should know. I’ve been bullied my entire life. At least, for as long as I can remember. I’ve been a nothing and nobody to anybody for far longer than I care to admit. I’ve become a punching bag to those who feel they have a worse off life than me.

      I’ve waited for years to break free, become a woman my parents would have been proud of. I wish they could have been here for me. That they could have watched me grow into the woman I’m becoming.

      Then again, I don’t think they’d like the way I get treated.

      Freak. Trash. Loser.

      That’s me.

      Cecilia Marks.

      Always the victim.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

          CECILIA

        

      

    

    
      College is supposed to be different. It’s supposed to be about new life, growing up, realizing we don’t have to be complete jerks to our peers.

      Not for me.

      Everything’s the same.

      The bullies, the teasing, the names. Apparently, some people didn’t get the memo about leaving high school behind. The trouble with going to the state college is that so did most of my classmates from kindergarten and beyond.

      I’m a little bit of a nerd with the classic look of frazzled dark brown hair, big glasses on my face, and oversized clothes. I’ve always tried to shrink into myself when switching in between classes, but it never works. They still seek me out, find my hiding places.

      The horrible thing is, not a single person has ever inquired about the scar running along my cheek. No one wants to learn about why I hide from the world. They don’t ask what happened. Never bother to find out that I was nearly killed in a car accident when I was three. That I was thrown through a window which ultimately saved my life but not without leaving scars of its own.

      They have no idea that it’s a miracle I’m alive today. That sixteen years ago, I should have died right along with my grandparents. They don’t know I have more scarring along the rest of my body.

      At nineteen, I shouldn’t feel shame when I look in the mirror. I shouldn’t carry it with me like a badge. I repeat to myself that it’s everyone else’s shame, not mine. It has to be theirs. If I let it become mine, it’ll bury me in the nightmares.

      As I walk through the halls on my very first day of college, I can hear the whispers. Feel the stares boring into my back. Self-consciousness pricks at me, and I pull the sleeves of my sweater down to hide the tiny marks on my hands. Combing my hair forward as a mask to cover my face, I’m not paying attention to where I’m going and hit a wall. Only the masculine laughter screams it’s not a wall. Blowing the hair away from my face, I gaze up to see startling green eyes searching mine. His piercing stare is attached to the most handsome face I’ve ever seen. A strong, hard, chiseled jaw frames full, plump lips covered with a crooked smile and a matching crooked nose—it had to have been broken more than once.

      It’s not until his gaze begins to wander that I’m snapped out of this spell he’s weaved on me. As soon as his eyes find the disfigurement on my cheek, my body freezes and cries all at once.

      I need to leave.

      Before he can judge me, too.

      Breaking free of his hold, I try to run. For once, I’m able to ignore the murmurs around me.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Landon

      

      

      

      What the hell just happened? One minute I have this gorgeous dark-haired goddess in my arms and the next, she’s gone. Vanished. Like it never happened. Except I can still feel the imprint of her lithe body with the perfect curves pressed into my own. My cock still aches for her.

      I was watching her draw into herself, shrinking before my very eyes when she ran into me. Her pain was palpable as people whispered, stared, and pointed. Full grown fucking adults watched as other adults picked on her. Teachers, professors, students, they were all fucking assholes as far as I’m concerned.

      Fascinated by her strength, I won’t lie, I wanted to meet her. Get to know her story. I hadn’t meant to run into her so hard. I only wanted her attention. From the first touch, my body reacted to hers. She’s soft where I’m hard. Her curves mold to my frame. Her breasts planted against my chest felt delectable. Had it not been for the audience, I’d have liked to throw her down and have my wicked way with her.

      After grasping her wrist, I wait for her to look up at me before she can dart away. “Hey there,” I speak quietly. Waiting for her to look up to me is the hardest thing I’ve ever done. Bending slightly, I try to meet the beauty’s eyes as she darts a quick look at me beneath her lashes. Catching her attention now, I watch as her gaze roams my large frame. Likely trying to decide if she’s quicker than me.

      When her melting chocolate stare clashes with mine, I’m shocked to see the scar marring her cheek. In no way does it take away from her beauty but considering the pain she must have endured leaves me breathless.

      Schooling my features, I notice her attention is on my lips as I lick them slowly, imagining the naughty things I could do to her body. “Are you alright…?” I let the question dangle in the hopes she’ll tell me her name.

      Enchanted by her, I’m hypnotized as she sticks the tip of her tongue out to wet her pink lips, copying my own actions. I almost lose my senses and stifle a groan as it tries to break free when her silky voice gives me what I need.

      “Cecilia,” she whispers, sucking on the same lip she just licked.

      Cecilia…

      Perfection…

      “Cecilia,” I say, needing to play with it on my own tongue. “Cecilia,” I whisper again. Yeah, I can imagine moaning my pleasure in her ear for the foreseeable future. “A lovely name for an even lovelier woman,” I tell her sincerely. The immediate blush staining her cheeks is adorable and only serves to turn me on further.

      I can picture that sexy stain climbing her body as I devour her sweet pussy for hours on end. Lost in thought, I miss what she says next until my brain registers her turning form.

      Shaking myself out of my lustful thoughts, I stride up to Cecilia and place a hand on her back as we walk. Low enough that with each step, I feel the movements from her plump ass. “I’m Landon Powers,” I introduce, hoping to warm her up to my presence.

      As soon as my name passes my lips, Cecilia stops mid-step. Turning to me, she pales further, and worry begins to fester. “Landon Powers?” She repeats my name back to me.

      “Yes.” I frown.

      “As in the older brother to Ashley Powers?” The disgust in her voice is confusing.

      Hesitating in my answer, I’m not sure whether to be shocked that she hates my baby sister or the fact that Ashley has done something to deserve it. “Yes, she’s my younger sister.”

      Without response, Cecilia turns and leaves. Just like that. She walks away like my entire world hasn’t just upended. Not willing to lose her, I begin to follow when someone from behind grabs my wrist tightly. Glaring down to the offending hand, I see perfectly painted nails and travel the arm up to its owner. Scowling at Ashley’s face, I’m not eager to see her right now when she’s the reason Cecilia ran away from me.

      “What?” I snap, more than irritated with her. Ashley is a spoiled brat who, more often than not, gets her way with our parents. Because of our age difference—her twenty and me thirty-one—we’ve never been very close. There hasn’t been a lot of reason for us to spend time with each other.

      “Damn, Lan, what crawled up your ass and died?” Ashley’s mocking is waylaid by the fact that her eyes are trained on the gorgeous specimen who just ran from me as she rounds a corner and disappears out of my sight.

      “What do you want, Ash?” Annoyed by her presence after meeting Cecilia, I forget why I’m here to begin with.

      “Well, I can only assume you’re here to give me the new credit card from Daddy and not here for that piece of trash.” Her sneered words and condemning look aren’t missed, but I don’t have time to deal with her right now.

      Reaching into my jacket pocket, I pull out the card and hand it to her. Leaving her with a word of warning before I follow my girl. “I control this one, Ash; you have a limit. Be wise in your spending habits, or you just might run out.”

      With her mouth flapping open and closed like a fish out of water, I chase after my goddess. My relationship with Ashley is further strained because of her greed and reckless spending. I do take half of the blame for not connecting with her better, giving her a better sense of direction. I could have spent time with Ash when we were younger, but she always annoyed me. She argued about everything, and I’ve always had the hope that she’d grow up one day and become the responsible person our parents raised her to be.

      Spotting Cecilia’s chestnut hair flowing freely above a tight pair of jeans attached to curvy hips, I take off into a jog, so I don’t lose her again. Reaching her, I lightly run my fingers through her hair, whispering in her ear, “Found you, my goddess.”

      Cecilia’s shocked stare whips around to meet mine. She obviously didn’t believe I’d come for her because she fled. “Wh–what do you want?” she stutters.

      I let a smile break out across my face as I move in closer to her. Wrapping one arm around her fleshy hips, I pull her in tight to my body as I weave my other hand into her soft hair. Giving a light tug so her head is forced back and she has to meet my eyes, I can’t help wondering what her luscious lips would look like wrapped around my cock.

      With her mouth opened slightly, I can see her pulse drumming a rapid beat in her neck, practically screaming for me to take her home and do all kinds of delectable things to her body.

      “You, Cecilia.” Her mouth opens in a shocked ‘O’ as I lean down to her lips. “I want you.” I breathe into her mouth. When her tongue sticks out to wet her lips again, I can’t help myself.

      I need to taste her.

      Firmly taking her lips in a kiss unlike anything I’ve experienced before, I devour all her soft moans and sighs as she melts into me. With her hands on my chest flexing and gripping like she isn’t sure whether to pull me closer or push me away, only enflames my desire to show Cecilia how good we’d be together.

      Nibbling her lip, I force my way into her mouth, tangling my tongue with hers, making sure to show her who is going to own her in the near future. When she starts to rub herself against me, I slow the kiss down, not wanting to take her in the middle of her school for everyone to see.

      “I’ll pick you up after class,” I whisper in her ear, sucking the lobe gently to get her attention.

      “I…can’t,” she pants, out of breath.

      “You will,” I demand, a deep growl in my voice vibrates through my chest, making sure there’s no room for argument.

      A cough behind me forces us apart, and she can breathe a little more freely. The whispered, “Slut,” has me seeing red. Whipping around, I find the culprit with a smirk on his face, laughing with his buddies.

      Stomping over to them, I grab the little dickhead by the front of his shirt and slam him against the wall. “What in the fuck did you just say, boy?” Menace leaks from my pores.

      Looking him up and down, I deduce one thing, he’s an over-inflated jock with an even larger ego who thinks he’s hot shit or he wouldn’t be spouting off at the mouth. Not to me, anyway. “What?” He shrugs. “It’s true. She’s a frigid bitch who wouldn’t put out in high school. Now, all of the sudden, she’s fucking men left, right, and center? She’s a whore.” His buddies laugh again.

      Without thought, my fist shoots out and into the jock’s gut faster than any of them can blink. “Try a-fucking-gain, dickwad,” I snarl threateningly.

      “Stupid fucking freak.” He hisses in pain. “She got a golden pussy or something? Or maybe she swallows when she blows?” His buddies laugh again, not with as much gusto as previously, though. “Should stick my dick down her throat, show her how a real man does it.” His own laugh is nervous now.

      “Are you fucking stupid?” If I could get away with it, I’d break this little son of a bitch’s neck. When he doesn’t answer me, I lean in close to his face. “You know who I am?”

      “Who the fuck cares?” he snaps, full of bravado.

      Another fist to his gut has the punk coughing and sputtering. Fucker’ll feel that in the morning.

      “I’m Landon motherfucking Powers, boy. If I wanted to, I could own your stupid jock ass.” I can see realization dawn in his now scared eyes. Confidence and cockiness gone. “You see your mistake, now?”

      “Shit,” he spits out. “I didn’t know, man.” As if that excuses his behavior.

      “Who the fuck cares!” I roar. “Since when does that give you permission to speak to a fucking woman that way? Are you really that dumb? All of you?” I direct the last question to his friends. Fear enters each of their gazes.

      Satisfaction rolls through me that I’ve broken through their thick skulls until I realize my precious girl is gone. My anger, no doubt, scared her off.

      Motherfucker.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Cecilia

      

      

      

      Watching as Landon lost his cool because a couple of stupid jocks called me a slut for basically humping Landon’s leg was frightening but kind of hot as hell. The anger clouding his vision quicker than his lust for me was a major turn on. And that more than anything scares the crap out of me.

      My body has never reacted so vigorously towards a man before—not that I’ve had many opportunities. But I’ve never felt myself simply melt from a look either, and when he’d called me his goddess, I became a pile of goo. Panty-melting, pussy-dripping, puddle of lust in the middle of the floor kind of melted for him.

      Landon Powers possessed me in that moment.

      Until he hit the idiot calling me sick names.

      No matter how well-deserved it was, I can’t get on board with any type of violence. I’ve spent too many years being the punching bag for too many bullies to stand around and watch something like that happen in front of me. I’m simply not wired to bear witness to someone else being on the receiving end of pain, so I ran before things escalated further.

      I know who Landon is, so I’m not worried about him getting into trouble for putting the other man in his place. He owns half the damn town, so I know he’ll walk away no problem.

      Bursting through the doors of the economics building, I shuffle quickly to the bus stop only a couple of minutes from here in the hopes that Landon won’t realize I disappeared. Thankfully, he doesn’t know my last name, so he shouldn’t be able to find me. At least not immediately. It’s not like most of those people even recall my first name, let alone my last, so it’s unlikely they would give him any information on me.

      Luck is on my side as I walk up to the stop and the bus is just pulling up. Boarding hurriedly, the irony of me running from a man I’m attracted to is not lost on me. I usually run because I’m being bullied, not kissed senseless.

      Sitting in the back, away from everyone else, I gaze out the window to see Landon searching frantically for me. A pang of guilt hits my chest, and I push it away for my own sanity.

      Sadness threatens to overwhelm me as I think of all the what ifs. Maybe he truly is interested in me. The problem is, how can I have anything to do with him when his sister has been my biggest tormentor my entire life? Once Ashley fills his head full of lies, it’s doubtful he’ll want to pursue me further. It’s better this way.

      He can’t break my heart if I push him away first.

      Right?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          LANDON

        

      

    

    
      “She ran. I can’t believe she fucking ran from me.” My words are grumbled as I watch her bus pull away from the curb. Pissed off and confused, I know I can’t linger because I have a meeting to get to, as much as I want to wait for Cecilia to show up again. Her little disappearing act won’t last long; it’ll just have to wait. I’ll find my goddess.

      Jogging back to the parking lot on the other side of campus, I ignore the looks from students as I climb into my Audi RS 7, and she purrs to life. Speeding out of the parking lot, I have to put Cecilia to the back of my mind as I rehearse the speech I have planned for the board of trustees to convince them that the rec center I want to have built downtown is a good idea. Even though Powers Enterprise will be eating the cost.

      I have a structure in mind that I think would be perfect for this project, but it’s not exactly cost-effective, and that’s why they keep stalling. With building codes, electrical and plumbing needing to be updated, the building will be worth it. The space itself is huge. Once some walls are knocked down, there will be room for a gym, arcade, lockers, and a homework room for the kids. I have high hopes for this project, and honestly, I’m not sure much will stop me from going forward with it.

      The traffic into the Powers Enterprise Complex in the downtown core is shockingly light as I pass through every green light without fail, making me just on time to my meeting. Striding into the building I built from the ground up always gives me a sense of satisfaction. After graduating from UC Berkley’s business school at the top of my class with honors, I left with a degree leaving me wide open to any possibility.

      I worked my way through school in construction and fell in love with the trade. It only felt natural to enter the fray with Powers Construction. Which quickly turned into Powers Financial, and a year ago, my mother opened Powers Interior Design.

      Our main offices are all located in a large six-floor building. The first is occupied by reception and security, a couple of small locally owned coffee shops and cafes, and a few meeting rooms. The second floor is the interior design offices for work and client meetings. The third is for accounting with as many as a dozen offices. The fourth floor is an open concept plan where the construction side of things is handled, with the exception of two closed-in offices.

      The fifth contains a small gym and a few cozy apartments for out-of-town clients or even employees when they work late and need somewhere quick to lay their heads.

      The top floor is mine. A penthouse suite with my own gym and swimming pool. It keeps me close to where I’m needed most while giving me a bit of privacy.

      When I bought the building six years ago, it had been a shell of what it is now. As I stop to check in with security and greet the formal receptionist Allie—asking about her kids and husband—I gaze around as I step into the hallway leading to the largest conference room on the main floor. Pride settles into my chest at what I’ve accomplished in the few short years I’ve been in the workforce. The only thing that could make my life complete is the perfect woman.

      Cecilia.

      She doesn’t leave my mind. She’s in my blood, nestling her way onto my heart. I should be resisting her because she clearly wants nothing to do with me. Her body sure does, though.

      She blossomed under my kisses; there was no resistance. Which is likely why I’m so ready to claim her. I’m going to own Cecilia. Possess her in ways she’s never imagined. She just doesn’t know it yet.

      Picking up the pace to my meeting, I’m ready to get this over with, so I can go get my girl. “Morning everyone,” I greet the eight board members as my assistant hands out the pamphlets we created yesterday to keep everyone on track. “We’re going to make this quick. All your questions will be answered in those brochures from Amelia. I’ve kept it all to the point and as simple as possible.” I look each of them in the eye as I speak. “I want to make one thing clear here, our kids are struggling. Whether it be financially, responsibly, physically, or emotionally, we need to do something. This is going to be it. I will be moving forward with this project. Giving you the option to join me or walk away is only a formality.”

      John, our head of accounting, speaks up. “Looks like you have everything in order.” He smirks, knowing how hard I’ve busted my ass to make sure we have everything in the clear. Leaving no room for argument.

      “All of these sponsors are on board already?” Shirley, one of our lawyers, asks.

      “They are. I secured them before presenting it to you guys.”

      “Then I guess we’re ready to roll.” John grins, gazing around the table.

      “Perfect. I’ll have Kale’s team put together some plans and get back to you all with a date for when we begin.” I’m walking out before I’m even done talking and shocked faces follow me.

      Pulling out my phone, I know exactly who to contact to get the information I need about Cecilia.

      Lan: Who is she?

      Ash: Who is she, who?

      Lan: Don’t play with me. Cecilia.

      Ash: Oh, you mean Mark me crazy? Lol

      Lan: Don’t be so bitchy Ash

      Ash: Whatevs. You don’t want her crazy ass. Stay away Lan.

      Lan: LAST NAME!

      Ash: … Ugh, fine. Marks. You’ll regret this.

      It takes a lot for Ashley to frustrate me this much, but right now, she’s pushed all of my buttons. Her selfish and egotistical attitude is going to land her in a world of trouble one day.

      With no time to worry about the brat, I push her to the back of my mind and focus on the girl who’s dominating all my thoughts.

      Cecilia Marks.

      I’m coming for you, sweets.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

          CECILIA

        

      

    

    
      Steam clouds the room as a warm spray of water glides across my body. For once, I’m able to enjoy the heat because my roommate has spent the night with her boyfriend, and I don’t have to settle for the lukewarm temperatures that are always left over. Just as my muscles are beginning to loosen, I hear a pounding at the door, and I’m tense all over again.

      With the hopes that whoever it is will go away, I close my eyes and try to relax. When the pounding recommences, harder than before, I know I have no choice but to answer. Grumbling as I grab a towel, I intend to get dressed first, but the banging continues. “I’m coming!” I scream.

      Scrambling to the door in nothing but the tiny towel I was drying off with, I neglect to look through the peephole and fling the door open. “What the frick is wro–,” I stutter as I see him. Landon freaking Powers stands on the other side, handsome as can be.

      Speechless, I freeze and stare at him. Jaw hanging to the floor, hair dripping wet and clinging to my skin, I’m helpless to do more. His eyes, his intense dark green, hypnotic, and passionate eyes roam over my mostly nude body in the sweetest caress I’ve ever known.

      A low moan breaks me from my trance. Crap, was that me or him? “Why are you here?” I demand in a snarkier tone than I mean to.

      “Can I come in?” he asks instead of answering me, and I’m shaking my head no before he’s done speaking. I’m not dumb. Just because I know who he is, doesn’t mean I trust him. “Look, sweets, I don’t want to have to kill some pimply-faced fucker for seeing you wet and in nothing but a towel, so please, have mercy and let me in, will ya? Save me the jail time.” He pleads a pretty good case after what I saw from him today. The seriousness in his gaze convinces me he’ll do it.

      Just as a neighbor’s door opens, Landon begins to turn around, a growl already vibrating in his chest as someone steps out of their apartment. Gripping his arms, I pull him inside and slam the door shut behind us.

      “What are you doing here?” I breathe, turning around to face him. The lust in his stare and the breeze on my back have embarrassment running up my neck and cheeks. Landon steps forward, trapping me against the wall beside the front door as he leans into me.

      Burying his face in my neck, I hear him inhale deeply and close my eyes to savor the moment. Had I been wearing panties, they’d have melted from the benign action and ignited as his moan vibrates through my body.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Landon

      

      

      

      Sin. Cecilia radiates sin incarnate, and I can’t get enough. Every lusty thought I’ve ever had is now centered around the way she smells. It’s like the wildest of flowers, the sweetest of candies, the most forbidden fruit all mixed into one. A scent I’m quickly becoming addicted to and don’t want to live without.

      “Cecilia…” I moan into her throat as I lay kisses along the column. Nipping gently behind her ear, she melts into my embrace, and I know I’m done. Gripping behind her thighs, I hoist her into my arms and carry her to the tiny couch in her living room, laying her down softly. Pulling back only enough to remove the towel hiding her hidden treasures.

      A quick glimpse of her revealed body showcases more scars, but to me, she’s stunning. There’s nothing on Earth more beautiful than Cecilia Marks. Her curves carry on for miles, with long legs meant to cradle me to her core. Hips intended to beckon me. I lick my lips in anticipation of tasting her sweetness.

      Lying on top of her while my clothes are still on is the worst form of torture but in the most delicious way. Locking our eyes together, I grab hold of both her wrists, slowly dragging them above her head. I watch for any signs of distress in her expressive chocolate stare, but they’re clouded with lust and a touch of uncertainty.

      “Relax, sweets, I only want to see, maybe have a taste.” I wink when she gasps. Lowering my head to her collarbone, I place feather soft kisses along her flesh. She’s smooth as silk and warm as butter on a hot day. There’s something incredibly sexy about her collarbone that pulls me in like bees to a flower. It could be that they showcase the most magnificent pair of breasts I’ve ever seen. Less than a handful but enough to wrap my lips around. My mouth waters for a taste of her tender pink nipples.

      “Landon?” she half sighs, half questions with fear in her tone.

      “Nothing you don’t want, Cecilia,” I whisper against the pebbled buds. Blowing softly, I give her a light kiss, barely refraining from doing what I really want to do to her—devour every delectable inch of her body.

      Laying my head on her chest, I enjoy the feeling of her body cradling mine, the way she melts into my touch. Her soft curves holding my sharp angles.

      “Go out with me,” I mumble into her chest, adoring the sound of her heart beating.

      “What?” she murmurs breathlessly.

      Sitting up so I can see her eyes, I say again, “Have dinner with me. Tonight.” Waiting for her as she watches me is fucking torture, but I do it as she searches my eyes, face, and settles on my lips.

      “Yes.” Her quiet answer is followed by a shy smile gracing her succulent lips.

      Unable to stop staring, I need one more taste of her before I leave. Swooping down, I capture whatever she gives while I take us on a slow, sensual ride of exploration. I need her used to my touch, my flavor. Nibbling her bottom lip, I relish in the way Cecilia seeks me out for more as I pull away.

      Meeting her stare, I lick across my lips, tasting her. “Cinnamon,” I whisper.

      My new favorite flavor.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Cecilia

      

      

      

      Landon leaving with the promise to be back a little later for dinner has me so damn confused. I don’t know whether to stay and wait with the anticipation I’m dying to let loose or allow my fear to force me to run.

      Male attention is so new to me, especially from someone like Landon Powers. He’s enthralling, captivating, and powerful. I’m just me. Simple, shy, and a push-over.

      As new as it all is, he leaves me feeling things I’ve never imagined before, things I’m not sure how to process. The most confusing of all is the fact that he’s seen my scars, the ones visible to the public and the ones hidden, and he didn’t run. In fact, compassion and worry filled his gaze before his lust had taken over.

      Dating has never been easy for me. After a failed attempt in high school where the boy I really liked ran in horror once he saw how far the imperfections extended. He was so repulsed by them that it didn’t take much to push me away, and I certainly wasn’t going to try and make him understand.

      From that day forward, I have been called Mark me crazy. A humiliating name that’s unwarranted. He spread rumors about me that were completely false all because I wanted to be a regular girl. Rejection warmed my bed for years after that day.

      Since then, I’ve had no interest in anything but school. My sole focus for years has been to earn my degree in child welfare management. I may not be able to prevent the terrible things that happen to children, but, at least, I’ll be there in the aftermath. To help others like myself learn to cope with the insecurities and traumas.

      As a young girl, I never had anyone to talk to other than my parents. Being their only child, they never saw anything wrong with me, they didn’t understand how hard it was to have such a physical detriment, and I could never get through to them.

      At three years old, I was in a car accident that left me with more scars and trauma than a kid should have to endure for a lifetime. I don’t remember the accident. As far as I know, I’ve always looked this way, and maybe that’s why my parents never had doubts. They saw beyond the flaws.

      If people hadn’t made fun of me, stared when I would go out, perhaps I could have moved past it. Embraced it even. Never given the chance to find out, I’ve always hidden away, kept to myself.

      Adults have sometimes been the harshest critics. The scar on my cheek is, of course, one of the most prominent that I have. I used to stay up late at night obsessing over how to rid myself of it. An unrealistic dream because it was also part of what made me who I am today.

      It’s taken years, but after a lot of soul-searching, I’ve accepted this part of myself. The scars and imperfections are all I know. It’s who I am in so many ways. I’ve seen the pictures from before the accident. I was happy, sunny, always had a twinkle in my eye. Now, the scar pulls at my mouth on one side, making the skin so tight, I almost always look angry. Makeup makes it worse, so I stopped trying to cover it up years ago.

      Using my hair as a shield, I can usually hide from the crowds as long as my eyes are downcast, but it’s becoming tiresome. I’m ready to attempt to be normal again, but fear holds me hostage.

      With the full attention of such an influential man, a man who is constantly in the spotlight and scrutinized, I’m not sure that’s where I should be attempting to break out of my shell. What would people think if they found out he was dating such a freak? I’m not made to handle the brutality of the world judging me. I’d be left with more internal scars than external. Being left in the cold to bear the torment is most certainly not what I’ll need.

      Being with Landon Powers just isn’t possible. So why does it make me so sad?
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