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      Welcome to Wilde—a small town in Arizona owned by an eccentric billionaire with an unusual will. The old geezer left everything to any grandchildren who agree to manage the estate for ten years. If only it were that simple…

      

      The Wilde Heirs is a contemporary romance series that includes age gap, billionaires, enemies to lovers, small town, love at first sight, bossy, possessive heroes, innocent heroines, and a strong desire to fill the mansion with the next generation of heirs.
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        I’ve never been a believer in love at first sight, but that was before I arrived in this one-horse town.

      

      

      

      
        
        I’m far too old for her.

        She’s feisty and defiant.

        She has also captured my heart.

        I want her, and I will have her.

        To hell with our age difference.

        She can sass me for the rest of our lives.

        I will let no one get between us.

        I want my ring on her finger.

        I want my child growing inside her.

        All she has to do is say yes.
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      Ryder

      

      “What are you doing, Ryder?”

      I grit my teeth and take a deep breath before turning to face my ex-girlfriend. I knew there was a good chance I wouldn’t get away with moving out of this apartment building without her noticing. “Moving.”

      Her eyes are wide as she steps through the open doorway. It’s open because two men are currently loading my truck. Since Stacey lives two doors down from me, I couldn’t have avoided her catching me in the act of packing if I’d tried.

      “Moving where?”

      “My grandfather died. I’m going to deal with his estate.” I don’t tell her where. I don’t really want Stacey to know where I’ll be. I’m over her and not the least bit interested in rekindling anything.

      “You’re from upstate New York, right?”

      “Yep.” That’s where I was born and raised, but that’s not where I’m going. The truth is, I’ve never been to my grandfather’s estate in my life. I never even met the man. But I’m not sharing that with my ex. She doesn’t need to know I’m heading to Arizona.

      She looks around at the few boxes left and the empty apartment. “I kind of thought we might get back together one of these days,” she says with a slight pout.

      Stacey and I were never going to get back together. We shouldn’t have been together in the first place. We met at a local bar, realized we were neighbors, and scratched each other’s itches for a while. It ended a few months ago. It had never been anything worth mentioning.

      The loading guys step back into the apartment and around Stacey. She looks at her watch. “Shit. I’ve got to go. Text me your new contact information?”

      “Sure.”

      She hesitates a moment, and I think she might come closer to hug me or something, but instead, she gives a little wave and leaves. I’m already a footnote in her busy life. I’m fine with that.

      While the guys take the last of the boxes out, I lean against the counter and pull the letter out of my back pocket to look at it for the tenth time.

      It’s from the executor of my grandfather’s estate. My father rarely spoke of my grandfather when I was growing up. He referred to him as “the old geezer.” That’s all I know about him. My grandmother died a few years before my father left home. We never once visited my father’s childhood home. I certainly didn’t know the old geezer was wealthy.

      According to this letter, Amos Wilde was ninety-five years old when he passed. Not only did he own a sizable estate but the entire town of Wilde, Arizona. I have no idea why I feel compelled to pack up and head clear across the country, but I do.

      The truth is I work from home. I’m a web designer—an IT nerd. I make pretty good money, but it feels like fate that I got a notice letting me know my rent was about to go up, almost out of my budget, on the same day I received this letter.

      Nothing is keeping me in New York. My parents still live a few hours north of here, and I haven’t told them I’m heading to Wilde. It feels like I should wait until I arrive and assess the situation before informing them.

      I don’t know why my father fell out with his father almost fifty years ago, but Amos is gone now. What’s left is the estate, and according to this letter, a sizable inheritance was set aside for any grandchildren willing to move to Wilde and manage the estate for at least ten years.

      I’ve had this letter for five days. Why waste time? I packed up, paid two guys to load my shit into the truck, and I’m going to take three days to drive it across the country.

      Even crazier, I haven’t told my brother, sister, or any of my cousins. I assume all of them received the same letter. I’m close enough with my siblings to check in every once in a while, but not my cousins. I don’t know them as well. I’ve called no one. I’m going to show up in Wilde and wing it. I wonder who else might arrive. None of them have contacted me, either.

      Call me crazy, but I’m doing this. I’ve got nothing to lose and possibly everything to gain.
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      Ryder

      

      As I jump down from my truck and stretch my legs, I feel eyes on me. Not surprising. I’ve come directly to the lawyer’s office, which is in the middle of Main Street. It’s a small town. I bet the citizens of Wilde don’t see ten-foot moving trucks pulling into parking spots here every day. I wonder if they know about my grandfather’s death and his will.

      I glance around casually as I head toward the office of Thomas McAndrews, Attorney at Law. Several people have stepped out of their businesses to stare at me.

      A bell rings over the door as I open it, making me chuckle. How small town can you get?

      “Come on back,” a man yells from somewhere deeper in the office. There’s a reception desk where I’m standing, but no one is sitting at it.

      I head toward the short hallway and the open door on the left. When I step inside, a man in his late sixties rises from behind his desk. “Can I help you?”

      “I’m Ryder Wilde. I left you a message I would be here this afternoon.”

      The man smiles and holds out a hand. “Thomas McAndrews. Nice to meet you.”

      I shake his firm grip before sitting across from him when he indicates so with a wave of his other hand. “Has anyone else responded to your letter, Mr. McAndrews?” I ask.

      “Please, call me Thomas. Yes. Two others.” He opens the huge file right in front of him and pulls out a paper. “Tiago and Dallas. Both are on their way here.”

      I chuckle. Tiago is my brother. I guess I should’ve called him, but he didn’t call me either. Dallas is a cousin. I’ve met him a few times, but it’s been several years.

      “I assume my parents are unaware of this letter and that you sent it to everyone in my generation?” I’m perplexed about this entire scheme. It’s odd.

      “You’re correct about the letter. Amos instructed me to send it to every grandchild. You’ve all received the same offer. I have no idea if any of Amos’s four sons know of the letter. They didn’t hear it from me.”

      “Were they even informed of my grandfather’s passing?”

      “No. It was his wish that he be cremated with little fuss and no ceremony and that his grandchildren be informed of his death afterward by way of the letter you received.”

      I lean back in the chair, assessing Thomas McAndrews. He seems friendly and…sane. I suspect my grandfather was neither of those things. If he had been, all his children wouldn’t have left home, never to return. “How long did you know my grandfather?”

      “All my life. I left Wilde for college and law school, but when I returned and opened this practice forty years ago, Amos hired me to manage his will and named me the executor of his estate.”

      I nod slowly. “Why would he leave everything to people he never met?”

      Thomas rubs his chin. “Who knows? He was…an eccentric man. I never understood most of his decisions.” He pats the folder in front of him. “I can paint the broad picture for you, but I’ve made copies of this file for any of you who shows up to claim his or her inheritance. It will take you some time to go through it.”

      “Please, give me the broad picture.”

      “Sugar-coated or cold, hard facts?”

      I wince. “Facts, please.”

      Thomas nods. “Your grandfather was a very rich man. He inherited a sizable amount of money from his father, who made millions in the early nineteen hundreds in the logging industry. Amos Sr. built the mansion your grandfather lived in all of his life in 1910. Some additions and updates were added over the years.”

      I lift both brows. “Is the mansion in good repair?”

      Thomas chuckles and leans forward on both elbows. “Ryder, nothing in this town is in good repair because Amos owned every building and every inch of land. He pinched pennies worse than Ebenezer Scrooge.”

      I inhale sharply.

      “You wanted facts. That’s the truth.”

      “He owned all the businesses?”

      Thomas nods. “The people of the town rent every single thing. Decades ago, Wilde was a hopping tourist town. The businesses were thriving. People came from all around to shop, hike, dine, or even rent a cabin by the lake. But Amos didn’t like to spend his billions, so things went downhill.”

      I cringe. “And you have no idea why he left everything to his grandchildren?”

      Thomas shrugs. “When his sons grew up, they all left. As odd as he may have been when your grandmother was still alive, he became a bit of a hermit after she passed, and everyone left. I can only guess he hoped at least one of you would return and carry on the family-owned town.”

      “Don’t the citizens hate him?”

      Thomas clears his throat. “That’s putting it mildly. Yes.”

      I groan. “So, I’m expected to…?”

      “The citizens are aware that Amos’s grandchildren will be arriving, and they’re hoping you’ll improve their lives.”

      I draw a deep breath, thinking about all the people who stared at me when I jumped down from the truck.

      Shit.
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      Claire

      

      I know I’m in a totally defensive position with my arms crossed and my hip cocked. I’m not sorry, and I’m not moving until I exchange words with whichever rich asshole Wilde grandson has come to town.

      There’s no doubt that the man I saw climb out of this moving truck is one of them. It’s not like we have someone else moving into town. It’s a small town. I know the realtor—June Snell. She hasn’t shown a house in over a year. June would have told the entire town if someone was moving to Wilde.

      I’m not budging until I speak to him, and the best place to wait is next to his truck. Which is where I’ve been standing for quite some time.

      Finally, the door to the law office opens, and Mr. McAndrews steps out with the Wilde heir. Thomas stands in the entryway, exchanging a few final words with the man I plan to confront.

      As soon as Wilde turns around, he spots me and hesitates.

      I somehow manage to maintain my defensive position, including my narrowed glare, but I also stop breathing.

      Shit. Shit, shit, shit.

      He’s drop-dead gorgeous. Like worthy of the front cover of a magazine—and I’m not talking about one of those damn tabloids that fill the slots at Wilde Grocery. I’m talking about real magazines, the kind with movie stars on them.

      I force myself to shake off my stupidity, certain the only reason I find him so attractive is because he’s the first man I’ve seen in months who isn’t from Wilde. Surely, that’s it. People born and raised in Wilde—like myself—are stuck with very slim pickings when it comes to finding a life partner. We get a bit starry-eyed when a stranger comes to town. Usually, he would be considered fresh meat, but in this case, we are all leery about this guy. He’s probably a gold digger. Someone who has come to collect his inheritance and leave the town in worse shape than it’s currently in.

      He holds my gaze for several seconds before inhaling deeply—something I’m aware of even from several yards away—and heading in my direction.

      I’d fully intended to speak first to set the tone of this impromptu meeting, but the closer he gets, the more tongue-tied I find myself. He’s six feet tall and built like a guy who spends plenty of time in the gym. His thick brown hair is slightly disheveled, probably from traveling. Deep brown eyes pierce me without glancing away.

      And dammit, but he gets the first words in. “Aren’t you a bit young to have been sent as the town’s representative to harass me?”

      Oh, no, he did not. Them’s fightin’ words.

      I scowl and find my voice. “Aren’t you a bit old to be showing up in town only after Good Old Grandad has passed?” I know from my parents and several other townspeople that the oldest of Old Man Wilde’s grandchildren should be about forty-five; none of them have ever stepped foot in Wilde.

      The man in front of me is most likely close to my father’s age, and I should not be lusting after him the way I am. It’s like I’ve been gut-punched. He’s just stunning.

      He smirks as he stops inches from me, standing far closer than socially acceptable for strangers. Not that I can blame him. I provoked him. He crosses his arms, mirroring me, feet wide, prepared to spar. “Go ahead. Lay it on me, child. It would seem I have a lot to do. I assume you were sent to give me a message. Let’s hear it.”

      Damn him. I drop my arms and lean in closer—bad move. He smells good, too: a combination of some, most likely, expensive body soap, his rich-boy deodorant, and his personal scent.

      I’m forced to inhale that scent in order to speak. “No one sent me, you dimwit. I came on my own. And I’m not a child. I’m twenty-two, old man. Old enough to speak for myself, thank you very much.”

      He lifts a brow. “Great. Are you going to say anything of value?”

      Ugh. I want to slap him, but I also want to close the last few inches and lean against his chest. Shit. I bet it would feel amazing to have his arms wrapped around my body, rock-solid arms of steel.

      I draw in another deep breath and find my damn wits. “What are your intentions?”

      He chuckles. “For what? Sounds like something your daddy would ask me if he saw you standing so close to me. I’ll admit you’re cute, but twenty-two is a bit young for me. Did you think you’d be able to hook onto one of us if you were the first to approach? Is that the sentiment in town? Should I expect every young single girl to knock on my door in the next few days? Maybe you should let everyone know that I haven’t actually inherited a dime of my grandfather’s money yet. None of my siblings or cousins have either. So we’re not filthy rich and worthy of being fawned over.”

      I gasp. This man is the most infuriating man I’ve ever met. He’s goading me, and it’s working. I’m rattled. I fist my hands at my sides and lean closer again. “Grrr. I am most certainly not trying to hook my claws in you, old man. And my daddy stopped interfering with my choice in men a long time ago.” I have no idea why I decided to tell him that last part. It’s possible it wouldn’t even be true if there were a man in town worth my father’s interference.

      Wilde chuckles. “So, you do call him Daddy?”

      I roll my eyes. Dammit. “Are you going to answer my question?”

      “About what? My intentions toward you? I don’t have any. I don’t even know your name. I’m here at the bequest of my grandfather. The only thing I know about this town is what I learned from McAndrews, and you know how long I was in there with him.” He turns slightly and pats a satchel hanging over his shoulder. “McAndrews was kind enough to provide me with a week’s worth of reading material. My intention is to locate my grandfather’s house, sit down with a beer, and get caught up with the town’s history.”

      “History?” I shout. “You should skip the history and dive into the present circumstances. If someone doesn’t do something fast to save this town, it will die an ugly death, old man. Most folks are barely holding on by a hair. Tourism has been dwindling every year for a decade. If you don’t pump some money into salvaging the economy and most of the buildings, people will start to move away.”

      I didn’t mean to divulge quite that much information in one breath, but I’m standing here when no one else seems to be willing to approach the newcomer who can either make or break this town.

      His brows are furrowed, but he says nothing until I finish spewing my two cents, and then he gives a nod. “Duly noted. Now, if you’ll step out of the way, I’ve been driving all day. I’d like to find the house and get some of my things unpacked before the sun sets.” He motions toward the driver’s door, which I’m blocking.

      I step back a few feet. “House?” I chuckle.

      He lifts a brow again. “You know, the place where people sleep and eat their meals?” he taunts.

      I narrow my gaze. “I’m not an idiot, but you are if you think your grandfather’s dilapidated mansion could be called a house.”

      He winces. “Dilapidated? That bad?”

      I shrug. “From what I’ve heard, it’s not in good repair. It’s going to need a hell of a lot of work if you actually want to live in it.”

      “Wasn’t my grandfather living in it?”

      “Yep.” I cross my arms and cock my hip again. This schmuck has no idea what he’s getting into. He’s probably an accountant or businessman who thinks he can swoop into town, collect his millions, and leave us high and dry.

      That doesn’t quite jive with what he’s said or what I’m looking at, though. He’s wearing jeans and a blue T-shirt that’s tight enough to reveal every inch of his six-pack. And if he were a successful businessman, why would he bother to show up at the summons of a dead man?

      I remind myself that no matter how much money this guy may have, his grandfather most likely left him millions more, so maybe it’s worth it for him to come to town. Maybe he took a few weeks off to see the will and collect his due.

      What the entire town and I fear is that a wagon train of Wilde heirs is going to show up, take their piece of the pie, and leave the town far more destitute than it already is.

      No one has any idea exactly how much Old Man Wilde was worth, but the suspicion is over a billion. That’s a lot of zeros. I’m not sure how many people were named in the will, but I suspect it was quite a few.

      This new Wilde jars me out of my musing when he opens the door to his moving truck. “Are we done here? I’m exhausted. How about, if you want to yell at me some more, you come to the house tomorrow when I’m well-rested. In the meantime, if there’s a town meeting tonight where you’re supposed to give a report, you can let everyone know you did your due diligence and confronted the big bad city guy.”

      I’m forced to take another step back as he grabs the oh-shit handle to swing up into the truck. With a nod in my direction, he closes the door and starts the engine, dismissing me.

      What a pompous ass.

      What a breathtakingly sexy, pompous ass.
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      Ryder

      
      “This place is unbelievable,” I mumble. I’m glad Tiago arrived first thing this morning. When I found out he was coming, I called him last night to verify his ETA. Exploring this monstrosity is not something I would want to do on my own. For one thing, who would I make snide remarks to if I were alone? For another, I might get lost, and no one would ever find me.

      Maybe the girl I met yesterday afternoon would eventually show up and send in a search party. I almost chuckle at the thought of her. I have done little else besides think of her since I left her standing on the curb.

      She was hell on wheels. A very sexy hell on wheels. She made my cock take notice, which is very bad because she’s twenty-two. Far too young for the likes of me. She called me old man. At forty, I probably seem like an old man to her.

      Her age has not kept me from picturing her in my mind over and over. The way she stood there with her arms folded under her perfect breasts. The way she wasn’t afraid to lean into me. Spar with me. She didn’t even glance away when I needled her. It was the most fun I’ve had in months. I kind of hope she takes me up on my offer to come here and talk to me. I’d like to see her again. Fuck the age difference.

      “You’re not kidding,” Tiago responds, jarring me out of my musing. “How many rooms have you been in?”

      I glance at him. “You think I wandered around in here on my own before you got here?” I shudder. I’m not exactly a coward, but this mansion is freaky beyond words.

      When I arrived last night, I found a note from the woman who has managed this estate for thirty years. Gretchen. Luckily, she gave me instructions on which rooms she had cleaned for guests on the second floor. I claimed one and barely left it until this morning.

      Tiago and I are in what I assume is a library. Gretchen arrived early this morning, even before Tiago. She’s in the kitchen. I’m grateful she’s here because she’s apparently going to prepare our meals. The last thing I want to do is go into town and wander the aisles of the grocery store, especially now that I’m more certain the citizens of Wilde are feeling rather hostile.

      Tiago glances toward the door to the library and speaks in a low voice, “How old do you suppose Gretchen is?”

      I shrug. “Seventy?”

      She told us the mansion used to be spic and span, but in recent years, it has gone into disrepair because our grandfather became more and more miserly in his old age. He didn’t think he needed the household of staff who had been employed here in past decades. This certainly matches with what Thomas told me.

      At the time of Amos Wilde’s death, the estate had only two employees—Gretchen and Andre, who manages the exterior and looks to be about seventy as well. I met him briefly earlier, too.

      I’m betting some of the books in this library are originals. They need to be dusted and cataloged. There are thousands of leather-bound volumes. It’s impressive.

      I turn at the sound of someone clearing their throat at the entrance to the library. It’s Gretchen. “Sorry to interrupt, sir, but you have a guest. Claire Kennett is here. Would you like me to show her in?”

      Claire Kennett. I have no idea who that might be, but I’m secretly hoping it’s the girl from yesterday. I’d love to go toe-to-toe with her again. It seems unlikely, though. She probably didn’t take my invitation seriously.

      Tiago looks at me.

      I shrug. “Sure.” God, I hope she’s not another citizen here to grill us. Tiago and I have not had a chance to even begin to understand what the hell is going on in this town.

      I stare at the entrance and suck in a breath when the girl I met late yesterday afternoon steps into the room. She’s exactly how I remember her—jeans, a different tank top from yesterday, long brown hair in a thick braid, and a fierce stance. I’m not at all sure it was a good idea to invite her here this morning, but my cock thinks it was. Damn, she calls to me. And damn, she’s young.

      She’s twenty-two, I remind myself—hardly a kid. But I’ll just keep telling myself she’s way too young for me. It’s better if I have that constant reminder. Without it, I might decide to press her against the wall and put her smart mouth to a far different use than sparring with me.

      Gretchen has disappeared.

      I see Tiago glancing at me with curiosity in my peripheral vision. I’m not taking my gaze off Claire. I like the name. It suits her.

      She holds up a box that looks like it came from a bakery. “I brought pastries. Peace offering.” She offers me a smile before glancing at my brother.

      I set my hands on my hips and hold her gaze. “Did you spit on them?” I don’t know why I feel the need to goad her, but I can’t help it. I like keeping her on her toes.

      She sighs. “No.”

      Tiago’s breath hitches. He’s shocked by my behavior. So am I.

      “Did you make them?” I challenge. I’m being such an ass, but I can’t help myself. Plus, it’s better if she doesn’t like me. Better for my cock.

      “Yes. Not alone, but yes.”

      “Did your mommy help?” Oh, yeah, I’m an asshole.

      She draws in a slow breath
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