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        She’s a witch who carries a family curse, destined to never get her happily ever after. Felicia Patterson has come to terms with the fact that she’ll never get to be with her one true love… whoever he happens to be. But when the sexiest vampire she’s ever seen walks onto Witch Island, she can’t help her fluttering heart.

      

        

      
        He’s a vampire who’s been burned before, destined to never love again. Christoph Parks has sworn off relationships. In the century that he’s walked the earth, he’s only known heartbreak and disappointment. But one smile from the island’s sassy florist has his icy heart melting. And now that the pair have been thrown together to save their loved ones’ wedding from imploding, can they also overcome a brutal curse, find a way to trust, and finally get the love that they deserve?
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      When Felicia Patterson decided to become a florist, she had no idea she’d end up working with dildos. But here she was, clutching a giant, sparkly pink Jack Rabbit and trying to secure it to a bouquet of greenery while the most gorgeous man she’d ever laid eyes on stared at her with one eyebrow raised.

      “Um, hello,” Felicia said, heat climbing up her neck and settling into her cheeks. Good goddess, she thought as she took in his perfectly chiseled jaw, wideset steel-blue eyes, and his mouth-watering five o’clock shadow. She glanced at the clock. It wasn’t even noon yet. Her mouth instantly went dry as she imagined what he might look like once the sun went down.

      “Nice bush,” he said, nodding to the bouquet of cushion poms she held in her hand.

      She glanced down at the obscene sex toy in her right hand and the foliage clutched in her left. There was no stopping the bubble of laughter that escaped her lips. “They’re for a bachelorette party. Custom ordered by the bride. All I have to do is figure out how to attach Mr. Happy to the bush and then my day will be complete.”

      “I bet you say that to all the guys,” he said with a wink. “Need some help?”

      “Sure.” Oh, he was a fun one, wasn’t he? Because she couldn’t resist, she handed the vibrator to him and then spread the foliage so he could see where the base of the vibrator was supposed to attach to the bouquet.

      “Can’t say I have much experience in this department, but let’s see what we can do.” Without hesitation, he palmed the dildo and went to work on inserting it into the bush—ah bouquet.

      “I bet a man like you has had plenty of experience.” Felicia laughed again, and when he gave her a wicked grin, everything inside her heated. She sucked in a breath and told herself, Calm down, girl. He’s just a man. An extremely sexy one, but still, he’s just a man.

      It wasn’t like Witch Island didn’t have a steady sea of men parading through on a regular basis. The island was the place to hold paranormal weddings. The entire community revolved around the constant festivities, and that meant the island hosted new groomsmen pretty much weekly. There was no shortage of weekend flings… if one was looking for that. Felicia hadn’t been one to take part in such activities, but as she stared at the man in front of her, she suddenly had a change of heart. What harm could come from enjoying a night or two with a handsome stranger? It wasn’t like she was attached to anyone. Esmerelda has seen to that years ago.

      Felicia bit back a scowl and swallowed the familiar resentment. She didn’t like to be reminded of the curse her cousin had cast over her. The jealous cow. Well, she wasn’t here now, was she? And the curse couldn’t stop her from enjoying herself for a few days while this sexy man who made her laugh was in town. Just as long as he wasn’t the groom.

      Please don’t let him be the groom.

      Once he had the vibrator inserted into the holder she’d fashioned, Felicia used a white silk ribbon to secure it in place. “Perfect,” she said, holding the bouquet up to show him their handiwork. “Hopefully the customer likes it. This design was a new one for me.”

      “Let me guess, Bianca?”

      She eyed him with suspicion. If he was marrying Bianca, she was going to need a very large drink. “How’d you know?”

      His lips twitched into that wicked smile again, revealing just a hint of his fangs. “She always did have a wild streak.”

      Vampire. Of course. It wasn’t that vampires couldn’t go into the sun. They could, it was just that they were sensitive to the light, and all of them at some point passed out during the day and rose again sometime between dusk and evening. It appeared this one had better stamina than most. Time to find out if she needed to polish off her flirting skills or if she was doomed for a pity party. “Do not tell me you’re the groom. Good goddess, if she finds out you helped with these, heads will roll. The groom is not supposed to be privy to bachelorette party details.”

      “You’re safe,” he said, holding out a hand. “Christoph Parks, the best man.”

      “Oh, the best man.” Relief rushed through her, and she gazed up at him with renewed interest. “Well in that case, welcome to Witch Island. I’m Felicia.” She reached to shake his hand but belatedly realized the hand she offered was still holding the dildo bouquet. She immediately dropped it. The bouquet hit the counter and rolled, landing on the floor. A loud buzzing noise sounded from the bouquet as the entire thing vibrated.  “Holy goddess. Did that just happen?”

      Christoph let out a full-throated laugh as he calmly plucked the bouquet up off the floor and deftly turned the vibrator off. Without missing a beat, he clasped her hand and said, “It certainly has been my pleasure to meet you, Miss Felicia.”

      Just then, two of the island’s older witches strode in. They were sisters, but couldn’t be more different if they tried. One, Mary Ellen, had her gray hair piled on her head, a few strands of her long, perfect curls framing her face. The other, Quincy, swept her long, beautiful silver mane over one shoulder and glanced around.  Quincy’s gaze landed on Christoph. Her thin lips spread into a wide, interested smile, but as she focused on the bouquet, she frowned. “You do know that’s not how that works, right, sweetie? Because that would really ruin the fantasy that’s taking shape in my mind right this moment.”

      Christoph frowned. “What?”

      “That sparkly pink dildo should be poking into the bush, not out of it.”

      “Quincy!” Mary Ellen exclaimed, one gloved hand covering her mouth. “You’re terrible.”

      She shrugged. “I just want to make sure this handsome piece of man-meat understands how these things work. Because if he doesn’t, that’s a crime against humanity.”

      “I think I’ve got it covered.” He winked at Felicia, and her knees went a little weak.

      “Tell me, handsome,” Quincy said, placing her hand on his arm. “Are you here to get married this weekend? Because if you are, I might just have to give your bride a run for her money.”

      “Definitely not,” he said, shaking his head. “Just here to make sure my brother makes it down the aisle.”

      “Oh, good.” Quincy turned to her sister. “I haven’t seen anyone this delicious since that shifter came to town last year. What was his name, Mary Ellen?”

      “Raven Black.”

      “Right. He went by Rave. He had such large hands. I never did get a chance to find out if what they say about size is true.” She pumped her eyebrows and glanced from Christoph’s hands to his crotch. “Looks like you have big, strong hands. Do you have plans this evening?”

      Christoph took a small step back, clearly surprised by the woman’s boldness. His gaze landed on Felicia, and she had to swallow a laugh at the faint trace of panic in his eyes. “Um, actually,” he said, turning back to Quincy, “I do have plans. You see, just before you walked in, I asked Felicia if she’d join me for dinner and a midnight stroll.”

      Quincy turned cold eyes on Felicia. The look was so icy, Felicia actually shivered. “You don’t want to date her, gorgeous. She doesn’t have the best of luck with men.”

      What the hell? Oh no, she didn’t just go there. It was on. Usually Felicia tolerated Quincy’s aggressive brand of banter, but now she was just being mean. The florist stepped around the counter and linked her arm through Christoph’s. She gave Quincy a sickly sweet smile and said, “He was really impressed with my ability to handle the Jack Rabbit. Better luck next time, Q.”

      “No surprise there, considering you can’t hold a man long enough for a second date,” Quincy said dryly. Then she turned on her heel and strode to the door. “You coming, Mary Ellen?”

      “No,” her sister said, crossing her arms over her chest. “I came in for some fresh flowers and I’ll be getting them, thank you very much. I’ll just see you back at home. Try to shake off that bitchy attitude before I get there or forget about the happy cupcakes I was gonna bake.”

      “You wouldn’t,” Quincy said, glaring.

      “I would. You’re being downright rude.”

      Quincy huffed, and without another word, she disappeared out into the village streets.

      Mary Ellen turned to Felicia. “I’m really sorry about that. She turns really surly when she hasn’t gotten… um”—her cheeks turned bright red as she cleared her throat—“enough male attention.”

      “Of course,” Felicia said, trying to be sympathetic. But all she could think about was the fact that she hadn’t dated anyone in over a decade and she still hadn’t turned into a raving witch.

      “Perhaps she could use one of these,” Christoph said, holding up the vibrator bouquet.

      Mary Ellen laughed. “You know, dear, I think you’re right. Maybe I’ll order her something online.”

      “I have the perfect website for you,” Felicia said as she fished out a business card. As she handed it to Mary Ellen, she added, “They have great prices and service. Lots of options, too.”

      “Perfect. Now, about those fresh flowers…”

      Five minutes later, Mary Ellen was humming to herself as she walked out of the shop, a bouquet of spring flowers tucked under her arm.

      Christoph eyed Felicia.

      She pushed back her dark hair, suddenly self-conscious. Had she even put makeup on that morning? Just a little brown eyeliner and mascara to highlight her blue eyes. She prayed it wasn’t running down her face.

      “So… you’re a sexpert?” he asked.

      She sputtered. “Excuse me?”

      He gestured to the vibrator bouquet. “You seem to have some knowledge.”

      “I… uh, know things,” she said, laughing. “Why? Do you need some lessons?”

      A predatory grin spread over his face as he shook his head. Then he scanned her from head to toe, his hungry gaze once again heating her from the inside out. “Lessons aren’t necessary, but I’m always up for learning new tricks.”

      “Well, aren’t you the forward one,” Felicia said, amused and feeling bold. “In that case, why don’t you take me out to dinner tonight for real, and we’ll see what kind of trouble we can get into?”

      His predatory smile vanished, replaced by a pleased one. “Eight o’clock?”

      Butterflies took over in her stomach as she suddenly became very nervous about what he might expect from her, but she pasted on a smile and nodded. She wasn’t going to let herself chicken out of a fun weekend with the hottest guy she’d ever met. A girl had to live sometimes, didn’t she? “Sounds perfect. You can pick me up here.”

      “It’s a date. See you then, sexpert Felicia.” He headed for the door. But just before he reached the handle, he turned back around. “I um, better grab those bouquets or Bianca is going to have my head on a platter.”

      Felicia started gathering the half-dozen vibrator bouquets. “I was wondering why you’d stopped in here. I didn’t imagine it was just to flirt with me.”

      “If I’d known the florist was this much fun, I’d have stopped in here two days ago when I got into town.” He pulled out a credit card and tapped it on the counter.

      “We’ll just have to make up for lost time.” She took his credit card. “I assume you’re paying the balance?”

      “He most definitely is,” Bianca said from the store doorway. The tall, ethereal blond beauty strode into the shop, her movements as graceful as a runway model. “My bestie just loves a good party, don’t you, Christoph?” She slid her arm through his and patted his chest. “This is his present to me.” Her gaze landed on the bouquets and the pretty blonde threw her head back and laughed. “Oh my god, those are perfect.”

      Felicia smiled, pleased with herself. She prided herself on going the extra mile to make every bride not just happy, but thrilled. It didn’t always work out, but it looked like this time she’d hit her mark dead center… so to speak. “I’m so glad you like them.”

      “Like them?” Her eyes widened. “I love them. And any woman who has the sense of humor to make them look like they are poking out of a bush is a woman I want to hang out with. Please come to the bachelorette party tonight. It’s going to be off the hook. We’ve got a table reserved at Witchin’ Impossible. The boys from down under are putting on a show for us.”

      Christoph cleared his throat. “Sorry, Bianca. She has plans.”

      “With who? You?” She giggled, tapping her red-stained lips. “Not anymore. Not tonight anyway. Tonight is all about girls’ night out. No boys allowed. At least not any who aren’t shaking their groove things.” She turned to Felicia. “Right?”

      Felicia glanced between them. The stormy look in Christoph’s eyes as he glared at Bianca made her shiver. There was a dangerous vibe rolling off him that made her both excited and nervous. Bianca just batted her eyes at him, completely unconcerned. “Um, I…” Felicia started.

      “Don’t worry about it, Felicia,” he said, still staring at Bianca. “How about breakfast? The Sweet Caldron?”

      “I’d love to, but I have to work in the morning. The wedding florals still need to be assembled.”

      He finally turned his intense gaze on her. “I meant breakfast after you watch the boys from down under show off all their goods.”

      Bianca rolled her eyes.

      But Felicia just nodded. There was no way to get out of going to the show she’d already seen a dozen times. It was the go-to bachelorette party destination, and there was just no way to avoid it when friends came to town to get married. Still, she wasn’t going to pass up the opportunity to go out with this man. She didn’t know what kind of hold this vampire had over her, but at that moment she just didn’t care. If he was only on the island for a few days
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