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~*~*~*~*~

A PREDICAMENT OF THE
HEART

Billionaire programmer Jake Winters
used to be a successful male escort until he fell for a client, and
he can never go back.

Five years after leaving the field, he finally
finds Carla again. The beautiful, fiery young woman he spent a
blissful week in Mykonos has passion that equals his fire. But she
turns out to be the childhood friend of his new
girlfriend.

As fierce as she is in bed, she is as loyal to
people she cares about. Breaking up with her friend did not
convince Carla that they can be together again. Or at least, as
soon as possible. Like yesterday.

And yet, she still cannot resist his kisses.
And he exploits her weakness as much as he could.

~*~*~*~*~









PROLOGUE

THE LITTLE CHILD trembled.

She was barely four years old, and her face was
hidden as she turned away from the guests. Her little hands
clutched at the long dress of the person holding her. She was
confused, too shy... too scared to even cry.

Where’s her mommy? Where’d they take her? She
wanted to go home.

She didn’t know how long it was since her mom
bled and was taken away on a vehicle with the flashing lights. She
hadn’t seen her pappy, too. The last time she was with them, her
mommy was crying very hard. Her pappy held a black thing on his
hand and he was pointing this around as he yelled. It was why she
hid. She was always scared whenever he yelled. Then there was an
explosion and when she peeked to see, her mommy had a black hole in
her chest. She screamed then, and she was still screaming. She
screamed every night. But no one could hear because those screams
were always inside her head.

“She is suffering from trauma and she hasn’t
spoken a word since she was brought here,” someone was saying. “We
are hoping a safe environment, a happy home, can help her recover.
Her parents…” there was a hesitation, “are on vacation,” the gentle
voice continued. “It will be very long before they can come
back.”

She wanted to ask when they would be coming
back. They had been gone for what felt like a very long time. She
had been dreaming about the screams for many, many nights and she
was sure they would stop when her mommy slept with her again. She
missed her mommy very much.

But like before, she couldn’t speak. Something
had always prevented her from speaking. She only wanted to see her
mommy. Her mommy would make everything alright again.

That was when she looked up and unwittingly
exposed her face to the strangers.

“Oh, gracious! She looks like an angel. What
pretty green eyes!” the woman, the visitor, exclaimed. The woman,
who had a kind face, admired her for a few more minutes, smiling at
her so adoringly that she almost smiled.

The woman looked at her like her mommy looked
at her. Like she was special. Like she was… loved.

Where is she?

“She is so beautiful, yes? We hesitate giving
her up to parents we don’t know very well even after a thorough
check on their backgrounds and strict interviews. But we have known
you both for a long time and you have helped us much here with the
other children. When you said you were ready to adopt, I at once
thought of Carla. She’s a beautiful child and because of this, she
is easily picked. But we all agreed that if you take her home, she
will be protected. Not exploited.”

She heard them, heard the words “take her
home.” “Want’a go home,” she mumbled.

She did not understand when they suddenly made
a big fuss about that. It was big. The lady holding her hand had
tears in her eyes. Why? The woman visitor with the kind eyes was
also crying while the man with her hugged her shoulders to him. She
hid her face again when the lady nun picked her up. She did not
want to see them crying. Did she make them cry?

They were saying she was going home and she
felt better. The woman with the kind eyes held her hand, and she
talked to her until she let her take her from the lady nun to her
lap. She smelled good. Like fruit. Like strawberry. The other
visitor, her husband, like her pappy to her mommy, was looking at
both of them indulgently. He said they look good together and then
he took pictures of everyone in the office with his black, bulky
camera. Everyone was smiling. She didn’t smile. She just wanted to
go home.

They took her home in a beautiful car that went
like wind in the road. She loved sitting beside the open window.
She liked the wind and the car. There were toys there, too, and the
seats were really soft to sit on. They all sang with the kid
singing Twinkle, Twinkle on the radio.

When they arrived, it was a different house
than she remembered, but she could not tell them they were mistaken
when she found the beautiful dolls in the bedroom they said was
hers, and because she really liked the large, pink bed.

This was the house where Carla grew up
in.

Later on, when she was grown enough to
understand, they told her that her real parents were both gone.
That her father had killed her mother in a drunken rage, and after
that, he shot himself with the same gun he used to kill her. They
said it was done when she was also in the room but that she
couldn’t seem to remember. She couldn’t tell her kind, adoptive
parents that she did remember. They were already horrified that she
had to go through that terrible experience at such a very young
age. They were very protective and loved her like they were their
very own.

She remembered the blood on her mother’s chest
and the wet, blackish spot where the bullet entered her chest. She
remembered the deafening sound of explosion when her father shot
her mother in a drunken rage. She remembered, and she had had
silent nightmares about them growing up. The nightmares were
eventually pushed away by the beautiful house, the loving parents,
and everything else positive that her adoption into the right
family had brought her.

And it had been a family, a motley crew of her
parents and the couple helpers that took care of all of them
because her mother was an artist and her father was an architect
who loved photography in his spare time. The sea soothed her like
no other, she shared her mother’s passion for driving in long
stretches of secluded roads, and her father had been very delighted
in nurturing her creativity, which eventually showed on her
photographs. He often said she got it from him, and he was always
proud whenever he would say this.

The nightmares, which were all gone when she
passed from her teen years to adulthood, were replaced by some
other kind of dreaming after her trip to Mykonos.

They were replaced by sweet, steamy dreams – of
loving smiles, of hot kisses, of sweat, the musky wild smell of
sex, and soft intimate whispers in the morning as she was falling
sleep.

They were replaced by a hand groping in the
night for her sex, and his penis penetrating her everytime they
make it inside the door of the rented house and into their own
private world.

Fucking anywhere – everywhere – inside that
house.

Erotic dreams of wild passion and insatiable
desires.

And then she had to leave. He slept there, his
face as beautiful as an angel even as he always called her his
angel, and she on the verge of leaving a note before she turned,
thinking she did not deserve him. She already had too much, and she
didn’t want to lose her parents.

But she still lost them. It was because she
made a mistake. She shouldn’t have fallen in love.

She still had nightmares. Those dreams would
always end with her image as she looked at a mirror, looking
through a large hole in the reflection of her chest. She could see
the wall behind her because everything within that diameter had
been cut out.

A large hole where her heart should have
been.

And then she would wake up sweating, with the
screams echoing, but only inside her head....


Chapter One

HER FACE looked a little pale, Jake thought
while he observed Carla. She was standing by the balcony again very
late that afternoon. Thera hadn’t come back and he knew she was
worried about her friend. She was biting down on her lower lip. So
she still did this when she’s very bothered about
something.

And it still looked as seductive as
ever.

He approached her, letting her know he was
there by standing just beside her. “You want me to go look for
her?”

She didn’t look at him. “You don’t even know
where to look.”

“I tried to call her, but she’s not picking
up.”

“She’s not taking my calls, too.” And she
worried her lips again. He fisted a hand or he would kiss her again
whether she would appreciate it or not.

“I don’t think she’s angry at you, Carla. If
there is anyone who would know this isn’t your fault, it would be
Thera.”

She frowned, and he could almost see what she
was thinking. Actually, she was not sure about that. She pretty
much came the same way he did in her bedroom – explosive and
powerful – and there wasn’t even penetration. Yet. The way she
avoided his gaze told him he wasn’t wrong in guessing what she
thought. “I just want to know if she’s alright.”

“Do you want me to leave?”

She turned to him in surprise, emotions running
all over her beautiful face.

“Just to be clear, I meant leave the house and
stay in a hotel. Not leave Greece. Don’t look so
devastated.”

“I am not,” she denied, color suffusing her
cheeks, making her more beautiful.

“Are, too.”

“You are insufferable, don’t you know that? My
friend must be suffering right now because of us and you’re acting
like a jackass.”

He blinked as guilt for Thera attacked him and
he gritted his teeth. Right, he was acting like a jackass. But
there was only relief in his heart when she saw her reaction after
he asked if he should leave. And really, he should. It was the
decent thing to do after what just happened. But he wasn’t sure it
would be helpful to his plans if he’s out of her house. He really
had no compunction if it came to getting her back again. So he
could afford to be indecent. He could afford anything, as long as
she didn’t get to run away from him. No, not this time.

But he was also getting worried about
Thera.

“What about if we go find her together?” he
asked.

“So you’re worried about her, too?”

“Of course. What? You think I didn’t care? I’m
the one who’d just disappointed the heck out of her.”

“Disappointed? You broke her heart!”

He kept quiet, not sure if that was what he’d
really done. He’s known Thera for almost three years now and she
might be shy and sweet, but she was also practical and smart. It
made her one hell of a researcher and assistant to someone like
Jake. Thera was surely very upset right now and very disappointed
about how things had worked out. But she would not be heartbroken.
Their relationship was more about trust and respect than that
heart-wrenching passion that made people lose their minds and heart
for someone. And he knew what he was talking about, he thought as
he stared at her.

He and Carla had been together for a week and
after all this time, he still held the candle for her. He turned to
Thera because he could not have another like that or he’d die young
with a heart attack. There was no clue to him, though, why Thera
was attracted to him because she wasn’t someone who’d easily get
sidetracked by a handsome face. He was surprised that she accepted
his offhand invitation to date.

But he really thought discussing about this
with her right now would not give him points. He would rather prove
it to her in ways that would be impossible for her to deny it. Why
prolong the time to be together with nonsense? He wanted her back.
Like yesterday.

“I’ll go look for her. You can stay,” she said,
finally.

“What kind of a deal is that? We can look for
her together. I don’t want
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