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A Note from Melissa


Wells Silver has held a special place in my heart since I first met him in The Steeles at Silver Island series, and I am thrilled to finally give him his happily ever after. I knew he needed a special heroine who would love him for all his charm, wit, and flirtatiousness. When I met Victoria “Victory” Braden, I had no doubt she was his perfect match. I just had to convince them of the same. As a widow, Victory thought she’d found her first and last love in her late husband, and she’s definitely not looking for a replacement when Wells walks into her life with scorching chemistry, great banter, and understanding of her big, complicated family. But that’s the great thing about love. It finds us when we least expect it. In each other they find everything they never knew they wanted or needed. I hope you enjoy their story and getting to know their families as much as I did.

If you’re new to my books, while interconnected, all Love in Bloom stories are written to stand alone, with no cliffhangers or unresolved issues, so dive right in and enjoy the funny, steamy, emotional ride.

Be sure to check out my online bookstore for preorders, early releases, discounted bundles in all formats (ebooks, audiobooks, and print books), and exclusive special editions. Purchasing direct is easy, and if you join my VIP mailing list, you’ll also enjoy extra discounts. Ebooks can be sent to the e-reader of your choice, and audiobooks can be listened to on the free and easy-to-use BookFunnel app. Shop my store: shop.melissafoster.com

Sign up for my newsletter so you never miss a release or sale. www.​melissa​foster.​com/​newsletter
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Chapter One


Wells

“I know I’m looking for a needle in a haystack, but the right vibe is everything. Rock Bottom is the hottest bar and grill on Silver Island, and I don’t want to settle for anything less for my flagship restaurant here,” I say to Kent Pyle, the real estate agent who has spent the last few hours showing me properties in New York City.

“I appreciate that. Finding the right location is a process. I think you’ll like the properties we have lined up for tomorrow. I’ll see you in the morning.”

We shake hands, and as Kent heads out to a waiting car, I step onto the busy sidewalk feeling like I’m stepping into a cattle chute. The hustle and bustle of the Big Apple, with its bright lights and skyscrapers, is a far cry from the quaint island towns where I grew up off the coast of Cape Cod. Tourist season on Silver Island is chaotic, but it’s nothing like this, and the heat here is oppressive. If I were back home, I’d be heading to the beach right now with my surfboard to catch some waves. In lieu of that, I’ll take a cold drink, a few laughs, and maybe a willing woman to take the edge off.

It’s been too long since I scratched that particular itch.

My cell rings, and my older brother Fitz’s name flashes on the screen. I can barely hear myself think past the traffic noise and the din of the fast-moving crowd as I put the phone to my ear. “Hey, Fitz. What’s up?”

“How’d it go? See anything promising?”

“No. They were all run-of-the-mill.”

“What did you expect? It’s the Big Apple. The goal is to squeeze as many people as possible into cracker-box-size rooms and charge astronomical prices.”

No shit. I want the challenge of making a restaurant stand out among hundreds of others, and money is not a problem. Our ancestors discovered Silver Island, and our family owns the largest resort there, the Silver House, which Fitz runs with our parents. We have family money. Boatloads of it. But while Fitz followed in our parents’ footsteps, my three other siblings and I have blazed our own paths and have barely touched our trust funds to do so.

“You’ve got to pay to play, and if I can make it here, I can make it anywhere,” I say, stepping around a couple as I cross the street.

“If anyone can do it, you can. Fair warning, Mom met with Charmaine this afternoon.”

Charmaine Luxe is a real estate agent on the island. As much as my mother supports all of us following our dreams, I know she’d rather I open another restaurant on the island. I think she’s afraid I’ll move away for good, though I haven’t made that decision yet. I love my family and my life on the island, but lately I can’t shake the feeling that there’s something more out there for me. My restaurant is doing phenomenally well, and I hired an excellent manager who has spent the last year proving to be efficient and capable. With Meghan Young at the helm, I finally feel comfortable spending more time off-site and expanding my business.

“Thanks for the warning. You should come out here with me sometime. I think you’d like the city.” Fitz rarely leaves the island. None of us do. That’s part of my problem. I’m not just feeling stifled professionally. I’m also feeling it personally. I’m not into long-term relationships, but the island is close-knit, and gossip spreads faster than weeds. Hooking up with tourists isn’t as thrilling as it was when I was in my twenties, and I’m well past wanting to be the talk of the town.

“No thanks,” Fitz says. “City life isn’t for me. Where’re you heading now?”

“Hopefully into a bar. Maybe I’ll find a hot city girl who wants to have a good time.”

Fitz laughs. “Good luck with that.”

“I don’t need luck.” I slow my pace to glance through the window of a bar and stop in my tracks, my attention locking on Victoria—Victory—Braden, the wild-haired brunette beauty I met over the holidays on the island, when my friend Sutton Steele got engaged to Victory’s brother Flynn.

“Hey!” a guy complains as he bumps into my shoulder.

“Sorry.” I step aside, my gaze still trained on Victory, who is sitting at the bar staring into her drink.

“What’d you do, Wells?” Fitz asks with amusement.

I all but forgot I was on the phone. “I just found exactly what I’m looking for.”

“A place for the restaurant?”

“No. Victory Braden sitting alone at a bar, like a gift waiting to be opened.”

“Dude, she’s blown you off every time you’ve hit on her, and don’t you have a meeting with her brother Seth tomorrow?”

Seth Braden lives in the city and owns a major retail conglomerate as well as several restaurants and nightclubs. We got to talking at Sutton and Flynn’s wedding, and when I told him I was looking to open a restaurant here, he said he’d be happy to let me pick his brain about the differences between operating a business in a small town versus a big city.

“Yes, I do, but that is business, and she is pleasure. I’ll catch up with you when I get back.” I pocket my phone and head into the bar.

Met with the pulse of music and the din of the happy-hour crowd, I make a beeline to Victory, remembering the way the air had sizzled between us when I saw her a few weeks ago at Sutton and Flynn’s wedding. She pretended the attraction was one-sided, but the lust in her eyes betrayed her words. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about her since. She’s a rarity, as elegant as she is brilliant, and as the president of Blank Space Entertainment, she has a reputation for being a ruthless businesswoman. The kind that mesmerizes you with her striking blue eyes and radiant smile as she cuts you to pieces.

I fucking love that.

“This must be my lucky day,” I say as I sit on the stool beside her.

She turns with a serious expression, but those plump lips I’ve thought about far too many times curve into a taunting grin. Her hair is styled sleeker than it was on the island, bringing out streaks of gold in the tamer waves. “Wells. What brings you into the city? Have you worked your way through all the island girls? Meeting your latest swipe date?”

Damn, I love her snark. “I don’t play the swipe game.”

“No?” She arches a perfectly manicured brow. “Did they add a one-click bulk-match option on those dating apps?”

I laugh. “Can I buy you a drink, or”—I drag my gaze down her body, admiring the way her sleeveless designer dress hugs her curves, exposing just enough thigh to whet my appetite; she is stunning—“are you waiting on a date?”

“My dates just left, so I’ll happily take another whiskey, thank you.”

Whiskey? That’s hot. I flag down the bartender. “Dates? As in more than one?” A slow grin tugs at my lips as that imagery takes hold. “No wonder they call you Victory.”

She gives me the look she gave me on the island. The one that says she’s enjoying our banter but trying to act annoyed. “In your fantasies, maybe.”

“Maybe my ass. That image has already taken root and moved to the top of my fantasy list. Like I said, it’s my lucky day.” That earns a soft laugh and a shake of her head as the bartender arrives to take our order.

Victory taps her fingernail against her glass, watching me talk with the bartender as he fills our orders. There’s no missing the spark of interest in her eyes. For me, not the bartender.

When the bartender walks away, Victory cocks her head and says, “Why are you really in the city?”

I can’t resist fucking with her. “I felt your energy calling me across the ocean, so I caught the first ferry out. I booked a hotel room around the corner, and here I am. At your service.”

She deadpans.

“What can I say? A woman like you leaves an indelible mark.”

“Because I turned you down for a night of hot sex at my brother’s wedding?”

“Yes. It was a first, and it stung.” I put my hand over my heart. “Like it or not, we’re now connected forever.”

She smiles. “Wells Silver, you are too much.”

“I hear that a lot. Is that why you turned me down?” I lean in, palming her hip as I swivel her stool so she’s facing me, and lower my voice seductively. “Don’t be nervous, gorgeous. We can take it slow. Ease into it until we find our rhythm.” Her eyes flame, spurring me on. “I guarantee I’ll hit the spot so many times, you’ll forget your own name.”

Our gazes hold, her eyes darkening. I’m tempted to lean in and show her what she’s missing.

She smirks. “Why do guys overestimate their skills in the bedroom? Is it a size thing? Are you lacking in that department?”

I scoff. “Hardly. You must be dating the wrong guys.”

Her smirk falters, and she sits back, sipping her whiskey. “It’s okay if you don’t want to tell me why you’re really in the city.”

I have a feeling I hit a nerve, but I let it go for now. “I don’t mind telling you. I’m here looking for property to open another restaurant.”

Her eyes light up. “You own a restaurant?”

“Are you messing with me, or did I really pass right under your radar?” Shit. Is it possible I’m reading her wrong? I can’t be that far off my game.

“Not under it. I mean, I’d have to be blind not to notice your movie-star good looks.” She motions toward my face. “With that thick dark hair, sexy scruff, and chiseled jaw, you look like you could be one of the actors we rep.”

I grin. “I knew you were into me.”

“Don’t get ahead of yourself, Mr. Silver. I might’ve found you attractive when we met, but then you opened your mouth and rang the player bell, and nothing else computed.”

Why do I find her challenges so sexy? “Damn. I don’t usually have to say shit like this, but I’m kind of a big deal on the island.”

A playful glint shimmers in her eyes. “Because you were born with a Silver spoon in your mouth?”

“No.” I’ve worked hard to shake that assumption. “Because I’m a great guy, and it doesn’t hurt that I own Rock Bottom Bar and Grill.”

“That is impressive, and I liked that place. It was the in spot.” She takes another drink.

“Now we’re getting somewhere. What did you like?” I nudge her with my knee. “The owner?”

“The food.”

“Well, that’s something. To the food.” I lift my glass, and she joins me in a toast. “A’right, beautiful, you got the truth out of me. Now it’s my turn. Your friends left after you had dinner, and you stuck around hoping I’d come by, right?”

Her eyes dance with amusement. “More like, to drown my sorrows.”

“Your sorrows? Those words should never come out of your gorgeous mouth. Did you lose a big business deal?”

“Ha! You clearly don’t know me. I never lose business deals, big or small.” She runs her finger around the rim of her glass, her expression turning contemplative. Those pretty eyes flick to mine. “Today is the anniversary of the day I met my late husband, Harvey.”

My chest constricts. “Oh, shit. Sorry, Vic.” I knew she was a widow and had lost her husband a while back. “That’s got to be rough.”

“It is what it is.”

I lift my glass. “To Harvey. He must’ve been a hell of a guy to have won your heart.”

“He was.” She taps her glass to mine, smiling again. “To Harvey.”

We drink, and then I ask, “Do you want to talk about him?”

“Thanks, but no,” she says emphatically. “He’s been gone for several years, and I’ve had enough alcohol that I’m not overthinking it. I’d like to keep it that way.”

“Okay, Harvey is off the table.” I sweep my arm between us like I’m pushing Harvey away and go for a smile, waggling my brows. “How about me? Am I on the table?”

An almost-silent laugh tumbles out, and she takes another drink. “You do make me laugh.”

“That means I have a shot. Who’s my competition? The friends you had dinner with?”

“No, but you have dated one of them,” she taunts.

“At least I know they’re female.”

“I had dinner with Leni and Shea. They plied me with alcohol and upbeat conversation, as good friends should.”

Leni was Sutton’s sister. She worked for their cousin Shea Steele at her PR firm. Shea didn’t grow up on the island with us, but Leni and I dated in high school, and it didn’t end well. We remained friends, despite Leni carrying a chip on her shoulder toward me, which I fully deserved. We finally talked about what had happened a year and a half ago and smoothed things over, but I’m curious about what she’s told Victory.

“Leni, huh? Did she sing my praises?”

“I wouldn’t go that far, but she thinks you’re a good guy. Even if you’re a shameless flirt who will probably never settle down.”

Thank you, Leni. “She knows me well and she loves me. You will, too, one day.” I lift my chin. “You can’t resist this face forever.”

“It’s a wonder I’ve lasted this long.”

“It is a little shocking, but hey, it’s the thrill of the chase, right?”

“The chase,” she says longingly, and gazes absently over my shoulder as if she’s watching a scene play out. She picks up her glass and swirls it, watching the alcohol slosh over the ice. “I was the one who chased Harvey.”

“He’s a lucky man. I like a woman who goes after what she wants. To the thrill of the chase.”

We toast, and then her attention returns to her glass as she sets it on the bar and wraps both hands around it, her fingers tapping to the beat of the music. “I haven’t been chased in so long, I can’t even remember what it feels like,” she confesses.

“Come on. You’re joking, right? A smart, attractive woman like you must have guys lining up to take you out. You can level with me,” I say coaxingly. “Are you swiping the right way on the apps? Do you need a tutorial?”

She winces, and when her eyes find mine, they’re daring and slightly cautious. That hint of vulnerability in this fierce lioness is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. “Actually, I haven’t gone there yet.”

“I don’t blame you. Dating apps have their purpose, but they pretty much suck. You probably don’t need those apps anyway. You must meet plenty of guys in your line of work.”

“I do. I meant I haven’t dated since I lost Harvey.”

My thoughts stumble. “At all?”

“Other than my standing solo date at our favorite restaurant every Friday night?” She shakes her head. “I married the love of my life. I’m not looking for a replacement.”

“Who said anything about getting married? We’re talking about dating, going out, and having fun with a guy. You said it’s been several years. Did you mean like two?”

“No.” She leans forward and whispers, “It’s been five.”

“Five years?”

“Don’t say it like that.” She smacks my chest, laughing.

I catch her wrist, noticing a small pink butterfly just below her palm. “Sorry, but this is a tragedy. Don’t you miss human touch?” I place her hand on my cheek and slowly move it along my jaw and across my chin. When her fingertips graze my lips, she breathes harder. “Touching a man?” I run her fingers down my neck and over my pecs. “Feeling a strong body against yours?” I press a kiss to the back of her hand. “Warm lips on your skin?” Lust shimmers in her eyes. I lean in and brush my scruff along her cheek, speaking low, into her ear. “The scratch of a man’s scruff on your thighs?”

As I sit back, she drags her teeth over her bottom lip, but as if she’s caught herself tempted by me, she tugs her hand free and reaches for her glass. “I need more alcohol for this conversation.” Downing her drink, she waves the bartender over.

So fucking sexy.

An hour later, we’re swapping funny stories about dating and being hit on, and she’s still trying to explain why she hasn’t dated. “From what I’ve seen, dating is overly complicated now. What happened to getting to know each other over a game of Scrabble and some sushi? Or a movie and pizza? My life is busy and complicated enough. Just thinking about dating is a lot. Maybe it’s different for men. Have you watched any of those Dateline shows? You can’t even invite someone you’ve just met over to your place because they might be a serial killer.”

“That’s what you’re worried about? Then you might want to keep this zipped so nobody swipes your wallet and figures out where you live.” I reach over and zip the small purse that’s dangling from thin straps draped across her body.

“I thought it was zipped. Thanks. But I’m serious, and it’s not just serial killers. I can’t imagine trying to find someone who’s not intimidated by my success or into me because of it. I bet there are plenty of gold diggers out there who want your silver spoon in their mouth.”

I smirk. “You said it, not me.”

Her eyes widen as understanding dawns on her, and she laughs. Her laughter is contagious, and that smile is fucking with my head the way it did at the wedding and at my family’s annual holiday dance at the resort after Sutton and Flynn got engaged.

Victory is so unguarded tonight, I wonder if it’s because we’re not surrounded by her family. I feel like I’m seeing a side of her she rarely unveils. Or maybe she reveals it often and just hadn’t around me. All I know is, it’s intoxicating, and I want to see more of it.

“I guess that’s one way to get to your fortune,” she says, and picks up her glass. “To gold diggers.” We toast. “All right, Silver, give me your best gold-digger story.”

“My best? I don’t usually spend enough time with women for them to get their claws into me, but there was one who my brothers and sisters will never let me forget. She was a tourist on the island for the weekend, and she was older than me.”

“How much older?”

“Seriously?”

“Yes, I need a visual. How old? What color hair?” She motions with her fingers for me to give her more.

“She was blond, curvy, and probably eight or ten years older than me. I don’t know. I was twenty-three and had just taken over the restaurant. I thought I was hot shit.”

“Wait, wait, wait.” She waves her hand. “You thought you were hot shit? Are you telling me there was a time when the great Wells Silver was not arrogantly confident?”

She’s a fucking trip. “Hell no. I was trying to be humble.”

“Nice try, but that’s not your strong suit.” Her eyes glitter with the tease. “Okay, go on. You’re a hot-shit twenty-three-year-old restaurateur, and in comes this gorgeous woman, one of a long line of them, I assume, who wanted to sleep with you.”

“You’re good. That’s accurate,” I say arrogantly. “Her name was Kelly, and we hooked up once.”

“Did you enjoy it?” she asks.

“What kind of question is that? Who doesn’t like sex?”

She rolls her eyes. “Have you honestly never had bad sex?”

“I’m driving the train, so no, I haven’t.”

“You’re so arrogant. You’ve never been with a woman who just lay there?”

It’s time to show her who she’s dealing with. I thread my fingers into the ends of her long hair, tugging her closer. “I’m going to let you in on a little secret, sugarplum. I could make a dead woman squirm.”

She laughs, like I’ve made the funniest joke ever.

“Don’t laugh.”

“That wasn’t a very humble thing to say.”

“I was just being honest.”

“Okay, magic dick,” she says sarcastically.

“Maybe you’ve forgotten that there are many other ways to pleasure a woman besides fucking her.”

“Yes, I’m aware,” she says a little sharply.

“Are you?” I tug her closer. So close I can smell the whiskey on her breath. “I could make you beg for my cock using nothing more than a single finger.”

Her mouth opens like she’s going to say something, but she doesn’t say a word, and her brow furrows. “No way.”

“One finger.” I let that sink in. “Or the tip of my tongue.” I slide my tongue over my bottom lip, and her gaze tracks it. “My teeth are lethal, and don’t get me started on my—”

She puts her hand on my chest, her cheeks flushing as she pushes back, but only a few inches. “You’re an excellent storyteller. That’s more action than I’ve gotten in years.” She fans her face. “How about we go back to the tourist story?”

I was so caught up in her, I forgot I was in the middle of telling a story. I clear my throat, trying to shake the lust from my brain.

There’s no chance of that happening.

“Right. The tourist,” I say, forcing my brain into submission. “We hooked up, and the next day she told everyone who would listen that she was my girlfriend. I found her in the kitchen of my restaurant giving orders to the chef.”

Victory leans forward again. “No way.”

“It’s true. My brothers call her Kitchen Kelly. Some women are off their rockers.”

“Guys are no better,” she insists.

“Guys can be assholes, but are you saying guys have done worse to you than what she did? Because that was pretty bold.”

“You be the judge,” she says casually. “You know my company is fairly large.”

“How large? I need a visual,” I tease, earning another smile.

“Between the New York, LA, and London offices, we’ve got about sixteen hundred employees.”

“Now, that’s impressive.” We’ve been having so much fun, I lost track of the fact that she runs an entertainment empire. No wonder she wasn’t wowed by my owning a single restaurant. “So what happened? Did an employee try to climb you instead of the corporate ladder?”

“It wasn’t an employee. I’m too busy running the company to meet all the talent we sign, but I try to support them when I can. We’d just taken on a new fighter, and I went with the agent who signed him to see one of his big fights. After the fight was over, the agent stepped out to take a call, and I went to introduce myself to her client.” She tucks her hair behind her ear. “He was schmoozing the crowd, and when he saw me, his whole face changed.”

“How? Like, damn, you’re hot? Or like, oh shit, there’s the boss?”

“Like a lion on the prowl who had just found his prey.”

“Seriously? Not that I blame him, but that’s ballsy.”

“It gets better. He swaggers over to me and says, ‘Hey, baby. I noticed you when I was in the ring. You looked good holding up those numbers.’ I was like…numbers? And then it dawned on me that he thought I was a ring girl!”

I bark out a laugh. “The perils of being beautiful. I bet you look great in booty shorts.”

“I do, thank you very much. I work hard for this ass.”

“And I appreciate that hard work.” We finish our drinks, and I push to my feet. “Come on. Let’s give that ass a workout.”

“Wells.” The surprise in her eyes wars with the desire brimming in them.

I take her hand, pulling her up to her feet in front of me. “It’s no secret I want to get my hands on you, but I meant, let’s hit the dance floor.” I slide my arm around her waist. “I’m not an animal. I’ve got better lines than that to get you into my bed.”
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Victory

Yes, you do, and I’m enjoying them far too much.

Wells keeps me close as we weave through the crowd. He’s striking in a short-sleeve fitted gray shirt and jeans, and I don’t miss the women checking him out. Little do they know it’s his wicked sense of humor, dirty mouth, and unnerving confidence that make him dangerously seductive. I’ve been hit on many times, and a few men have crossed the line and needed to be set straight. But never have I encouraged it or wanted to take it further.

Until now.

Something about Wells and his delivery makes it feel less skeevy, which makes no sense, given that he’s a self-confessed player. He’s also several years younger than me, and some of his lines border on cheesy, all of which should have me rolling my eyes and coming up with an excuse to leave, but I’m having fun. I can’t remember the last time I’ve been turned on by nothing more than words, and God is Wells good with words. His slick-tongue promises are still taunting me. I’ve missed the edgy high of anticipation that’s been humming through me for most of the evening.

He claims a spot on the dance floor and sets those piercing dark eyes on me as we move to the beat. I love to dance, but it’s been a long time since I’ve danced with a man. Harvey was a good slow dancer, and I loved being in his arms, but he wasn’t great at dancing to a faster beat. Wells moves like the music is part of him, and it’s as powerful and seductive as his penetrating gaze as we fall into sync on the crowded dance floor.

All around us, people are lost in each other, bumping and grinding, giving the night a dark, erotic feel. I miss that, too, and I chase the feeling—the escape—as we dance to one song after another, bodies brushing, hips swaying, and eyes taunting. As Zendaya’s “Repeat” blares through the speakers, Wells’s hot hands skim down my waist, his eyes drilling into me like he wants to play me on repeat.

His attention is addicting. I give myself over to the beat and to the desire mounting inside me, dancing more provocatively. He flashes a devilish grin, matching my moves, his hands roaming over my hips and up my sides, bringing a rush of desire. As Gracie Abrams sings about burning for him and wanting to be closer, every graze of our bodies makes me want that, too.

I can’t stop thinking about how good it felt to touch his face, neck, and chest. My fingers itch to do it again. I throw caution to the wind, letting them travel over the hard planes of his pecs and down his abs, dancing like I did with men in my early twenties, loving the way his eyes flame and his muscles flex beneath my fingers.

His eyes flicker with a wickedness that tells me he’s a man who knows how to fulfill his dirty claims. He draws me against him, pressing one hand on my lower back. I feel every hard inch of him and oh, how I’ve missed this, too. He dips his face beside mine, speaking low and gruff. “Like what you feel?” He nips at my neck, and my entire body prickles with desire.

Yes is on the tip of my tongue, but I keep it to myself. “Maybe.”

“It’s okay to admit you like it,” he coaxes. “I like your hands on me.” He holds me tighter. “I bet I’d fucking love your mouth on me.”

Not as much as I’d enjoy yours on me.

The thought is so brazen, it should slow me down, but it has the opposite effect, emboldening me.

“You’re an incredibly sexy woman, and you deserve to have some fun.”

I haven’t felt sexy in forever, but in his arms, with his body moving tantalizingly against me, I not only feel sexy, but I’m greedy for more. He brushes his scruff along my cheek, and my body floods with desire.

“A beautiful woman like you should never go years without being pleasured.” He slicks his tongue along the shell of my ear, sending shivers of heat down my neck and chest. “You deserve to be touched and teased.”

I cling to him, craving his affirmations, as he slides his hand lower, palming my ass, and he nips at my earlobe. I gasp a sharp inhalation at the shock of pain and pleasure it causes.

“You deserve to be cherished,” he says huskily, and sucks my earlobe into his mouth, grinding his hips slower, more purposefully, setting off fireworks beneath my skin. “You should be kissed and licked and thoroughly fucked.”

The breath rushes from my lungs.

He pushes one hand beneath my hair, grasping the nape of my neck and angling my face up. The look in his eyes is primal, mirroring the visceral need inside me. I’m used to being in control, but I’m so lost in the heat between us, I have to fight to regain a shred of it.

“And you’re just the man to do it?” I challenge.

“We both know I am.” His thumb strokes the edge of my jaw. “Tell me you don’t want me to kiss you.”

My body is on fire, anticipation clawing at me. For the first time in years, I shut off my brain and lead with lust. “Why would I lie?”

A feral look flashes in his eyes, and his mouth descends mercilessly over mine in a kiss so passionate and all-consuming, my head spins. His tongue sweeps and delves, possessing and caressing in a mesmerizing rhythm, stoking a long-buried passion I almost forgot existed. I push up on my toes, taking more, and he growls, “Fuck,” against my lips. My body screams, Yes please, as he reclaims my mouth, intensifying his efforts to a mind-numbing level. He kisses me deeper, more sensually, giving and taking in waves of lethal seduction and electrifying roughness, igniting me like an inferno. My sex throbs. My chest burns. How could I have forgotten what it was like to be kissed like I was the very air someone needed to breathe? How the right kiss could steal my breath and fill me with want and need so hot and sharp, it’s inescapable?

Every swipe of our tongues, every press of our bodies, sends desperation pulsing through me. When our lips part, our eyes reconnect like a brewing storm, and “Want to get out of here?” tumbles out.

“More than you know.”


Chapter Two


Victory

The warm summer air sobers me up just enough to make me epically nervous as we walk into Wells’s hotel suite. He reaches for my purse and must see something in my eyes, because the smile that appears is softer and more compassionate than the wicked one he sported when we left the bar.

“Having second thoughts?” he asks gently.

“No. It’s just been a long time since I’ve gotten naked with a stranger, and I ended up marrying the last one.”

“Well, we’re in no danger of wedding bells, sweet thing.” He takes my purse and places it on the table. “We’re just two people enjoying each other for a night.”

Being on the same page helps ease my nerves a little. “This stays between us, right? I don’t want you telling anyone who will listen that I’m your girlfriend and find you in my office tomorrow giving orders to my assistant.”

“I assure you that will not happen. Come here, sexy.” Taking my hand, he draws me closer. “Let me remind you why you want to be here.”

His warm hands frame my face, and he brushes his lips lightly over mine, whispering, “You deserve to feel good.” He kisses me soft and sweet, so different from our smoldering kisses in the bar, and it’s doing the trick, easing my nerves. “There’s no pressure.” He lowers his lips to mine in a slow, sensual kiss that goes on so long, I feel like I’m floating.

The man could give a master class in seduction. When he says, “We can stop at any time,” I don’t hesitate to say “Don’t stop,” and pull his mouth back to mine. He takes that green light and runs with it, pushing a hand into my hair, his other arm circling my waist, holding me tight as he deepens the kiss. He gives and takes, then takes even more. Desire courses through me, so thick and hot, there’s no room for nerves. I grasp at his shoulders, kissing him harder, but his fingers tighten in my hair, and he reclaims control, refusing to give in to my demand.

He holds me exactly where he wants me, keeping me from taking more as he continues his expert seduction. I was twenty-six to Harvey’s forty-two when we met, and I was drawn to everything about him, from the way he commanded boardrooms to the kindness and attention he gave to his employees and clients, and the way he adored me. He took charge in the bedroom but in a gentler way. Wells is dirtier, and I like it. He taunts me with tantalizing kisses that go from sweet and sensual to rough and unforgiving and back again in an endless cycle that has me straining against his grip, moaning, grinding, whimpering for more.

He grins arrogantly into our kisses, but he doesn’t break our connection. He intensifies it with a blistering kiss as he unzips the back of my dress. My nerves try to rise to the surface, but I want him—I want this—too much. I reach between us, unbuttoning his shirt, trembling a little from sheer desire. He takes over, those dark eyes holding me captive as he strips off his shirt and drops it to the floor.

My breath catches at the sight of his beautifully sculpted tan body and the slight dusting of chest hair, so different from Harvey’s thick salt-and-peppered barrel chest. That should probably give me pause, but it only further arouses me. I’m excited for this new adventure. “You were right. It’s been way too long since I’ve touched a man.” I reach for the button on his slacks.

He catches my hand and moves it to his chest. “You’ve given me the honor of reminding you that you’re a beautiful, sexual woman and not just the queen of an empire. I don’t take that honor lightly, and I won’t rush through it.”

He kisses my neck as he slides my dress off my shoulders. It falls to my feet, leaving me in my lace bra, matching thong, and heels. My nerves prickle, but they don’t stand a chance against the needy ache inside me. His gaze rakes devouringly down my body, causing a rush of butterflies, goose bumps, and flames.

“You are stunning.” He presses a kiss to my shoulder, murmuring, “I cannot wait to get my mouth on you.”

A shiver of anticipation races down my spine.

His fingers trail lightly over my nipples. “These beautiful tits need some attention.” He lowers his mouth to mine in a soul-searing kiss that reaches deep inside me, drawing out a moan. Leaving me breathless, he steps behind me and caresses my ass. “This gorgeous ass needs attention, too.” His touch turns to rough, greedy gropes, and my entire body pleads for more as he dips his face beside mine and says, “I can’t wait to see you on all fours, taking my cock from behind.”

It’s been so long, “Yes,” slips out before I can stop it.

“There she is, that beautiful, sensual being you’ve kept chained down. You want to feel my cock driving into you, don’t you, sweet thing?” he asks arrogantly, and that makes me even hotter. “You want to come on my cock?”

I don’t even try to hold back. “God yes.” I’m here for sex, and I’m going to take everything he’s willing to give.

“I bet your thong is drenched for me, isn’t it?” He gathers my hair over one shoulder and gives it a tug, gritting out, “Isn’t it?”

“Yes—” He’s going to take me to the edge before he even touches me.

“That’s my girl,” he says as he takes off my bra.

It’s such an intimate endearment, it gives me pause, but before I can overthink it, he grabs my hair again, tugging my head to the side, sending scintillating stings like hot needles down my body, and practically growls in my ear, “I like you wet and needy.” He seals his mouth over my neck, kissing, licking, and sucking, driving me out of my freaking mind.

“Wells,” I plead.

“That’s it, baby. Let me hear you beg.” He palms my breasts and rolls my nipples between his fingers and thumb, sending shocks of pleasure burning through me.

“God,” I pant out, and try to turn around, but he holds me in place.

“You’re a powerful woman, used to being in control.” He kisses my neck. “Tonight, you relinquish that control to me.” He nips at that tender skin, and I gasp in surprise. “Do you want that, sweet thing?”

“You’re going to make me crazy.”

His laugh is low and sinful. “I’m going to make you come so many times, you won’t have the energy for crazy.”

“You’d better be able to fulfill that promise, boy toy.”

He gropes one breast and grabs my jaw with his other hand, turning my face to the side. His eyes bore into me. “Boy toy, huh?” His tone is amused, but he takes me in a brutal kiss that electrifies me and squeezes my nipple, sending a bolt of lightning between my legs. I cry out into the kiss, and my hips buck forward. He does it again, and the pleasure is so intense, my knees buckle. He holds me up and growls against my lips, “Is that the way a boy kisses, sugarplum?”

I’m so racked with pleasure, it’s all I can do to breathe.

“That’s what I thought.” He releases my jaw, and his hand slides down my stomach, stopping just above my thong.

“Touch me,” I demand, shocking myself and clearly amusing Wells.

“I’m not sure if I want to just yet.” He drags his fingers along the edge of my thong. “Maybe I should make you beg a little more.”

He has me wound so tight, I’m ready to snap. “Don’t you dare.”

“I like the idea of you on your knees for me.”

Another moan slips out. Holy crap. What is he doing to me?

“You like that, too, don’t you?” His hand flattens on my stomach, holding my back flush against his bare chest. His skin is hot and enticing. “What a sight you’ll be,” he says gruffly. “Naked and on your knees, your pussy dripping for my cock.”

I close my eyes, breathing harder.

“My hands tangled in your hair. Those sexy blue eyes trained on me as I fuck your mouth.”

“Wells” rushes out, as drenched with need as I am.

“Fuck, sweet thing. I love hearing you say my name like that.” He pushes his hand into my thong, and I gasp as his finger slides over my clit and through my wetness. “Mm. I bet you taste sweeter than honey.” He withdraws his hand. “Give me your mouth.”

Like metal to magnet, I turn my head, ready and willing to do anything he wants.

“Good girl.” He paints my lips with my arousal and drags his tongue over them. “So fucking sweet.” He crushes his mouth to mine and pushes his hand back into my thong, zeroing in on my clit with lethal precision, and only one finger.

Holy hell. He wasn’t kidding.

I can barely think as he tangles his free hand in my hair, holding tight, sending an erotic mix of pain and pleasure whirling and billowing inside me. It spreads through my chest and down my limbs to the very tips of my fingers and toes. His kisses are fierce and possessive. I hold on to his arms to keep my knees from buckling again as he takes me higher, working me into a writhing frenzy of need and want. Sinful noises spill from my lungs, earning a growl that arouses me even more. My entire body pulses with the need to come. He must feel it, too, because his finger works faster, and he says, “Time to come, gorgeous one.”

He yanks my head back and sinks his teeth into my neck, sending a hailstorm of sensation raining down on me. “Wells—” flies from my lips, and the world spins away.

“That’s it. Say my name,” he grits out as pleasure ravages me. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

I try to catch my breath, but he pushes his fingers inside me and uses his thumb on those oversensitive nerves, catapulting me right back up to the peak of another mind-blowing orgasm that goes on and on. When I finally start coming down from the high, foggy-brained and breathless, I wobble on my heels. I forgot I still had them on.

Wells steadies me. “I’ve got you.” He turns me in his arms, and I blink several times, trying to bring his handsome face into focus. “There you are,” he says, low and seductive, as if he’s been looking for me his whole life.

“If you can do that with one finger,” I say breathily, “I can’t wait to see what you can do with the rest of yourself.”

“By the time I’m done with you, you won’t be able to look at another man without comparing them to me.”

He lifts me into his arms, and I laugh in surprise as he carries me into the bedroom. I have never been carried into a bedroom. Not even on my wedding night. I might think he’s trying to be romantic, if not for the facts. Neither of us has any interest in romance, and he is the king of seduction, with skills I’m sure he’s honed on too many women to count.

“A magic finger, a wicked mouth, and you’re chivalrous, too?” I tease. “What other superpowers do you possess?”

He lowers me to sit on the edge of the bed and kneels in front of me. As he takes off my heels, he says, “You’re about to find out just how wicked my mouth can be.”

My body clenches in anticipation as he hooks his fingers into the sides of my thong, but now that I have my wits about me, I feel more like myself and put my hands over his, stopping him. “They don’t come off unless you’re getting naked, too.”

“You want to see the goods, huh?”

“I’ve got to make sure all of this isn’t going to end in disappointment.” I have no doubt about the heat he’s packing, but this is my night. My coming-out party. As much as I’ve enjoyed relinquishing control, I’m not about to give it all up in the bedroom.

He cocks a grin and plants his hands on the mattress on either side of me, leaning in so close, I have to lean back. “If this ends with disappointment, it’ll only be because you’ll wish you hadn’t limited us to one night together.”

“We both know that’s not going to happen,” I say as he pushes upright.

His eyes never leave mine as he toes off his shoes. He takes his wallet out of his back pocket, tosses it on the nightstand, and strips down to his boxer briefs. My gaze slides south to the thick outline of his formidable cock as he steps toward me.

“Excuse me, but those need to come off.” I motion to his boxer briefs.

His eyes narrow, and he leans over me again. This time he brushes his lips over mine, and his tongue follows. Reveling in the heat thrumming between us, I close my eyes as our mouths touch, but he doesn’t kiss me. The bastard hovers there, his lips barely grazing mine, teasing me with his wicked tongue. Dipping it deep to explore, withdrawing, then sliding it over mine and dipping in again, making me want more so badly, I lean up to claim his mouth. But he lifts just out of reach, and his hands move over mine, pinning them to the mattress. I open my eyes and find him watching me with a mix of amusement and passion.

“My underwear stays on until you come on my mouth. Got it, sweet thing?”

I narrow my eyes. “If I say no?”

“You won’t. You want my mouth on you.” He leans forward, taking me down on my back and drawing my arms over my head, holding them there. “You want to come more than you want control, and you know I can deliver.” His big body presses down on me, and he gently grinds his rigid cock between my legs. The exquisite friction makes it hard to think. He angles his hips, hitting the place I need it most so perfectly, “Ah” falls from my lips.

A slow grin stretches across his face. “What’ll it be, sugarplum? My mouth making you lose your mind, or are we done for the night?”

I pant out, “I’m not your sugarplum.”

“You are tonight.”

He grinds harder, and damn it, heat spreads through me like wildfire. “Fine. Your mouth. Just hurry up.”

“We’ve already established that hurrying is not on tonight’s agenda.”

He takes his sweet time, kissing and tasting his way down my neck and across my breastbone. He kisses the swell of my breast, all the way up to one throbbing nipple, and lingers there, teasing the taut peak with the tip of his tongue. “I told you these gorgeous tits need attention.” He lowers his mouth over my nipple and sucks, alighting sparks beneath my skin.

I bow off the mattress, making greedy noises as he lavishes my breasts with attention, using his teeth, tongue, and hands until I’m dizzy with desire, writhing beneath him.

“I’m going to taste every inch of you, so every time you see me, you’ll think of my mouth pleasuring you.”

“Keep dreaming, boy toy.” I close my eyes, telling myself he’s wrong as he moves down my body, making me shudder and moan. But his mouth is hot, his tongue and teeth tantalizing, and those strong hands are everywhere at once, groping, skimming, tweaking, claiming, and I know I’ll hear his deep voice taunting me in my sleep.

He hooks his fingers in my thong and strips it off. His mouth trails below my belly button to the apex of my thighs, and he presses a kiss there. “Look at this drenched pussy, aching for me.” He slicks his tongue along it, and I moan at the pleasure slicing through me. “Lean up on your elbows, sexy girl. I want those beautiful eyes on me when I make you come.”

Boy did I pick the right man for this.

“You’re so needy,” I tease, pushing up as he asked.

“Fuck yeah, I am.” That wicked grin is back, and the predatory look in his eyes as he guides my legs over his shoulders sends my heart into a wild flurry. “I’ve wanted to taste you and feel your pussy wrapped around my cock as you scream my name since the moment I met you.”

“You’re a player. You probably want that with every woman you meet.”

“Not every woman,” he says all too charmingly.

His eyes never leave mine as he teases my most sensitive nerves with his tongue. My hips jolt off the mattress, and a gloating grin appears. He puts a hand just above my pubic bone, holding me down, massaging me there as he teases and taunts me with his mouth. He fucks me with his tongue, licking and lapping and driving me out of my mind. “You taste too fucking good. I could eat you all night.”

Thrills rush through me as he devours, savors, and teases, making me writhe and moan, so consumed with pleasure I can hardly think. He brings his other hand into play, pushing his fingers inside me, and then his mouth is on my clit again. His appreciative growls and guttural noises make me as wild as his touch. I claw at the mattress, rocking against his hands and mouth, but my eyes never leave his, because there’s no bigger aphrodisiac than the pleasure gleaming back at me. I have a fleeting thought that this is a world away from what I had with Harvey, but I force it down deep, unwilling to give up this pleasure-drenched night.

Pressure mounts inside me, prickling like fire and ice. He works me faster, crooking his fingers inside me, stroking that hidden spot that makes the edges of my vision blur. He takes my clit between his teeth, does something magical with his tongue, and I detonate. “Wells—” flies from my lips, and I gasp for air as my body clenches and bucks.

He continues fucking me with his fingers, flicking my clit with his tongue. When he slows his efforts, drawing long, needy sounds from my lungs, he withdraws his fingers and laps up my come. Watching him takes me right back up to the edge, and then he sends me over it. I spiral into ecstasy, crying out, squeezing his head between my thighs as excruciating pleasure unravels me.

When I finally sink to the mattress, breathless, my body jerking with aftershocks, he licks me again. I inhale sharp breaths with every slick of his tongue. “Too much,” I pant out. “I’m too sensitive.”

He kisses my inner thigh, then crawls up my body, taking me in another toe-curling kiss before gazing down at me and saying, “Too sensitive to fuck, sweet girl?”

The way he says it is cute, not crass, and it makes me smile. “Never.”

With a quick peck, he gets off the bed like a kid anxious to open his birthday present. I lie there trying to recover, watching him strip off his boxer briefs to unveil that promising cock, and a wave of arousal washes over me anew. He retrieves a condom from his wallet and sheathes his length.

As he climbs onto the bed, reaching for me, I go up on my knees, playfully batting his hand away. “You’ve had enough control, boy toy. Lay your handsome ass down, and let me ride that cock.”


Chapter Three


Wells

Jesus Fucking Christ. This incredible woman is going to be the death of me.

I saw the sadness in Victory’s eyes when she talked about her late husband warring with the lust radiating toward me. That twisted me up inside, and I almost backed off, but something about her refused to let me. Now I can only imagine the magnitude of what she’s feeling after all these years, and I want to help her bridge the gap between her past and her future. I want to give her whatever she needs, even if for only one night, to help her feel as confident, desirable, and empowered as she is outside the bedroom.

She plants a hand on her hip, her gorgeous eyes narrowing in warning, that pink butterfly on her wrist teasing me like a secret I want her to unveil. “Don’t even think about telling me no.”

“You’re not going to hear any complaints out of me. There’s nothing sexier than a woman who takes what she wants.” I lower my back to the mattress, happy to let her fuck me to her heart’s content, and reach for her. “Climb on, cowgirl.”

That earns a sexy smile as she straddles me. “Eyes on me, boy toy.”

“I look forward to seeing you take my cock, but I’ll be damned if I’ll let you call me boy while we fuck.” I grab the base of my cock, aligning it with her entrance with one hand, and grab her hip with the other.

Her eyes narrow. “Oh, I think you will.” She holds my gaze, hovering over my cock, and palms her breast, fondling it as she slides her other hand between her legs, teasing herself. Her face contorts with pleasure. “Ah. I’m so wet.” She rolls her nipple between her finger and thumb, moaning.

She’s so fucking sexy, my dick jerks, and I grit out a curse.

“What’s it going to be? Boy toy, or should I get dressed and go?”

I realize she’s playing off what I said to her earlier. “You sassy little minx. You can call me your boy toy tonight, but I’m going to fuck you so thoroughly, you’ll never make that mistake again.”

“This is a onetime thing, so you don’t have to worry about that.”

I grit my teeth, wondering why that bothers me, but I don’t have time to overthink it as she lowers herself, taking every inch of my cock. She’s so tight, I clench my teeth at the raw pleasure burning through me, and grit out, “Fuck,” as she pants out, “Holy cow.”

“Did you spend the last five years doing Kegels?”

She laughs, and her pussy tightens around me. The pleasure is excruciating. “Jesus, Vic. You’re like a goddamn vise.” That makes her laugh even harder, her inner muscles clamping around me. “You keep laughing, and this’ll be over before we get started.” I grab her hips as more melodic laughter rings out, and her hands land on my chest, her hair curtaining her face. “We’ve got to move, sweet thing.” I thrust up, and she gasps. Fuck. I freeze. “Did I hurt you?”

She shakes her head, her hair trailing over my chest, her smile lighting me up inside. “I’m just not used to having half a baseball bat inside me.”

“Get over here.” I pull her mouth to mine, and we kiss through our laughter. I move slowly, giving her body time to adjust. She feels so fucking good, but this isn’t about me. “Feel good, baby?”

“Mm-hm. So good.” She sits up, grinding against me.

I let her set the pace, and what a stunning sight she is as she gathers speed, riding me faster, grinding harder, her gorgeous tits and hair bouncing in the best fucking show on earth. “That’s it, baby. Ride my cock like you own it.” Those are not words I’ve ever uttered before, but hell if they don’t feel right. I tease her clit with one hand, grabbing her hip with the other, helping her move faster, trying to outrun that feeling.

“Ohgod,” she pants out, arching against my hand. “Feels so good.”

“I need those tits.”

“Yes—”

I sit up, sweeping an arm around her, and take her nipple into my mouth. My teeth graze over it, and she cries out. Those fucking sounds are killing me. I do it again to earn another, and she doesn’t disappoint. I can’t get enough of her—her body, her humor, this whole damn night—and one word plays in my mind like a mantra. More. More. More.

I grab her ass with both hands, taking control of our speed as I devour her other breast.

“Don’t stop…ohgod…Wells…”

The desperation in my name tugs at something deep inside me. What is it about this woman that’s fucking with my head? She moans and writhes, her hair falling over our shoulders, her fingernails cutting into my flesh. It hurts so good, I thrust harder. It doesn’t take long before she shatters, her pussy pulsing around my cock as she cries out my name. Music to my fucking ears.

We ride that wave, and as she comes down from the peak, I lavish her other breast with attention, rougher than before, sending her crashing into another climax. When those baby blues hit me, I get the strange urge to sweep her beneath me and gaze into those hauntingly sexy eyes while I come.

I don’t ever do that, and the fact that I want to twists me up even more. When she comes down from the high, I lift her off me, gritting out, “On your hands and knees, sweet cheeks.” She’s like a fucking dream, doing as I ask. “Look at you, so trusting, with your gorgeous ass in the air.”

“Shut up and fuck me before I change my mind.”

Like I said, a fucking dream come true. I grab her waist with both hands and drive into her. “Yes—” flies from her lungs, and she pushes her hips back, taking me impossibly deeper.

As I pound into her, I grab a fistful of her hair, tugging her head back, testing her limits, eliciting greedy pleas and more sinful sounds. The urge to claim her, to rip off this condom and come on her ass, slams into me. I haven’t wanted to claim a woman since I was a teenager. I ran from the urge then, and I try to chase it away now.

“Squeeze your legs together,” I demand, and she does. Pleasure consumes me. My cock aches for release. I reach around her, touching her where I know it’ll set her off like a fucking bomb. Her pussy clamps tight, and she screams my name so loud, it echoes off the walls, severing my restraint. Pleasure slams into me, and I roar out her name. A string of curses follows as we thrust and grind, riding the explosive torrent of our passion.

Our bodies jerk and thrust, and I stay with her until the last aftershock rumbles through us. I realize I’m still holding her hair and release it, hoping I didn’t hurt her. Her head falls between her shoulders, and she goes down onto her elbows. Jesus. I’ve never gotten so
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