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* * * * *

HER PAST COMES BACK TO SCREW HER
PRESENT

Five years ago, Carla left her soul
mate in their rumpled bed in a rented house in Mykonos, convinced
she doesn’t deserve him, and he comes back to her life the lover of
her best friend.

Carla’s childhood friend is visiting Greece
after ten years, bringing her boyfriend Jake Winters with her. But
Jake turns out to be Tom Sawyer, the pseudonym he used as a male
escort five years ago – and he is still hotter than sin.

It did not take long to see that the passion
that drove them that blissful whole week drives them still. He
remains the only man who makes her feel that happiness is possible.
But there is no question that she can only have him back by
betraying her friend.

She shouldn’t have left him. Now, there’s no
taking him back...

* * * * *




Chapter One

CARLA STARED at the airport’s electronic board
of arrivals for the second time in the last ten minutes, and of
course nothing had changed. The flight from Australia had a half
hour delay, so, logically, Thera would be here in about twenty
minutes.

She hadn’t seen her friend for years, ever
since Thera and her family left for Australia. Thera left Greece
ten years ago with her mother and step-father and never visited
since then. They talked on Skype and email each other all the time,
but it wasn’t the same. And now, Thera was almost here…

She just couldn’t wait. The mere thought of
having her friend for a whole month made her almond-shaped green
eyes glow from inside her sunglasses. Even though Thera was two
years younger than Carla, who now was 27, they were best friends
since they were kids. Their parents were close friends and
neighbors. After Carla’s parents died five years ago in a car
crash, the absence of one of the first people she ever connected
with despite having more friends around her now became ever more
apparent.

A playful smile appeared on her soft, full
lips.

Thera was coming with company – her new
boyfriend of just two weeks ago. The supposedly notorious Jake
Winters, thirty, owned a bunch of companies that sold various
applications for smart phones through the internet. He was supposed
to be Mister Perfect, according to Thera – good-looking, charming,
kind, thoughtful… her friend made him sound like a living romantic
hero from one of those billionaire romance novel because he was
also, indeed, a billionaire. Carla planned to tease Thera about him
nonstop when she arrives, and she couldn’t wait. Thera was always
shy of guys and she used to bury her head in books. She imagined
her friend had not really changed at all, since she now worked as a
technical researcher and Personal Assistant to her
boss-turned-boyfriend. The position must have given them plenty of
opportunities behind closed doors and she was determined that her
friend tell her some of her dirty secrets.

The airport speakers announced that the 1427
flight from Melbourne had just arrived. Carla got up from the chair
she had been sitting on and stretched the hem of the short blue
dress down her thighs. She started for the exit her friend would
eventually come out of. Her fingers tried to brush her long, blonde
hair in an automatic manner. She hardly noticed the admiring looks
of men around her. Her tall, lean figure with the endless shapely
legs always attracted men’s attention and she was used to it by
now. She walked fast in her athletic shoes, heading to exit number
7 with her typical grace which she acquired through many years of
dance lessons that her mother made her take.

As she waited for the flight passengers to
emerge, she fanned her face with her hand. It was only 9 a.m. but
the heat was already intolerable even with the airport’s aircon. It
was only natural for August but was still annoying. She wished she
was home and diving in the sea right below. Her house had a
swimming pool but she had always preferred the beauty and vastness
of the sea.

Suddenly, a small hurricane of blond hair
rushed on to her to embrace her, laughing and shrieking.
“Carla!”

She laughed back and hugged her friend tightly.
“Thera!” Then she pushed her a little further so she could look at
her. “Let me see you, you little gecko!” she said tenderly, using
the nickname she had given Thera when they were
children.

Thera was the absolute opposite of Carla. She
was short, and standing near her in her tall frame made her look
like a little child. But she was a joy to the eye! Thera was so
lovely in her cuteness. Her long blond hair with their soft curls,
her baby-blue eyes and her light skin gave her the beauty of a
wispy window-doll. She wore tight dress pants and a strapless red
blouse that flattered her curvilinear body.

“Oh, Thera! You are so beautiful!” she said as
she smiled widely.

“You don’t look bad yourself! Oh god, you have
turned into goddess, love! You are like the models you shoot for
the magazine!” Thera gushed.

“Okay… now you’re being silly,” she said. It
always made her awkward whenever people told her that. Although she
did succumb for a while and modeled when she was in college to help
with her school finances, she quit as soon as she could. She never
liked lights turned towards her or posturing for the camera. She
loved beauty, though, unconditionally. She eventually found a way
to capture beauty as authentically as she could by using her
cameras. She knew how important lights could be to get more of the
drama from her subjects, she just really didn’t like when those
lights put her on the spot.

In truth, Carla had been as shy as Thera had
been. Although she had overcome this and finally mastered the
timing of the art of a smile, there was still that part of her that
doubted if people would accept her as readily if she hadn’t been as
pretty as she looked.

“So, where’s your significant other?” asked
Carla to deflect the attention from her.

Thera threw her a knowing look. Her friend knew
she’s lost her for a while. Thera knew all about her hang ups and
their roots from the fact that Carla was adopted. “He’s coming.
He’s just collecting our baggage from the conveyor belt. I just
couldn’t wait to see you!”

They both laughed and hugged each other again.
Then Thera exclaimed.

“There he is! Jake! Over here!”

Carla looked at the direction Thera was looking
at, taking her glasses off so that she can have a better look at
the approaching man who was easily pushing a stroller full of two
enormous suitcases and two smaller ones. She abruptly brought the
glasses back to cover her eyes as she felt her face paling and her
eyes popping out.

She couldn’t help it. Even after all these
years, she recognized him.

Thera’s boyfriend was one of the most gorgeous
man she had ever met – and in her career she had met many. Her
memories of him didn’t give him justice now.

The man that she knew had been a force to
reckon with. But he was more so now. Everything had been amplified.
His magnetic personality was so palpable she could almost feel it
heating her skin. And it wasn’t only her that was affected. People
couldn’t help but look at him as he passed. He moved gracefully and
powerfully. There were so many positive adjectives she could still
use, but that was the most appropriate.

Power.

There was a time when she thought he was a
god.

But now, he was a walking Zeus.

Dammit, what was Tom Sawyer doing
here?!




Chapter Two

“HE DOESN’T SPEAK a word of Greek so we’ll
speak English in front of him, okay?” Thera whispered as Jake
Winters halted the stroller in front of them and stood by her side,
smiling.

On the other side of her glasses, Carla had
recovered enough sense to act calm even as her heart raced wild
inside her chest. He was taller than she remembered. He was taller
than her before, but he easily towered over Theres and her even
when she wore killer heels. He would be about, if not over, six
feet tall. His tallness gave him a lean look despite having an
obviously muscular body. He stood casually in a t-shirt, jeans and
short boots – hardly the get up of a wealthy man. But he had always
given clothes power, whatever he wore. He would give old faded
capris an expensive look. His hair was thick, brown, and curly.
Most of all, he had the grin of a child on his face – naughty and
very attractive. Cocky.

He remembered her.

What the hell was he doing here with
Thera?

Thera was giving the introductions in English.
“Jake, I’d like you to meet Carla, my best friend in the world!
Girlfriend, this is my Jake,” she said in a loving tone.

Jake took his dark glasses off, and with a
smile that had turned rueful and friendly, he stretched his hand to
greet her. His eyes still had that intense, blue color. She
remembered those, too. How could she forget? She still see those
eyes in her dreams of him.

“Hey, Carla. Nice meeting you at last. Thera
just wouldn’t stop talking about you.”

His voice was still that low baritone, full and
sensuous. Bedroom voice. She gave him her hand but as soon as their
fingers touched, she felt an electrical current. She wanted to pull
back at once, but he held her a second longer than necessary.
Dammit. Was he teasing her?

“Nice meeting you, too, Jake.” She felt heat
flush on her cheeks as his eyes watched her, his smile a bit frozen
on his lips. “Let’s get the car. You must be exhausted from the
flight,” she mumbled, and hugged Thera again as she turned her back
on him.

She had her smile back on her face when they
all started walking down the airport’s exit.

* * *

CHRIST… Jake Winters is Tom
Sawyer?

As they exited the airport and headed to the
parking lot, four women stood on the sidewalk. They all looked in
their early 40s, clothed in conservative attires that shouted
businesswomen, yet they were all looking at Tom like school girls
crushing on a quarterback. Their cheeks flushed with color as they
exchanged knowing glances that screamed HOT, unashamedly watching
until Jake had gotten inside the car. They weren’t the only
ones.

It was Mykonos all over again.

* * *

JAKE watched the tall, lithe Carla walking in
front of him, side-by-side with Thera. He hadn’t felt this excited
for a long time, and he was barely managing to contain it all
inside.

She was already a beauty then, blossoming under
his hands. But now, she was stunning. He thought he would never see
her again. A few weeks ago, Thera finally showed her a picture of
the childhood friend she often talked about even before they got
together. And since then, his world unraveled like a fucking jigsaw
puzzle which all the pieces finally fit together.

He knew he had to see her again.

His mind was still a bit numbed. Meeting her
was as overwhelming as he’s expected. It had been five years, but
it was as if everything just happened yesterday. She was as tall
and graceful as before. He groaned inside as the memory of hos her
legs wrapped around him came suddenly unbidden. Like a heart
attack. Her eyes were intense dark green, exotic, her lips full and
soft... made for sin. Her skin was still as dark, as flawless, and
as full of life. Her soft curls tousled by the wind outside the
airport reminded him of how she looked just out of bed. It was hard
to control the way his cock twitched inside his jeans as he stared
at the seductive sway of her hips. Poetry in motion. The shape of
her ass was art itself.

Things were getting really uncomfortable inside
his pants.

He knew she recognized him, and yet she said
nothing. He, too
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