
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_fea1ded53b8e7bc8b8944c3ea62e9ffb_a8LmUQ_html_m42e704d0.jpg]

 



 


[image: tmp_fea1ded53b8e7bc8b8944c3ea62e9ffb_a8LmUQ_html_767cf5ac.jpg]

 


 


Published by Evernight Publishing at
Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2013 Eve Meridian

 


 


ISBN: 978-1-77130-567-9

 


Cover Artist: Sour Cherry Designs

 


Editor: Melissa Hosack

 


 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.

 


 



 


DEDICATION

 


Thank you to my friends and
family who have supported me on my writing journey. I also want to
give a big shout out to Grace Estle and her magic pen, as well as
my Evernight editor, Melissa! And of course, to the
readers—enjoy!!!







SAM’S LEARNING
CURVE

 


Romance on the
Go

 


Eve Meridian

 


Copyright © 2013

 


 


 


Samantha hurried down the hall towards her
first class. It was barely eight o’clock in the morning on a
Saturday, and she couldn’t help but have a wistful thought about
her bed. She maneuvered the strap of the large leather briefcase on
her left shoulder and gripped the cup of coffee in her right hand
as she searched for the correct room.

She dreaded taking all day Saturday classes
after working her full time job all week long, but the multi-media
firm she worked for, Winfield and Gray, was giving her a chance to
finish her MBA. They were actually footing the bill, which was both
good and bad. Although she was happy not to have to deal with the
financial burden, it also added to the pressure of succeeding.

When Samantha started at Winfield and Gray
as a twenty-two year old receptionist, she lacked direction in her
life. She never really saw herself working in corporate America,
but to her surprise, she actually enjoyed it. About a year after
she’d started at the company, she made a few suggestions about
marketing to one of the senior executives. Shortly after, she
received her first of three different promotions.

After spending ten years with the company,
they offered her a chance to further her education. Getting an MBA
was something she never seriously thought about doing, but Samantha
knew her next promotion was contingent upon an advanced degree. The
small college she planned to spend her Saturdays at for the next
few semesters was specifically designed for adult learners such as
herself, people who were returning to school to advance their
careers or even jumpstart new ones.

When she found the right class, she paused
in the doorway while her stomach fluttered. The classroom was
smaller than she thought it would be. There were about a dozen
people already sitting at tables that were arranged in a loose
circle. The only person who was standing was a wizened gentleman
with shoulder-length white hair, wearing a camel-colored sport
jacket.

“Come on in, young lady. You’re almost
tardy. I’ll start with or without you, but I’d hate for you to miss
anything,” he said in a deep voice. “I like to start at the top of
the hour, so you’d do well to remember that for future
classes.”

Samantha could feel her face turning red as
she mumbled her apologies. She wasn’t even late, and this wasn’t
the way she wanted to start the semester. She glanced around the
classroom and made a beeline to the only empty seat. She put her
coffee on the desk and settled into the chair, then opened her
briefcase to look for a pen and a notebook. As she turned to place
them on the desk, her elbow caught her coffee, which went flying
directly toward the person sitting beside her. “Oh my God, I’m so
sorry,” she said as the coffee speckled the desk. The lid had
thankfully slowed the leaking.

“No problem. I have some tissues. Trust me,
this is nothing. I have three kids. I know messes,” said the woman
who now had a puddle of coffee on her desk. She immediately whisked
some tissues from her purse and started deftly cleaning it up while
Samantha grabbed her coffee cup and carefully placed it back on her
own side of the desk.

“Ladies, I trust the two of you are done
with your coffee talk. Need I remind you this is a classroom, and
we are here to learn. Next time, young lady, you might be more
mindful of your belongings,” the professor intoned while staring at
the two of them with one eyebrow raised.

“Sorry, sir.” Samantha gulped. This was not
starting out well. Of course she would possess the ability to piss
off the professor before class officially started. More than
once.

“Greetings, everyone. My name is Dr. Walker,
and you are about to begin Principles of Corporate Financial
Management. This is a fast-paced course that will demand in-depth
reviews and careful reading of the material assigned. I know many
of you have jobs and other commitments, but your commitment to
learning must be a priority as well. This class will challenge you
and help you advance your studies. If you do not take it
seriously,” Dr. Walker looked directly at Samantha, “I will fail
you. I’d like to take this opportunity to tell you a little bit
about myself and this course. Then you are each going to introduce
yourselves and tell us about why you’re here and what path you’re
on.”

And this is yet another
reason I don’t have time for dating, she
thought to herself. As he droned on about what he expected from
them and how he had specifically structured the course, Samantha
glanced around the room at her fellow classmates. Most of them
seemed to be a bit older than she was. Then she caught sight of the
guy who sat directly across from her. He had dark brown hair that
looked artfully messy. His bright blue eyes were focused on the
professor. He had a straight nose and his lips looked delectable,
with the bottom lip just a bit fuller than the top one. He was
wearing a tight black t-shirt that simply said “Tiger Designs” in a
bold orange color. His jeans were a faded blue, and he was wearing
scuffed black motorcycle boots that had definitely seen better
days.

Samantha couldn’t help but stare. When she
looked back at his face, she noticed he was looking directly at
her. The force of those blue eyes directly trained on her caused
her heart to skip a beat. His lips curved into a small smile, and
Samantha immediately felt her face redden.

Great, she thought. I’m going to spend the
whole semester blushing from being embarrassed by the professor or
staring at the hot guy. She broke eye
contact with the guy and decided to focus on the professor.
Besides, the last thing she needed was to get the hots for a
classmate. Samantha knew from experience that a guy would serve as
a distraction. And if her previous relationships had taught her
anything, it was that she had a knack for picking unsuitable men
anyway. While the specimen across from her was definitely
attractive, he also looked a little dangerous – and she didn’t want
to get burned…again.

Her last relationship ended when she came
home from work early one day and found her boyfriend with his head
buried between their married neighbor’s legs. She later found out
the two of them had been having an affair for months.

The discovery had devastated her. She had
believed that Nick, a lawyer at a large local firm, was going to
propose to her any day. After all, they had been living together
for two years. The house they shared was technically Nick’s, but
she had spent hours of sweat equity in the home, taking down
wallpaper and painting and helping him with various projects.
Actually, she did most of the projects on her own, because he
always claimed to be too busy. She had believed in her heart that
it was “their” house, the house they would live in until they were
old and gray. But that afternoon changed everything, and Samantha
soon found herself living alone and adjusting to single life.

In the year since the break-up, she’d been
on a few dates, but no one really caught her eye. In a way, she was
grateful for that. Samantha knew that as long as she was single she
would never feel the sting of betrayal again.

The sound of the professor clapping his
hands together brought Samantha out of her reverie. She looked at
him and hoped she hadn’t missed anything.

“And now, it’s my turn to be done talking
for a while. Let’s do our introductions and then we’ll take a
break. Samantha Castillo, since you were the last one to arrive,
you should be the first to introduce yourself.”

Samantha groaned inwardly. She despised
public speaking and still got nervous when she had to do a
presentation. She much preferred to stay in the background.

“My name is Samantha, most people call me
Sam. I work at Winfield and Gray, and I’m here to get my MBA.”

“Ah, Winfield and Gray. The epitome of
corporate America. Thank you, young lady.”

A few more people introduced themselves to
the class, and then the hot guy spoke.

“My name is Ben Sampson. I just moved back
to the area. I’m finishing my MBA here as well, so I can start a
new business.”

“Where did you move back from?” the
professor asked.

Samantha wasn’t sure, but she thought she
saw Ben’s face darken momentarily. “Montana,” he said.

“Well, welcome back,” Dr. Walker intoned.
“Next?” he asked as he looked expectantly at the woman sitting
beside Ben.

After a few more minutes, all of the
introductions were made. “I think it’s time to take a break. I
suggest you walk around and get the blood flowing again. When we
come back, we will delve into our first module. I hope everyone
read the syllabus and has finished the first three chapters. See
you in ten minutes,” Professor Walker said.

Samantha walked out of the classroom, and
the woman who sat beside her followed.

“I need some fresh air after listening to
him for the past hour,” said the woman, who had introduced herself
as Marcy. “Were you able to salvage any of your coffee?”

“Barely. I’m sorry again about that, by the
way. I didn’t mean to get you in trouble, too,” Samantha said as
they walked out into the early morning sun.

“Oh, Professor Walker
doesn’t scare me. I’ve got three kids at home. Even getting yelled
at by some stodgy old professor is better than putting up with the
sugar buzz their father has probably given them this morning.”
Marcy smiled. “And I left him with a mountain of laundry to
fold.”

“Now that’s just cruel and unusual
punishment. It’s one thing to leave the guy with the kids, but it’s
another to make him do the laundry,” a deep voice said from behind
them.

Samantha knew before she turned around that
it was Ben.

“Why? I guess you think that’s women’s
work?” She couldn’t help but ask. She didn’t want to sound like
some shrew, but it irked her that some men thought they were above
doing laundry. Nick definitely had that mindset.

“No, I didn’t mean that at all. I do my own
laundry. It’s just boring,” he said. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to
offend you,” he added with a sardonic smile.

“It’s okay. I didn’t mean to snap at you.
I’m just a little on edge, I guess,” Samantha said sheepishly. “I
seemed to have ticked the professor off already.”

“Dr. Walker does seem like a tough
professor, but if you do the work then you should be fine. I’ve had
him before,” Marcy said. “And he’s getting me out of having to
listen to Saturday morning cartoons at top volume for the next few
months. After I graduate I’m going to try to convince my husband to
stay at home with the kids for a year and let me be the
breadwinner. I’m going to be the business mogul instead of the baby
machine,” she said with grin.

The three of them stood together and
exchanged small talk for a few minutes. Samantha looked at her
watch and even though they still had time, she decided to go back
in. She didn’t want to risk another scene
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