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            ABOUT THE BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        I write romance novels, but my own HEA is sadly out of reach.

      

        

      
        While I pen my books, Gideon and Terrence continue to dote on me, delight me, and discipline me.

      

        

      
        All should be perfect, but something—or someone—ominous is watching.

      

        

      
        I thought I liked having an audience, but I don’t like this one. Not when I can feel the unseen watcher’s malicious intent.

      

        

      
        It’s going to take all of our love and trust to get us past this dark moment and into our happily-ever-after.

      

        

      
        Naughty Novels is the fourth and final steamy installment of the Their Little Liar series! With deliciously deviant spicy times and fast-paced suspense, this MFM romance is not for the faint of heart. Buckle up, Babydoll, for this erotic conclusion to the series!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FOREWORD

          

        

      

    

    
      Naughty Novels is the last of four books or “seasons” of the series Their Little Liar, which was first published as a serial story titled Daddies’ Little Liar on a reading app.

      
        
        Filthy Fiction

        Dirty Diction

        Tempting Tales

        Naughty Novels

      

      

      Together, these books make up the entire four-season serial.

      To my first readers on the app where Daddies’ Little Liar was first published: You freaking rock! Thank you so much for your support. You’ve made me laugh and you’ve made me want to improve my storytelling. I’m always striving to give you the books and characters you want to read.
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      Samantha

      Terrence’s words barely penetrate my skull. Stalker…escalating. How can Terrence sound so calm when I’m staring at this mess of gross rose petals on my bed?

      The stench of dead roses is probably in my imagination. Dried petals don’t carry a scent.

      But nasty, decaying, and rotten ones do—and now that I give the petals a closer look, I realize that’s what someone left on my bed.

      “I have to go,” I say into the phone.

      “We’re coming to pick you up,” Gideon says. “Pack a few things. We’ll be there in fifteen minutes.”

      I say goodbye to the guys and end the call. Terrence thinks I have a stalker.

      I think I’ve known that since that second, rotten bouquet.

      But with these petals sprinkled over my bed, in my very personal space, it’s even more real.

      “Samantha?” Noah’s calling me from down the hall, but he’s getting closer. “Do you have a pair of scissors I can borrow? The ones in the kitchen drawer are missing⁠—”

      He stops in my doorway and wrinkles his nose. “Rose petals, huh?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Uhh...romantic?”

      I shake my head. “You can smell them as well as I can. There’s nothing romantic about this.”

      “So your boyfriends didn’t do this.”

      “No,” I say flatly. “Have you seen anyone in the house, has anyone come to visit?”

      “Just…Addison.” He pauses and his pale blue eyes flash with anger. “You don’t think she did something like this, do you?”

      It’s not Addison’s style…but it’s possible. I know she’s mad that I haven’t moved out yet. The passive-aggressive texts she’s been sending say as much. Let me know if you need help packing, sweetie! And Can you measure the far wall of the bedroom? Greg and I are thinking of moving into your old room.

      It can’t be fun for her to couch-surf for months and then have me drag my feet about leaving, but I am paying rent here through the end of the month and I can take all the sweet time I need.

      Maybe she’s pretending to be a stalker to freak me out and hasten my move-out date.

      “I can help you clean it up,” Noah says.

      “No, thanks.” I kind of want to be alone. “I appreciate the offer, but I’m packing to go…somewhere…for a few days, probably.”

      “All right. If you change your mind, I’m around.” He wanders off down the hall.

      I face the gross bed, do an about-face, and go back to the kitchen where I left my laptop open. I pull up my travel details for Portland. I haven’t told the guys yet about my award from the Erotic Romance Association, and how I’ll be going up there to accept it.

      They aren’t going to want to let me out of their sight, especially with whatever is happening with a potential stalker, but this is something I need to do.

      A stalker. Me? It’s impossible. I bet it is Addison. And if it is, I’m so freaking sad that our friendship came to this—ruined by, what, exactly? I think it’s been over for a while. She and Greg betrayed me, and I think the friendship ended then.

      Hell.

      I close my laptop and carefully set it in its case, which I put next to the door to take with me on my way out. Then it’s back to my room to make sense of packing. No sense in putting it off for the guys to get here, because then they’ll just be waiting around while I pack.

      I leave the petals where they are. Gideon and Terrence will probably want to see them. Then I grab an overnight bag and start filling it with a few different changes of clothes.

      Before I’ve finished packing, there’s a knock at the door and I hear Noah answer it.

      “Samantha, it’s for you,” he calls.

      I’m already rushing out to meet Gideon and Terrence. There they are, standing just inside the apartment but already filling it up with their dominant auras. Noah hangs back, then gives a little wave and retreats to his room.

      “Let’s see your room,” Terrence says in a tight voice.

      They follow me back and stand in the doorway. My half-packed bag is on the floor as far from the bed as I could get it, because I didn’t want to go near the petals or the bed or anything over there.

      “Precious girl,” Gideon murmurs, grabbing me.

      I cling to him and blink back tears that seem to have come out of nowhere. I wasn’t crying before, but now, held tight by Gideon, I must feel safe enough to let loose some emotion.

      “Have you noticed anyone watching you, or repeatedly hanging out where you spend time?” Terrence asks in full bodyguard mode.

      “No, nothing,” I say, looking up from Gideon’s chest.

      “Does anyone from the library give you more attention than you want? Did someone ask you out and then act strange after?”

      “No, no way,” I say, shaking my head. “But I think my former friend Addison could maybe have done this.”

      “Is she obsessed with you?” Terrence asks. “Or more interested than she should be?”

      “No, but she’s obsessed with getting me out of this apartment.” I flick a glance down the hall. “She’s dating Greg again.”

      “I’ll get her first and last name from you once we get out of here,” Terrence says. “Gideon’s suite?”

      “That sounds good to me,” Gideon says.

      “All right,” Terrence says, as if it’s final.

      “Yes, that would be acceptable to me,” I say loudly, “seeing as how I’m the one you’re moving around like a piece of luggage.”

      “Sorry,” Gideon says with a smile.

      Terrence just grimaces. He’s barely looked at me since the men arrived.
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        * * *

      

      Terrence

      As Gideon and I wait for Samantha to finish packing, I glare at the rose petals on the bed for a moment, then snap a few pics on my phone. Then I storm into the kitchen for a trash bag.

      It was hard enough when Samantha was in danger because of me and my past with Aaron Carmichael. But that’s barely over and now I find out she has potentially had a stalker all this time?

      If I’d known earlier, I could’ve gotten Ironwood working on it. We could have already solved this and Samantha would be safe.

      But now…she could be hurt. Still. Anything could happen, and I’d lose her. The thought of that is like a knife to the gut.

      I’m coming to realize that I care for her too much.

      I bring the trash bag back to Samantha’s room. Gideon and I remove the rose petals. I flip down Samantha’s covers to make sure there are no other surprises in the bed, although if I have my way, she’s never coming back here to sleep.

      How can I protect her when I care about her so much?

      Fuck, my brain is exploding. Or my heart. Both.

      “Let’s just throw away the top blanket,” Samantha says. “I don’t want to see it again, after it touched those petals.”

      “Done.” I stuff it into the garbage bag.

      We carry Samantha’s things to the car, then stand awkwardly outside.

      “You’re coming too, right?” Sam asks, her eyes on me.

      I don’t respond. I don’t know how to speak. All I can think about are the many fucking ways this can go bad, all the ways I can lose her.

      “Terrence?” she asks.

      It’s too much. I take a step back. There are too many emotions, and Samantha’s looking at me like I have all the answers.

      I don’t.

      A hurt expression clouds her pretty blue eyes. I need to pull myself out of this void.

      “Sorry,” I say.

      “For what?” she asks.

      I shake my head. I don’t know what I’m sorry for. But I pull her into my arms, breathe in her sweet vanilla scent.

      This should calm me.

      But all I can think of is how fucking fragile she is.

      “So you are coming to the suite?” she asks.

      “Sure, baby, I’ll stay tonight. But I have to work right now, and then leave early for work in the morning. I’ll see you there tonight.”

      She nods, and for now I think I’ve fixed this.
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        * * *

      

      Gideon

      In the morning, Terrence gets up before Sam wakes. He dresses silently, and he gives a start when I speak.

      “You’re leaving already?” I ask in a quiet voice so I don’t disturb Sam.

      “Yeah.” His voice is gruff. “Work.”

      “Let’s take Samantha out tonight,” I say. “We can’t keep her cooped up in this hotel forever. If we’re both with her, she’ll be safe.”

      “Maybe,” he says, and then he’s gone.

      Samantha gives a little stretch and settles back against me. The strap of her camisole is coming down her shoulder, and I straighten it even though the motion is completely unnecessary. Last night, we didn’t fuck. We just slept. It was rather wholesome and domestic, the three of us ordering room service and watching a romantic comedy.

      We’ve each received our latest test results, and we’re all free of sexually transmitted infections. I had expected that we might take advantage of that knowledge last night, or perhaps this morning before Terrence left. But I suppose there are other things preoccupying us. Samantha’s stalker, for instance.

      In addition to that, I’m troubled about Terrence. He was definitely acting strange. I didn’t get a sense that he’s feeling less for Sam than he was. Perhaps he is feeling too much? It’s not my business, really—it’s between him and Samantha, and they’ll figure it out.

      I look down at Samantha sleeping in my arms. Usually I’d be heading out for a walk right now, while the early November air is crisp and fresh, but first, we’re in San Esteban at a hotel, not in Clear Springs. And second, I don’t want Samantha to wake up alone.

      Besides, I certainly don’t mind remaining in bed with her curled against me, her blond hair in tangles around her shoulders, her face mashed against my chest. She’s adorably rumpled, and her body is soft.

      As I watch, her eyes flutter open and she stretches against me. “Mmm, hi,” she murmurs.

      “Good morning.”

      She reaches behind her, finds the bed cold, and turns slightly. “Terrence left?”

      “Yeah. He has work, remember?”

      A slight frown mars her soft features before she quickly hides it.

      “You’re disappointed,” I say.

      “Yeah. I guess I was hoping to give him a good send-off to work.”

      Chuckling, I reach down and squeeze her panty-clad ass. “Well, I have work to do. You can send me off. Turn over, precious girl.”

      With a grin, she turns around so her back is to me, but I have something else in mind.

      “All the way on your tummy,” I say.

      “Really?” she says.

      “Yes, really. Trust your daddy.”

      I ease off her sleep camisole before she turns the rest of the way. Now her bare back, those lines of her shoulders, her spine, are before me, tapering to her hips and her ass, and those long, gorgeous legs.

      “I’m going to fuck you bare, sweetheart,” I murmur as I tug her panties off.

      She lifts her hips to help me and gives a little shiver of excitement. “Is it going to hurt, Daddy?”

      “Not if you’re a good girl and get nice and wet for me.” Fuck, it’s so filthy the way we’re talking, but my cock is harder than ever. “Are you wet?”

      “I think so,” she says. “But I don’t know for sure.”

      “Let me see.” I nudge her legs apart. She has to know she’s wet, because she’s practically dripping on the hotel sheets. Still, I run my finger over her folds and slide beneath her to touch her clit. “You’re very wet. Are you thinking naughty thoughts?”

      “I…might be…”

      She’s breathing harder. I don’t think I can wait.

      “Tell me about your naughty thoughts,” I say.

      “Mmm, I shouldn’t.” Her voice is muffled as she hides her face against the mattress. “Too dirty.”

      I lower myself to her, blanketing her body with mine, and nudge her thighs farther apart. My hard cock is right up against her entrance, but I don’t thrust into her yet.

      “Do you want my cock, little girl?”

      “Yes, Daddy,” she says.

      “Then tell me about your naughty, dirty thoughts, and I might give it to you.”

      She moans and tries to wiggle herself onto me, but I’m too heavy for her.

      “Daddy,” she whines.

      I reach beneath her and grab one of her tits and squeeze. I bite her neck and whisper, “Yes, precious girl?”

      “I was thinking about you fucking me. I was thinking about people watching.”

      “You want to put on a show?” I ask, changing the angle of my cock to get the leverage I need. I need to be inside of her so bad, it’s killing me.

      “Yes,” she says slowly, “but…but I want you to make me.”

      The confession stirs even more desire within me. She wants me to truly take control of her pleasure, and I will happily do that. I’m pretty sure Terrence will be on board, too. Maybe a trip to Low Vice, the three of us, should be in the works.

      Samantha turns her head slightly so she can see me. “Daddy, you said you’d fuck me if I told you what I was thinking.”

      “You’re right.” I drop a kiss on the side of her head and push my cock into her sweet, tight cunt.

      She gasps. “Holy fuck.”

      “There you go, little one. Is that what you wanted?”

      “Yes,” she says. “It’s so good.”

      “That’s right, it is. I know how to take care of you, Sam.”

      “You do. Oh, fuck, Gideon. Daddy.”

      I have her pinned—she can’t go anywhere, but she writhes against me. I’m in complete control, making this as torturously slow as I want. Skin on skin, nothing between us.

      “I’m going to fill you with my come,” I tell her. “You better come soon, sweetheart, because I’m not going to be able to keep it in. I can’t wait to pump everything into you.”

      “Yes…please, Daddy. I’m so close.”

      I reach around, shoving my hand between her mound and the mattress. I find her slippery clit with my fingers and rub.

      “Yes!” she shouts as she tenses up with her orgasm. “Fuck—Gideon, fuck me. Please, I’m coming. Fill me up, Daddy⁠—”

      I can’t hold back. My orgasm is swift and powerful and I empty everything I have, everything I am, into this precious, precious woman. My girl. My Samantha.
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      Terrence

      Once I’m at work, I can breathe again. I’m still fucking terrified. Samantha is in danger.

      Sure, there’s a chance the stalker will stop at the rose petals on the bed.

      There’s a chance her “stalker” is none other than the ex-friend who wants Sam to move out of the apartment.

      But each one of those options is only a small chance.

      I need certainty. Not fear.

      I exercise in the office gym, pushing myself harder than I normally would. Trying not to think, not to feel.

      But every stride of my feet pounding the treadmill is like the crescendo of a heartbeat in a thriller movie. Louder. Faster. More intense.

      There’s too much danger. Was Sam in this much trouble before I came into her life?

      No, she wasn’t.

      As soon as eight rolls around and I know Jaxon will be here, I clean up and head to his office.

      “Terrence,” he says in greeting. “How’s it going?”

      I shake my head. It’s hard to talk.

      He stands up and gestures me to one of the chairs in the casual sitting area off to the side of the room. “It’s too early for something hard, but can I get you a coffee?”

      “No. Thanks. It’s—fuck. Sam has a stalker.”

      “Seriously?” He sits down and waits until I do the same. “You guys can’t catch a break, can you?”

      “Seems that way,” I say.

      “Tell me everything.”

      “So far, we don’t know who it is. He’s left gifts. Roses on her doorstep. One bouquet was fine, she said—she thought Gideon sent it at first. The second was rotten.”

      Jaxon’s eyes flash with anger and concern. “That’s not a good sign.”

      “No. But it gets worse.”

      He waits, his hands steepled in front of him.

      “There were rotten rose petals on her bed yesterday.”

      “He was in her room?” Jaxon raises his voice.

      I nod.

      “Fuck,” he says.

      “Yeah.”

      “Why are you only just telling me about this? It has to have been going on⁠—”

      “A couple of weeks,” I say. “I believe that’s the timeline. We had some other issues at the time.”

      “Right,” he says. “You really can’t catch a break.”

      “It’s feeling that way.” I hesitate. “There’s a small chance it’s her former friend, Addison. Addison wants Samantha to move out of the apartment. This could be nothing more than an immature scare tactic, but it looks and feels too personal for that. I’m not a profiler, though.”

      Jaxon purses his lips. “I’ll pass this along to Lin and Leonie. We’ll keep some guys on Samantha at all times, make sure she’s protected.”

      “Thanks. I’ll let her know, first, so she isn’t surprised by it.”

      “Sounds good. Let me know when you’re ready.”

      “Thanks again.”

      I leave Jaxon’s office feeling as if the weight has been slightly lifted

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      Samantha

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      Gideon

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/dll4_cover.jpg
THEIR
LITTLE LIAR
book 4

CALISTA JAYNE






OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





