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A Note to Readers


Get ready to indulge your inner vixen with the sexy Bad billionaires—Four fiercely loyal, sinfully sexy, uber-alpha brothers, who are about to fall head over heels for their leading ladies. In this book, Mick Bad is giving Amanda Jenner lessons in seduction, but he isn’t prepared for the lessons this sweet temptress has in mind.

If this is your first Melissa Foster book, you have a whole series of loyal, sexy, and wickedly naughty heroes and sexy, sassy heroines to catch up on with my Love in Bloom series. The characters from each series make appearances in future books.

See the complete Love in Bloom series

Download FREE Love in Bloom ebooks, series checklists, reading order, etc.

Sign up for my newsletter so you never miss a release.

melissafoster.com/news

Be sure to check out my online bookstore for pre-orders, early releases, bundles, and exclusive discounts on ebooks, print, and audiobooks. 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.​melissa​foster.​com
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Chapter One


LURED BY THE pulse of sex and anonymity, Amanda Jenner moved through the dusky bar, brushing against silk, satin, cotton, and flesh, each graze feeding the adrenaline coursing through her veins. Blue lights misted over sweaty strangers lost in the seductive bump and grind of foreplay and hoping for a night of erotic pleasure. If Amanda tried hard enough, she could smell tomorrow’s scent du jour—regret. Tonight she had no room for the confidence-crushing worry of what tomorrow would bring. She scanned the crowd, as she had in the previous three bars, immediately dismissing anyone who wasn’t in costume. Her world was full of boring men who excelled at wining, dining, and boring her to sleep. Ten years of romance novels and movies had led her astray, sending her on a search for the elusive needle in a haystack. She’d led herself astray, always the careful thinker, careful dresser. Or as her younger sister, Ally, would say, Careful kisser, careful lover. Ally, however, had taken charge of her sex life—and she’d found the perfect man.

Now it’s my turn.

Amanda was on the prowl, in search of a man who could wine and dine her, make her laugh, think, and feel—for one night. A man who not only knew how to get a woman off, but enjoyed doing it many times before taking his fill. If not for Ally, she wouldn’t have known guys like that existed in real life. But now that she did, she wanted one, and the masquerade bar crawl was the perfect venue for her solo coming-out party.

Her eyes caught on the dark figure of a man, big and powerful, standing a few inches above the crowd. He leaned toward a woman wearing a slinky little black dress and a mask that covered her from nose to forehead, like Amanda’s. Amanda’s pulse quickened—for the broad, strapping, masked man, not for her competition. Like any good paralegal, she’d done her research, trading romance novels for The Handbook: Release Your Inner Temptress and stalking Internet sites for tips on flirting and taking charge of her sexuality. Then she’d practiced.

Excessively.

She’d spent weeks mentally role-playing her new vixen persona, using her boss, and secret crush of three years, as her prey. He was sex and sin all wrapped up in Armani and blessed with a beautifully smart brain—and off-limits. He never mixed business with pleasure, which made him the perfect fantasy playmate.

The masked man turned, giving Amanda a better view of his wide chest and shoulders, draped in black leather. I’d like to be draped in you. A shiver chased the thought. Was she really doing this? She inhaled a shaky breath and took in the silver mask dipping low on his cheeks, hiding some of his thick, sexy dark scruff, and riding up over his nose to his hairline. His gaze shifted, catching her staring. Her nipples tightened with awareness. The unfamiliar sensation startled her, momentarily shaking her confidence again. She averted her eyes to catch her breath, reminding herself this was what she was here for—a flash of fire, a forbidden fuck.

Pushing past the frightening thunder inside her chest, she curled her fingers around the hem of her treacherously short skirt. She couldn’t chicken out. Not after weeks of research and pep talks. Especially not after finally finding the courage to get waxed from head to toe, including all the painful parts in between, which was easily as scary as standing in a crowd of strangers searching for someone to have meaningless sex with.

Oh God, am I really going to do this?

She chanced another peek at Leatherman, now casually leaning against a pillar and brazenly watching her. A dizzying mix of thrill and fear soared through her. She wasn’t a quitter. Careful Amanda fought hard, but vixen Amanda thrust her aside. She was doing this. She was doing him.

If she could stop shaking like a frigging leaf. She lowered her chin, holding Leatherman’s steady gaze. One, two…I can’t breathe…Three, four…She tore her eyes away. Damn it. The book said to count to seven.

She’d build up. Practice on a few unsuspecting men before going in for the kill.

Kill? Really? That’s awful.

Stop overthinking!

Inhaling a calming breath, she drew upon what she’d read. Chapter Fourteen, Conquering the Man of Your Dreams, and knew what she had to do. Staring out at the sea of masked and painted faces, she conjured up her boss’s handsome face and envisioned her tall, dark fantasy man moving across the dance floor, his attention trained on her.

He would never go to a bar crawl.

She sighed. Not helpful.

Her boss represented some of the wealthiest and most beautiful entertainers in the world. His female clients were always hitting on him or trying to set him up with their friends and sisters. That thought made her knees wobble even though it was known around the office that he never mixed business with pleasure, and she stumbled in her sky-high boots. She probably shouldn’t have had two drinks at the last bar, but the liquid courage was necessary. Another masked man turned a predatory stare on her, his arm swooping around her waist as she tried to regain her footing.

His eyes slid over her face with little interest and dropped to the ample cleavage spilling out the top of her rib-crushing costume. Perfect. She swallowed hard to steady her mounting panic. I can do this. The Handbook claimed once the first seduction was under her belt, the rest would be easy. She wished she could skip the seduction part and go straight to the easy stage. Her brain told her to walk away. She didn’t know this guy, or who he’d been with, or anything. But wasn’t that exactly what tonight was about? Finding her sexual freedom? Owning it? She’d chosen the sexy black velvet dress with the tight bodice she could hardly breathe in and satin and lace trim that barely covered her ass specifically to throw off I’m-all-in vibes. And just in case that didn’t say it all, she’d bought the lace-up fuck-me boots Cosmo suggested and the blond wig Bagyourman.com raved about—because everyone knew blondes had more fun.

Drawing from the flirtation tips she’d studied, she fingered the blond wig and drew in a deep breath, arched her back, and thrust her breasts forward.

The stranger licked his lips, and his eyes flicked up to hers long enough for him to say, “’Sup?” then slid south again.

Really? ’Sup? ’Sup wasn’t a word. It wasn’t even a greeting. It was a noise some lazy, uneducated person came up with because they couldn’t put enough real words together to form a sentence. I wore the outfit. I’m owning my sexuality. And this is who’s attracted to me? She could get this type of guy with hairy legs, flip-flops, and no makeup.

Ally’s voice whispered through her mind. You’re doing it again. Her sister claimed she limited her dating options by being overly judgmental. But Amanda didn’t believe she was overly judgmental. She was smart. Period. Was it too much to expect intelligent conversation?

Her answer came in a recollection from The Handbook.

Chapter Three: Don’t talk. Touch.

Right.

I can do without intelligent conversation for one night. Tonight she was uncorking her body and releasing her inner temptress. Acutely aware of the blazing bead Leatherman had on her from across the room, she flashed him her most seductive smile and turned the inferno he stoked on the numskull beside her.

“Hey.” The word lingered on her tongue for a few extra beats.

Genius took a swig of his beer, arm still fastened around her waist. “You’re hot. What’s your name?”

She wanted primal, and the only thing primal about this guy was his stench. Forcing herself to see him as foreplay for the main event, she said, “Lola,” with practiced casualness. “You?”

“Rick.” He nodded a few times, laughing under his breath.

She needed more alcohol for this. A lot more. “Buy me a drink?”

He peered over his shoulder at the crowded bar, giving Amanda an opportunity to scan the crowd for a different man to practice on, but Leatherman’s gaze was too powerful to ignore, and it reeled her back in.

“Too long of a line,” the man beside her said, and handed her his beer.

“Thanks, I’m good.” She shook her head to tear her attention from the man she wanted and tried to slip back into character.

He tugged her closer with a lecherous grin. “I’m counting on you being better than good.”

She closed her eyes briefly, trying like hell to bring on the fantasy so she could forget this guy was a stinky loser, but no matter how hard she tried to conjure up her boss’s handsome face he refused to appear. Leatherman’s stare drew her in like a slave. Adrenaline surged through her veins, a carnal ache growing low in her belly, filling her with pulsing heat.

This is primal. Her senses careened, and she fought the urge to jump up and down and scream, I feel primal! Frantically searching her mind for an escape from the man who had her in his grasp, she remembered chapter eighteen, Gracefully Bowing Out, and ran her fingers down Rick’s arm, eyes still locked on Mr. You’ll Do Perfectly for Tonight.

“Oh, I’m better than good,” she promised. “But my friends are getting antsy. I’d better head over.”

[image: * * *]

MICK BAD STRODE across the dance floor, sizing up the asshole gripping the blonde’s arm. He’d come to the bar crawl hoping to get lost in a good fuck, and the blonde was sending the same greedy vibes, with an alluring hint of cat and mouse. He wasn’t about to let this twentysomething shadow of a man get in his way. Mick had been that guy once, cocky and stupid, taking what he wanted despite the consequences. He’d carried the anger of losing his younger sister like a calling card for vengeance, but he’d outgrown that reckless troublemaking stage. Whoever said wisdom came with age was right. There were better ways to handle idiots like him. Unfortunately for this asshole, the anniversary of Mick’s sister’s death always brought him closer to the reckless edge, and if the guy pushed, he just might make an exception.

He stepped between the blonde and the man holding her captive, his six-three frame forcing enough space that the guy had to reach around him to keep hold of her.

“What the fuck, dude?”

Ignoring him, Mick put a hand on the blonde’s elbow, and in his best disappointed-husband voice, he said, “Honey, I leave for a few minutes and you pick up another guy?”

“Wha…?” She turned from him to the jerk, who was spewing bullshit Mick also chose to ignore, and silenced as understanding dawned on her.

Mick gave her a reassuring nod, then turned to the guy. “Sorry, man.” He draped an arm around the curvy blonde and strode away. She felt heavenly against him, well worth the moment of irritation.

“I was handling him,” she said with a slight quiver in her voice.

“Thought I’d speed up the process. I can think of better ways to expend your energies.”

“You can?” she said breathlessly. Her mouth snapped shut and she cleared her throat. “Can you?” she said in a more provocative tone.

Why he found that momentary innocence incredibly sexy was beyond him. He didn’t usually go for women who were easily flustered, but he’d spotted her in the hotter-than-hell dress with the hint of white lace peeking out from beneath when he’d first arrived. Her attempts to hold his stare were impressive, and the enticing way she moved conflicted drastically with the nervous way she tugged at the hem of her skirt when she thought no one was watching. An alluring combination of naughty and nice.

Pressing his hand to her lower back, he brought her tight against his arousal.

“Absolutely,” he promised. “Besides, you’ve been eye-fucking me all night.”

She sucked in a ragged breath. “I…”

“Hey, no complaints here, and no pressure.”

She reached up and touched his whiskers. It was a tender touch, not the rough stroke of a woman out to get laid, but behind her mask her eyes darkened. He lowered his face to hers and pressed a kiss to her cheek, testing the waters. He’d just taken her from the arms of an asshole. He shouldn’t be thinking about all the dirty things he’d like to do to her so soon, but he couldn’t deny the imploring look she was giving him, or ignore the feel of her soft, willing body. She spoke heady and low, talking under the noise of the bar instead of over it, and he wanted to hear more of it.

Unable to resist, he took her chin between his finger and thumb and angled her head up. “Let’s take a test ride, see how we like it.”

His mouth came coaxingly down over hers. She kissed tentatively, revealing inexperience that baffled him given her efforts at seduction. From across the room he’d been ready to bend her over the bar. Now he had the strange desire to keep kissing her. Chasing the unfamiliar and uncomfortable thought from his head, he intensified the kiss, taking her rougher and greedier. She returned his efforts with fervor, as if he’d untethered her. She moaned into his mouth, and it vibrated all the way to his cock. Holy hell. Had he been played? Was her tentativeness only a lure? Her hands locked around his neck, nails digging into his skin. He smiled against her mouth, happy to be her catch of the night.

Her body trembled as they feasted on each other’s mouths, their bodies rocking and grinding to their own urgent beat. He maneuvered their entangled bodies to the edge of the dance floor, then into the darkness beyond, until her back met the wall.

“Don’t stop,” she pleaded.

Did she think he was a fool? No way was he stopping. He claimed her in another greedy kiss, eating up the sweet, sexy sounds leaving her lungs. He drew back, trapping her lower lip between his teeth and giving it a gentle tug as he mentally picked through their options. He was thirty-four years old and not exactly into having sex in a bar restroom, but his throbbing cock wasn’t as picky. Behind her mask, her eyes were closed. He brushed his mouth over hers, placing a kiss to the swell of her upper lip.

“Don’t stop,” she repeated, stronger this time.

The hell with his distaste for bathrooms. He took her hand and pulled her down the narrow hallway toward the restrooms. She stumbled in her fuck-me boots. He gathered her against him and pushed through the men’s room door.

“Out,” he commanded to a guy who was washing his hands, and locked the door behind him.

He backed her up against the wall, kissing her hard and deep, exactly like he wanted to fuck her. Lifting her leg at the knee, he hitched it around his waist and rocked his cock against her. She tasted sweet, hot, and like the perfect remedy for his ghost-ridden week. Desperate to push past the painful memories, he shoved his other hand beneath her dress and tore her thong from her body, dropping the shredded material to the floor.

“Tell me to stop,” he growled, hoping to hell she wouldn’t.

She pressed her lips together and shook her head. The fluorescent bathroom lights sparkled off her mask and the glittery makeup caking her cheeks.

“I’m taking that as a green light. Is it a green light?” The attorney in him knew better than to assume.

She nodded.

“Thank fucking God.”

He crashed his mouth over hers, kissing her hard and rough as he pushed his fingers into her tight heat. She moaned long and low, riding his hand as he devoured her mouth. She was so hot, so wet, he wanted to drop to his knees and consume her, but he was careful when he played this anonymous game, which wasn’t often. Luckily, kissing her was like nothing he’d ever felt before. Her tongue was strong yet pillowy soft, and the deeper he delved, the more she gave, well worth the denial of tasting the sweetness between her legs. With his fingers, he furtively sought the spot that would shatter her world. She clawed at his arms, bowing off the wall with a loud, pleasure-filled groan.

“There. There!” she pleaded.

He slowed his efforts, drawing out her pleasure, and sealed his mouth over her neck, sucking, nipping, and licking, as she went up on her toes, her thighs rigid. He stroked his thumb over her swollen clit and her head fell back.

“Ohgodohgod—”

Her voice echoed off the bathroom walls as her sex pulsed around his fingers. He released the leg he’d been holding at his waist and she reached for the button on his pants. He grabbed her wrist and pinned it against the wall beside her head, still fucking her with his fingers, and brought his mouth to the swell of her heaving breast.

“Don’t stop,” she begged.

“I have no plans to stop until you have no more to give. You’re going to come again for me like this, because I like hearing those noises you make.” His voice was thick with desire, a husky command. “Then I’m going to bury myself balls deep and fuck you so I can hear it some more.”

She trapped her lower lip between her teeth. The pained innocence of a sex kitten. His lips brushed over hers as he stroked the spot between her legs that made her body quiver against him. He took her in a slow, sensual kiss, and she surrendered to another intense climax.

“I bet your pussy tastes fucking sweet.”

Her mouth gaped, and he brushed his thumb over her swollen lips. “You’ve got this innocent sexy thing down pat.”

He kissed her again, ready for more. Lowering her hand from beside her head, he stopped cold at the sight of three freckles that formed a triangle between her thumb and index finger. His mind skidded to a halt. His chest constricted. He knew those freckles, had focused on them for the better part of three years.

In the space of a breath his lust-laden brain shifted the moment into some semblance of sense, which didn’t make any sense at all. He looked at the eyes behind the mask, really looked at them, trying to piece together the blond hair and sexy outfit with the prim-and-proper paralegal he’d worked so fucking hard to resist.

“Will you fuck me now?” she whispered.

That innocence.

That voice.

Amanda.

He felt guilty, sick, and elated all at once. No wonder he was so drawn to her. Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck. What the hell was she doing at a place like this?

Did she know it was him?

He took a step back, his mind reeling. If she knew, she sure as hell wasn’t letting on. And if she didn’t, was he a complete asshole for not telling her right now? How could he? What if it embarrassed her? What if she had no clue and she turned it on him? Sexual harassment? Fuck. He’d fought his attraction to her every goddamn day. There were reasons he’d never crossed this line before.

He’d been three fingers deep inside her. He’d tasted her desire.

He was totally screwed and needed time to think.

“Hey,” he said softly, not having any idea what was going to come out of his mouth as he righted her skirt and retrieved her shredded thong. “Fuck,” he murmured under his breath, tossing the stringy material into the trash can. What had she been doing with that first guy? What kind of game was she playing?

“What’s wrong?” she asked with a shaky voice. “What are you doing?”

God, Amanda. My Amanda. No. Definitely not my Amanda. He’d already crossed the line. He needed to tell her it was him behind the mask and costume. He gazed into her eyes. Heated innocence stared back at him, and his gut twisted.

He should tell her, but he couldn’t. He fucking couldn’t. He was too fucked to think straight.

“I’m, um…” I’m never at a loss for words. What the hell? He rubbed his chin, which reminded him that he hadn’t shaved in days. His beard came in thick and black. Amanda had never seen him unshaven, and his mask covered nearly his whole face. There was a chance she hadn’t recognized him. His mind spun again. If she didn’t recognize him, what the fuck was she doing? Amanda didn’t do things like this. She was as straitlaced as they came. Or at least she had been.

She had to know.

Was this her ruse to make a play for him? No. He hadn’t been at work all week. She couldn’t have known he’d be here tonight. But that thought was messed up, too, because Amanda didn’t make plays for guys.

Only she had.

He was too confused to think straight, but the possibility of Amanda playing him had him stepping closer again, a smile tugging at his lips. He touched her glittery cheek, soaking in the curve of her face. He’d wanted to do that for so long, he had to grit his teeth to keep a moan from escaping.

He couldn’t turn away. Not now. Not after he’d already crossed the line.

“Not like this,” he said, shocked by the unbidden truth. “I want to do this right. With you in my bed, where I can savor you and pleasure you properly.” What the hell was spewing from his mouth? He wanted her more than he wanted to breathe, but getting involved with Amanda went against the very morals and ethics he’d built his reputation on.

“Wh…?”

The hurt in her voice slayed him.

“I want you,” he assured her. “Just not here. Not like this. This was—” A mistake? Incredible? Wrong? So fucking hot I want to take you home with me right now? He didn’t know what it was, or what he should do next, but it turned out his mouth did. “Meet me tomorrow night. The Wine Garden, eight o’clock.”

When she didn’t respond, he kissed her again, tasting her sweetness anew.

Amanda.

He backed away, fearing he’d ask her to come home with him, and needing time and space to clear his head and think this through. This was a bad idea. A very bad idea. One that he was powerless to stop.

“Eight o’clock,” he repeated.

She nodded. “The Wine Garden.”

Taking one last long look, Mick opened the door, and the din of the bar rushed in. He placed a possessive hand on the small of her back, and they made their way out the front door. The brisk night air brought a modicum of clarity, and as they stood on the busy sidewalk, among throngs of masquerade bar crawlers, he observed her more closely. She nibbled on her lower lip, her eyes darting left and right, avoiding him completely. He’d kissed off her lipstick, but the thick rouge and glitter on her cheeks remained. There was no way he could have known it was her. Not in the dark, with the wig. Even now, with the bright lights of New York City shimmering off her mask, he struggled to reconcile the sex kitten before him with the Amanda he knew.

He hailed a cab, gave the driver fifty bucks, and held the door open for Amanda, unwilling to even think about her going back into that bar.

“Wait,” she said urgently, one leg in the cab and one on the street. “What’s your name?”

Holy Christ. She didn’t know. She really didn’t fucking know. Disappointment sliced through him, leaving a trail of confusion in its wake.

“I’m Lola,” she said.

He let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. This must be part of her game, and he was happy to play along.

“Call me whatever you’d like, Lola.”


Chapter Two


“I TOTALLY GET it now, Ally.” Amanda leaned across the café table the next afternoon, unable to suppress the foolish grin she’d been sporting since last night. “The thrill of the unknown. The power of knowing you’re getting exactly what you want.” Chills raced down her spine with the memory of what she’d done with the guy at the bar last night. She could still feel his big, strong hands touching and groping, his harsh, delicious kisses.

Her sister scowled and pointed her fork at her. “What you did last night isn’t the same as what I used to do.”

“What are you talking about? I followed all the rules in The Handbook. I waxed every nook and cranny, had a facial, used the best perfume, flirted like a pro…almost. I’m still working on that. But it worked! Two orgasms later, I’ve got a date with a mysterious guy who definitely knows how to please a woman.”

She’d stayed up half the night reliving every second, from the first bar she’d gone into to the drive home in the cab, and she’d gone from feeling exhilarated to regretful and explored every emotion in between. But none of the negative feelings stuck. She was too freaking proud of herself for not chickening out of her newest challenge. Maybe it wasn’t the type of success she could tell their parents about, but she was proud of herself just the same. She’d pushed past her comfort zone and had a wild, crazy experience she’d never forget, and she wasn’t about to let her sister rain on her temptress parade.

“A year ago I would have snubbed my nose at the very thought of going to a masquerade bar crawl. Check me out now,” she said with a smug grin. “I’m owning it!”

“And yet here you sit in your flats and your sensible black skirt that hangs well below the knees, and you’re buttoned up tighter than a nun.” Ally shook her head and smiled. “You are not owning it. Besides, no book in the world can make you into something you’re not. You know that.”

“True, but it helps. It gave me the steps I needed, which, I’ll remind you, baby sister, you never would.”

“Still won’t.” Ally popped a forkful of salad in her mouth, clearly proud of herself. “It’s wrong, Mandy. I mean, dressing sexier is one thing, but you don’t have to pull out all the stops and have anonymous sex at night and then revert to Conservative Betty during the day.”

“I’m buttoned up because of work. My boss isn’t exactly the sex-it-up-in-the-office type. I swear, when I dress sexier, Mick barely speaks to me. Remember? I told you about that client meeting two weeks ago when he wouldn’t even look at me.” Amanda remembered it all too vividly. The muscles in his jaw had jumped during the entire two-hour meeting, and he’d made a point of not looking at her. He was clearly not impressed.

“Oh, please. You’re gorgeous no matter what you wear, but when you reveal your hourglass figure, you resemble that redhead in Who Framed Roger Rabbit, only your hair is dark. He was probably sporting wood and couldn’t think straight. But that doesn’t matter. What matters is the dangerous game you’re playing.”

The thought of Mick getting hard over her was as exciting as it was ridiculous. The man never even gave a second look to his rich, gorgeous, and talented clients who unabashedly tried to seduce him. He didn’t just draw a line between business and pleasure; he dug a gully. Not only that, but while Amanda considered herself a catch, he was clearly out of her league.

“You just compared me to a cartoon. Not exactly an ego boost.” Amanda smiled, but while she could negate much of what her sister had said, the last part gave her pause. “Why is it dangerous? You did it.”

“One, you wore a wig. Two, you used a fake name.” Ally set her fork down and held up a finger for each point she made. “Three, you’re seeing him again. Four, you got finger-fucked, not fucked. There is a difference.”

Amanda’s jaw dropped. “Wait, what? You said no names. Ever. How is that wrong? And it was masquerade night—what was I supposed to do? Go as myself?” More quietly, she added what she’d realized only a few hours ago. “And besides, in that wig, Al, I swear I’m a different person. Not completely. I mean I still had to give myself a few pep talks, but I felt pretty and sexy and…” And the orgasms were out of this world.

“Disguises bring empowerment,” Ally agreed. “But you’re seeing this guy again. What are you going to do? Wear a blond wig on your date and call yourself Lola? What is that?” She laughed.

Amanda’s stomach sank. “Well, I was. Isn’t that the game? And I could have gotten…effed, but he didn’t want to do that in the bathroom. I think that’s chivalrous, not dangerous. Maybe I didn’t get”—she lowered her voice to a whisper, feeling like a Little Leaguer—“fucked.” Then, in her normal voice, she said, “But it was fun and exciting, and he promised to savor every second tonight.”

“With Lola,” Ally pointed out. “What if you’re having wild, passionate sex, the best sex of your life, and he pulls your wig off? What if it pisses him off? What if he gets violent for being played for a fool?”

Holy crap, she hadn’t thought of that. “You think that could actually happen?” She’d have to go back and reread the section on Leaving a Bad Boy in The Handbook. There were great tips for getting out of sticky situations.

“Probably not, but there’s always a chance. People are freaky.” Ally reached across the table and touched her hand. “This isn’t you, Mandy. You don’t play games.” She sat back, and her expression turned thoughtful. “I needed that control until I met Heath. Your personality is more giving, more lovingly submissive. You’re better at letting someone else be in control, and that’s not a bad thing. I think men prefer that, actually. When you first told me what you wanted to do, you said you were doing it to attract more exciting men. You’ve done that. You know you can do it. I think you should let it go and go back to being yourself.”

Ally had met her fiancé, Dr. Heath Wild, at a medical convention where she’d been volunteering. What started as a one-night stand had turned to all-consuming love. Amanda had never seen her sister more centered or happier. Was it wrong for her to want the same?

She’d always told Ally the truth, and what she’d said had been honest, but there was more to it, and now, seeing the worried expression on her sister’s face, she swallowed her pride and came clean.

“I can’t. Not yet. You’re so happy with Heath, and I’m truly thrilled for you, but I’m so jealous I can’t see straight.”

“Mandy,” Ally said with the type of deep understanding that could
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