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This is the 5th and final book in the Sexy Forbidden Billionaires series.

In this book I collaborated with Ellie Gorman. It was a fun process to finish the story told over five books but also give the reader a satisfying standalone story.

We tried to bring everything full circle from book one.  I hope you get great, fun and enjoyment from this and all the stories. 

Remember you can get twenty books Free by Joining my Reader's Club. It's Free to Join.

Thank you for your tremendous and loyal support!

Rebecca
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Chapter 1
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Traci didn't understand the big deal about her home. 

She'd been in a place others considered a tropical paradise her whole life. But she was barely out of high school and the restlessness was starting to get to her. 

At nineteen, she felt like the world would end if she didn't find something new. And fast. Her friends had moved off to the bigger cities in the center of the country. They were going to school mostly. But some just wanted out.

Just like her.

The beauty of the little resort town was lost on her. She only saw the hot temperatures, annoying tourists and a town that had become boring because she knew it so well.

Julio had kept her mind off things for a couple years. Traci thought she was in love with him. He told her many times he loved her. But Traci saw that it was going to  come to an end.

So she ended it first. 

She could only give him what he wanted so many times before she had to start figuring out what she wanted.  

And it wasn't him. She didn't want a local boy with no prospects or future. She felt older and more mature because at her house, she always had bigger, more adult responsibilities.

To start with she had the family farm to look after. With the chickens, pigs, a horse and an ox. She also had her little brother. 

Traci was his stand-in mom. Plus with her dad sailing from port to port for weeks on end, she was the woman of the house. She knew she was better than some real life sex toy for a loser like Julio.

It didn't matter he was one of the hottest boys at school. High school was over. In her mind, she was a woman.

She wanted her freedom. But she also wanted a man. A man who would treat her like a woman. A guy who would spoil her, romance her, and take her away from her dull routine.

With the fishing season being especially unkind to her dad, Traci had to go to work.

There was an old hotel. Right in the center of the village.

Laundry and room ready maid was the job title. She snatched it up. Traci wasn't afraid of hard work, but she was sick of it. 

Her dad was home. But his back hurt him so much that he was no health. Her little brother was a teenager but he'd never be any help. Traci didn't see a way out of her situation

Maybe just disappear?

She thought about it a lot. 

But she couldn't do that. She had a duty to the two men in her life. 

But it all seemed pretty bleak.

That day she one more room to go and only a half hour to finish. Then she could go home and sleep in her little farmhouse in the country.

Her entire body ached and hurt. That's what happens when you work five straight nights and barely sleep during hot tropical days.

Just a few more minutes. The room didn't have to be perfect.

“Get it done and if it isn't good enough, they can fire me,” she said  to herself.

“That's not the right attitude. You'll never get anywhere thinking like that.”

Stunned, Traci stood upright and turned to her left to see the man behind the voice.
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“What would you know?” She shot back with defiance.

Another rich foreigner who had everything in life and decided that gave him the right to preach.

Traci didn't need it.

“I don't really. But I started from nowhere. Now I have the ability to come to a beautiful place like this, stay in beautiful hotel,” he said, walking into the room and putting his small luggage case on the dresser only a few feet away from Traci. “And meet a beautiful woman like you.”

She'd heard all the lines before. Traci was a truly understated beauty. Her caramel skin, pixie like features,  and petite frame drew her plenty of looks and advances.

But until the tall, well-dressed stranger told her he thought she was beautiful, it had all seemed like the same old words from the same man over and over.

There was something unflappable about him. Solid. Confident. Like he'd watch over her when they finished touching. Like he was a real gentleman. 

And she knew if he walked out the door and went into the village, it would be some lucky girl and not her.

His light brown hair was combed back in a comfortable wave. He wore a dark blazer and brown pants with a white shirt and brown neck tie. 

Men in ties were rare in the tropics. 

The heat made it impractical.

Yet there was no sign of perspiration on the tall, handsome figure before her.

“I am sorry. I am prohibited from fraternizing with guests,”  Traci said, but unable or unwilling to hide a flirtatious smirk.

“That's good because I am only going to be here a night,” he responded.

He was taken by her tight little frame and shining brown eyes. They were big and round and made her look innocent and sweet.

He needed that in his life now. Something simple and low key. The big city brought him the same kind of woman over and over again. 

He thought his last girlfriend was different. So different, he married her almost instantly. But the pressure to please her became too much.

He had to get away and leave it all behind. Money was no object. For the first time, the man who introduced himself as Blaine, had a new attitude about life and what mattered to him.

He took one look at Traci and saw freedom in her simple, sweet, warm energy.

“So if you can just resist me for a night, you'll have no reason to resist me the next night,” he said, extending his hand. “Blaine. Blaine Stevens. I am from New York.”

“So?”  she said quickly shaking his hand before returning busily to her work. “Do you think that would be impressive to me?”

“I don't know what I was thinking. Honestly, I just want to get to know you better but I am not great at this sort of thing.”

She laughed and continued with changing the bags in the waste basket before finishing wiping the  mirror over the dresser. 

“What's so funny?”

“I've heard such a line before. The rich guy player, trying to act like he's some shy simple man looking for love.”

“You know, I'll stick to what I said when I walked in and add to it, Miss?”

“I have a name tag,” Traci said looking up from her roll of paper towels long enough to look into Blaine's fire intense stare.

The eyes belonged to a man who was clearly used to getting what he wanted. 

And like the way he spoke to her, and the commanding presence of his tall fit body, she couldn't deny she found it all irresistible. 

But she was quickly blowing it. 

“Yes, but a last name?”

“Why do you want to know?”

“It's been nice meeting you Traci,” he said.

There was no frustration in his tone. There wasn't even resignation that the effort wasn't worth it. 

He said it was nice and there was no indication he didn't mean it.

Before she could say anything, he was out the door.

She followed him, stopping at the thresh hold.

“Wait,” she called. 

But he never turned around.

She'd overdone it with the attitude which was born of her bitterness against other men.

He was handsome, successful, and seemed like a decent man. He was older, but his interest felt intoxicating to her, not creepy.

Traci fought back tears knowing she had blown her chance. She was exhausted and wanted to get into bed and hide out from
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