
  
    [image: Insta Bride]
  


  
    
      INSTA BRIDE

      Contemporary Romance

    

    
      
        M. L. TOMPSETT

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Tompsett Publishing™]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright © 2020 by M. L. Tompsett

        Insta Bride - book one - Second Chance at Love, series.

        eBook 97809876147-4-2

        Printbook 97809876147-5-9

      

      

      All rights reserved. All rights reserved. No portion of this publication may be copied, reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means—whether electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, including but not limited to information storage and retrieval systems—without the prior written consent of the author. Limited exception is granted for the inclusion of brief quotations in reviews or critical commentary of less than a page.

      The author affirms and declares that this work was conceived, written, and created solely by a human author. Generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies were not employed in its creation. The author does not permit the use of this work, in whole or in part, for the training, development, or enhancement of generative AI systems or machine learning language models. Any such use is expressly prohibited and constitutes an infringement of the author’s exclusive rights under applicable intellectual property law.

      Unauthorised reproduction, distribution, or utilisation of this work—including but not limited to AI-related purposes such as text generation, dataset compilation, or model training—is strictly forbidden.

      Readers are encouraged to support the author’s creative endeavours by acquiring legitimate copies of this work through authorised and reputable distribution channels. Unauthorised distribution, including but not limited to free download sites, constitutes infringement and is unlawful.

      Cover art designed by Tompsett Publishing™ Cover images licensed via Adobe Stock, and or Depositphotos.

      Insta Bride, ebook is published by M. L. Tompsett Author™ & Tompsett Publishing™ 2020 Victoria, Australia.

      Disclaimer: This publication is a work of fiction authored and created by a human writer. All names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents herein are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or deceased, or to actual events, locales, or organisations, is purely coincidental and unintended.

      This work is intended solely for mature audiences aged eighteen (18) years and older. Readers under the age of eighteen are expressly prohibited from engaging with this material.

      
        
        Thank you for respecting this author’s hard work.

      

      

      Insta Bride. [image: red heart] ..M.. 2026

    

  


  
    
      In these trouble times.

      Take the time to look after yourself.

      If you do not look after you — who is going to do it?

      Be kind to yourself.

      Be the best you can.

      Remember — tomorrow is another day.

      As for today, we are living it.
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      Keep safe.

      Keep your distance.

      Wash your hands.

      Wear a face covering.

      Speak with your family and friends to make sure they are okay — the internet and phone are fabulous inventions.

      

      
        
        Big hugs everyone.

        We will make it through it.

        Just one day at a time.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      For my Family.

      Love you guys.

      

      Also

      

      To all my readers who have given me the chance to write a new genre

      

      thank you

      ♡

      This is for you.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Slide between the pages and submerge yourself in this sexy, Contemporary • Second Chance • Playboy Billionaire • Secret Baby • Romance • Laugh out loud - Novella

      

      

      She wanted one night. He wanted forever. Vegas had other plans.

      Missy Jamés has everything—wealth, power, a fiercely loyal best friend, and a booming advertising empire. What she doesn’t have is trust in men. After a brutal betrayal, she’s done with love and ready to indulge in passion without strings. Vegas is the perfect playground… until one impulsive night changes everything.

      Enter Oliviér—Missy’s daring alter ego—and Tanner Steel, the dangerously charming billionaire with secrets of his own.

      Adrian Steele, known as Tanner to those who matter, is tired of being the playboy everyone expects. When he meets Oliviér, he sees a chance at something real. But Missy isn’t just a fantasy—she’s the woman who could unravel everything he’s built.

      When identities collide and truths surface, Missy must decide: can she trust the man who shattered her heart, or will their tangled past destroy their second chance?

      A scorching romance of secrets, betrayal, and redemption.

      One night. One lie. One baby. Can love survive the fallout?

      
        
        A Billionaire - Secret baby - Revenge - Second Chance - Laugh out loud - Novella.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Believe in yourself.

        Trust your feelings.

        Do what you need to do.

        And love yourself for who you are.

        You are the only one who can change and take the next step forward.

      

      

      
        
        — M. L. Tompsett
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            Chapter One

          

          
            MISSY

          

        

      

    

    
      Scotch hits my tongue at the exact moment Neil announces, loud enough for the entire state to hear, “You need to get laid.”

      No, he didn’t… Of course he does. Nothing pairs better with expensive liquor than unwanted or unneeded commentary about my sex life or lack of, shouted across a bar like a public service announcement.

      As the words leave his mouth, my body stages a full mutiny to his unwanted, unsolicited commentary. Alcohol spurts across the polished timber bar like a busted fire hydrant — and then, because the universe hates me personally, it shoots out of my freaking nose. Holy apple jacks. Burning pain rockets through my sinuses like someone shoved a flaming pear full of strong spirits up there and called it a cocktail. I now know how to clean my sinuses in less than a minute, and I do not recommend it.

      Neil bursts out laughing like I’m the headliner in his personal comedy show. Not funny. I clutch my face, nostrils screaming, eyes watering, dignity evaporating faster than the scotch I just abused.

      I gasp, accidentally gulping the remaining smoky caramel, pear, and citrus scotch. Naturally, it goes down the wrong passage. Holy crunch, apples. Fire races down my windpipe like dragon breath. I flail for air while Neil hits my back like I’m a malfunctioning vending machine.

      Gray spots dance before my eyes. My lungs stage a dramatic protest. I’m a walking bonfire of humiliation.

      “Ah, shit,” Neil murmurs. “Sorry, Missy. Are you okay?”

      Is he kidding me? I dodge another bone‑jarring whack with a glare that could melt steel. Cheeze burga. I’ll give him ‘Are you okay’ after I plot his slow demise.

      I grab a napkin, wiping my face, grateful for waterproof makeup. At least I won’t look like a raccoon while dying. A glass of water appears like it’s been sent by the gods. After several sips, my throat stops trying to murder me.

      Then I notice him — the annoyed, sexy bartender staring at me like I’ve personally offended his entire lineage. Great. Perfect. Just what I wanted for a gorgeous man with muscled forearms and full-sleeved tattoos, watching me snort scotch out of my nose. I mouth sorry and mop up the puddles of wasted liquor. I should be arrested for alcohol abuse.

      “Geez, Neil, say it louder,” I rasp. “You are no longer my friend.”

      We’ve been inseparable since seventeen — family, support system, occasional pain in the ass. And right now, I want to strangle him.

      “Come on, Princess,” he says. “When was the last time you got busy between the sheets? Or any surface, for that matter?”

      I cringe. Eligible men either friend-zone me (Exhibit A), use me and rob me blind, or run like I’m a haunted house. Meanwhile, Neil — all sexy six-foot-three hunk of muscle, short dark hair, chiseled jaw with a dimple, Kingsman suit — bats for the other team. Of course he does. He’d have made a fantastic husband if he’d considered me more than a sister.

      He’s probably had more action in the last week than I’ve had in the past year. Or two. Or five. Who’s counting?

      With my eyesight back to normal, I admire him like a starving woman at a buffet. If only I could persuade him to turn bi. Just a little. For science. To see what I’m missing.

      My breathing steadies. Payback time.

      I wait for him to take a mouthful of scotch. Then, with a cheeky smile and fluttering eyelashes, I innocently mumble, “Can’t you close your eyes and do me from behind?”

      His reaction? Worth every drop of wasted liquor — this time his, not mine.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter Two

          

          
            MISSY

          

        

      

    

    
      Neil bursts out laughing between half swallowing and half spitting his drink out — just missing me by a hair’s breadth. Scotch droplets fly like confetti at a pity party, and I flinch, ready to duck if he starts projectile snorting next.

      He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, still chuckling like he’s the star of his own stand-up routine. “Oh, Princess, you might have a fine ass. Okay, you do have a very fine ass, but girl, no offense, I d never tap you.”

      Wow. Just wow.

      I frown, the sting of his words slicing deeper than I expect. Not because I want him to tap me or anything — his words, not mine — hey, he’s gorgeous, sensual and sexy, any girl would want to take a spin with my bestie, but he kinda bats for the other team, after all — but because, damn it, I’m tired of being the punchline in my own love life.

      “Ah, shit,” he mutters, placing his empty glass on the bar like it’s suddenly too heavy to hold. He knows. Even as a gay guy, he knows that was low. Especially knowing how epically cursed I am when it comes to men.

      He reaches for my hand, sighs like he’s about to deliver a eulogy. “Look, Princess, if I tried tapping your ass with my granite long cock, it would melt quicker than soft-serve ice cream on a thirty-eight-degree Summer’s day in Sydney.” I numbly nod. Well, there’s nothing quite like hearing you could turn a guy flaccid faster than melting ice-cream. “Remember we tried all those years ago, when we were dating and look how that turned out.” Oh, yeah, I remember clearly. Our first time. He was still living with his family, we were in his bedroom, while his parents were out. After much fumbling and a lot of awkwardness we did it. After that he knew he was not straight and hooked up with a male stranger two weeks later, popping his gay cherry and hasn’t looked back since.

      “Thanks a bunch,” I grumble, yanking my hand free and turning my back to him. I’m not sure whether to feel relieved or insulted. Maybe both. Maybe I’ll just drink until I forget. Maybe it’s me. I always wonder if I turned my best friend gay?

      Time to change the topic. “You know, I could have had Laini meet me here,” I mutter, voice sweet and innocent — aka, the warning siren before the storm. Because if there’s one thing Neil knows, it’s that Laini and I together are a recipe for chaos with a side of scandal.

      “No,” he barks. And here we go — Mr. High and Mighty has entered the chat. “I put my foot down, Missy.” My eyes roll so hard I nearly sprain something. “I will not spring you from lock-up again. You and Laini together are nothing but trouble.”

      Yeah, well, I won’t dispute that. It’s not our fault men act stupid around us. We just happen to be the spark that lights their idiocy on fire.

      Laini’s due to arrive in Vegas tomorrow night for an author’s conference and a book signing two days later. I’ve been counting down the hours. It’ll be great to see her happy, smiling face again — before we inevitably end up in some kind of morally questionable situation.

      “Has she told her family that she’s a published author yet?” Neil asks, sipping his drink like he’s not about to choke on the irony.

      I shake my head.

      My bestie is a successful fiction author. And thank the stars she writes under a pseudonym, because her family would spontaneously combust if they found out little Laini was a famous romance author with steamy scenes and scandalous plots.

      Thinking about Laini and her family, I throw my head back and laugh, picturing their horrified expressions. “Nope,” I say. This is one secret we’ve kept locked tighter than a chastity belt at a frat party.

      The woman is a well-known editor and journalist for one of the most famous women’s magazines in the States. I take another sip of my drink, letting the burn remind me I’m still alive. “Oh, I gave her some of my merchandise to hand out.”

      Neil gives me the ‘What are you talking about’ look. His eyebrows practically do a dance. “What merchandise?” he demands, like I’ve just confessed to selling black-market unicorns.

      We’ve been so busy with our individual business lives that I haven’t had a chance to tell him I went ahead with my new venture. I reply, “Remember, I’m dipping my toes into a small printing service. You know, items like business cards, bookmarks, buttons, banners, and posters. Laini mentioned ages ago that she and other authors struggle to find a good printing service that doesn’t rip off their clients.”

      Neil nods and sips his drink, then shrugs. “I didn’t think you were serious when you mentioned it months ago.”

      Great to know my friend has so much faith in me! Ye of little faith. Thanks, Neil — Not!

      “So… how is it going so far?” he asks. “Busy with my legal cases, I’ve missed seeing your smiling face stuffed with pizza and wine.”

      We enrolled and began our legal classes at university here in the US. Neil finished with his shiny diploma and now works with one of New York’s best law firms. As for me… well, I changed directions halfway through and dove into advertising. No regrets. Not one.

      Rolling my eyes at his comment, I say, “Actually, it’s good.” At first, the large quantities of orders surprised me. “Business is picking up. But remember, it’s a sideline — away from my advertising business. Something to branch out on in the future.”

      Laini sounded desperate when she needed matching bookmarks for her signed books. With the know-how and ability, I knew I had to help. So, I created a couple of mockups. She loved them and ordered a couple thousand on the spot. Boom. Instant success.

      “Neil, I’d better head to the powder room and tidy up. Be back in a minute.”

      “Okey-dokey. Don’t fall in,” he says with a laugh.

      I slide off the barstool and shake my head. Ha. Neil’s funny — Not! “Behave, Neil!” I mutter as I head for the women’s bathroom. I still remember the day Neil told his family I wasn’t his girlfriend and that he was gay. Let’s just say… Neil moved in with me after they disowned him. Haven’t spoken to him since. Their loss.

      Touching up my makeup and freshening up doesn’t take long. I reapply my lipstick, eyeliner, fluff my hair, and strut back toward my barstool like I own the damn place. But movement to my right snags my gaze.

      I blink twice in shock as I sit down.

      Mumbled voices reach my ears. “Oh, yes, just like that…”

      Against the far wall, hiding in the shadows, I spot a woman seated between two guys. Not unusual for a bar. But something’s off.

      My eyes squint and refocus, growing wide.

      As their voices increase. “Yes, firmer.”

      “Keep it up, baby.”

      What the…? Surely she’s not doing what I suspect she’s doing?

      Because if she is… it also explains the pile of napkins on their table.

      I’m going to need another drink.

      And possibly bleach for my brain.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter Three

          

          
            MISSY

          

        

      

    

    
      I focus on her wiggling arms. Again, I blink, praying I’m not hallucinating from the scotch fumes. Nope. Still there. Her arms are busy under the table, deep in both men’s laps like she’s conducting a symphony of sleaze.

      You’ve got to be kidding me… gross.

      This is not what I signed up for when I ordered a double scotch. I wanted smooth, smoky bliss — not a front-row seat to a shadowy adult puppet show.

      I turn and tilt my head to avoid the visual assault. But instead of escaping their perverted behavior, I get the audio version. Lucky me.

      “Oh, yes, baby…” one male moans like he’s narrating a bad romance novel.

      “Firmer… Harder… Faster,” grunts the other like he’s auditioning for a gym-themed porno.

      Seriously!

      I glance left. Then right. Surely someone else is noticing this? But nope. The bar crowd is unfazed. Apparently, public foreplay is just another Tuesday night special at Jack’s Irish Pub.

      Unbelievable.

      “Faster. Just like that. Yes,” the first male voice urges again, and I swear my scotch curdles in protest.

      Come on… these strangers might be tucked in the shadows, but this is a bar, not a brothel. Do these people have any shame?

      Apparently not. Vegas: where boundaries go to die.

      Eww. I turn my head and shudder, trying to shake the mental image now tattooed on my brain.

      “You cold, Princess?” Neil’s voice is all concern, but his eyes sparkle with mischief.

      I sigh and angle my head toward the shadowed table. Neil follows my gaze, takes one look at the horny trio, and turns back to me with a smirk that could melt steel.

      “Right. So, action is happening in aisle three.” He pauses, squints, then adds, “Pity, what little I can see… they have nothing to brag about.”

      I pick up my glass, trying not to snort scotch again. “Seriously, that is all you can come up with?” I splutter, half amused, half horrified.

      His eyes meet mine, full of wicked glee. “This is Vegas. We sooo gotta get you laid, Princess. Look, we might as well head back to our hotel bar. I feel Oliviér needs to make an appearance.”

      The nick name I use when my party side comes out to play.

      Feeling defeated, I nod, lift my glass, and savor the next mouthful like it’s the only thing keeping me sane.

      Why do I sense Neil is feeling sorry for me? He knows all too well about my tragic luck with men.

      After Dirty Darren — aka the human cesspool dumpster — I might as well take a vow of celibacy. The man was a walking red flag factory: cheating, manipulative, and kinkier than a circus.

      He left me emotionally shredded. And a high medical bill after being tested for a variety of STD’s. Thankfully all I required was cream for two weeks. He ended up with syphilis. How close I could have ended up with that…and shudder at the thought.

      At least my career keeps me grounded and distracted from the train wreck that is my dating life.

      Lost in my mental spiral, Neil interrupts. “Missy, before we leave, I need to shake the python. Wait here for me.”

      I let out a laugh. Geez… if I didn’t love him, his words would earn him a slap.

      “TMI, Neil. Now, hurry up. And don’t dribble on your shoes.” I know for a fact he’s ruined one pair of leather shoes, and he still denies it like it’s a conspiracy.

      “As if I’d do that,” he says over his shoulder, complete with his signature over-the-top eye roll.

      Yeah… right, Neil. I smirk. Don’t pick up in the men’s bathroom again. Then maybe your shoes will survive the night.

      I chuckle and watch him disappear, working that ‘look at me’ sexy stride like he’s on a catwalk. I turn back to my drink and take another sip, just as orgasmic groans and grunts drift over from the trio still going at it like they’re filming a low-budget adult flick.

      Bugger it… I try to block them out. I focus on the overhead music — some generic radio hit — and watch the bartender down the other end of the bar, blissfully unaware of the live sexcapade happening ten feet away.

      It’s no use. Aisle three’s voices increase in volume, and don’t even get me started on
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