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A Note to Readers


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 collection (Snow Sisters, The Bradens, The Remingtons, Seaside Summers, and The Ryders). The characters from each series make appearances in future books. You’ll find a complete publication list at the end of this book, or visit my website for more information.

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


BAY CITY, MARYLAND, was the last place Celeste “Cici” Fine wanted to be this weekend. She had a million things to do to get ready for her upcoming move to New York City—including finding a place to live. Her photography business had finally taken off, and after securing several lucrative contracts in and around New York City, she had to make the move from Peaceful Harbor to New York. She hated the idea of moving her daughter, Melody, to a big city, and away from her friends, aunt, and grandparents, but now was probably the easiest time to do so. At almost three and a half, Melody was a precocious child, and Cici had high hopes that she’d adapt well to her new surroundings. But moving was just the tip of the what-the-hell-am-I-doing iceberg she seemed to be traveling on. Being back in Bay City and moving to New York? That was a double whammy.

She set her suitcase on the bed and went about unpacking her belongings, trying not to think about the last time she’d been there. She placed her clothes in the fancy dresser and caught sight of the king-sized bed in the mirror. She looked at the beautiful linens, remembering the way it had felt to be tangled up in them with the man who had made her head spin over one incredible week—and, just as quickly, had shattered her heart into a million little pieces. She found herself falling back into the memories of how wonderful and safe it had felt to be in his arms, how every kiss, every caress, every whispered promise had made her love for him grow. She’d been so sure he was her forever love…

She brought her toiletries bag into the bathroom and slammed it on the counter. She looked around the marble bathroom, and the familiar longing she thought she’d buried long ago came back in waves. Damn it. She’d fallen for him like a picture came into focus—a little blurry at first and then hard and fast. Unstoppable.

Cooper Wild’s potent masculinity was all consuming. His possessive, protective nature had made her feel special and desirable in the best way. The man was the perfect mix of sexual beast and gentleman, and his heart…She sighed inwardly. His loving, open heart had completely enveloped her. And then the Bay City Film Festival they were photographing had ended, and they’d gone their separate ways with promises of forever. Promises she, like the naive twenty-two-year-old she’d been, had trusted in and believed.

She looked in the mirror and pushed her long black hair over her shoulders, remembering how much Cooper had loved running his fingers through it. How he’d tangle his hands in it and hold on tight as they ravaged each other. Her scalp tingled with the memory, sending her pulse into a frenzy. She rolled her eyes at her reflection. She’d never fully let go of the fantasy that someday, somehow, they’d find each other again. But that type of thinking could ruin her, and she refused to do that to herself again. It had taken her a long time to stop thinking about him every minute of the day—not to mention every time she looked into Melody’s blue eyes—and she couldn’t fall back into that soul-wrenching fantasy.

She forced herself to remember the painful weeks of unanswered phone calls and texts, as her belly had swelled with his child and she’d cried more tears than she’d ever thought possible. She hadn’t been back to Bay City since, but with the impending move, she couldn’t afford to pass up the film festival this year. She needed the income, and Cooper had become even more famous over the last few years and this event was probably beneath him at this point in his career. She had purposely not sought out information about him, but it was hard to miss his credit lines on some of the most prestigious photos appearing in all the prominent magazines and newspapers. At least all she had to wallow in were the memories. There was no chance of seeing him.

She startled when her cell phone rang and answered the call from her younger sister, Tegan, as she walked back into the bedroom area.

“Hi, Teg. Is Melody okay?” Melody was over the moon about staying with her aunt for the weekend.

“Oh, please, Cici. That girl has never had a bad day in her life. She’s amazing, and at the moment she’s helping me eat cookie dough.”

Cici smiled, picturing her daughter’s big blue eyes wide with joy as she ate the sugary treat with her doting aunt. “She must be in heaven.”

“She is, but how’s her mama holding up?” Tegan’s tone grew serious. Even though she was younger than Cici, she’d always been wildly protective of her and had become even more so after Melody was born.

When Cici had first told Tegan that she was pregnant and planned to keep the baby even though Cooper had walked away and was never going to come back, Tegan had wanted to track him down and tear him apart. But Cici had demanded that she not do any tracking down at all. She didn’t need a man to be a good mother, and she wasn’t about to spend time worrying over his life without her. Even though her heart hadn’t moved on, she was proud of herself for never turning into a stalker ex-girlfriend who needed to know everything he was doing. And once she’d learned to thicken the walls around herself, the only one who had ever been able to break through was her beautiful baby girl, and she’d done so from the very moment she was born.

Needless to say, Tegan knew how difficult it was for Cici to be here again, in the place where she’d fallen in love with Cooper Wild.

“I’m good,” Cici answered, because it was easier than saying that she missed him again already and be forced to listen to Tegan’s rant about how much of an asshole he was. Tegan was great at reminding Cici that she was worth more than being forgotten. “I’m going to settle in with a good book and eventually go down and get my equipment from the trunk. Then I plan to do my job for the next two days and get the hell out of here and come home.”

“Schedule change,” Tegan said with an air of mischief. “You’re going to go downstairs to that dark, sex-infused bar you told me about and face your fears. Have a glass of wine, see that you can be perfectly confident this weekend without being weighed down by memories, and then you can settle in with a good book.”

“Teg—”

“Seriously, sis. Hell, I think you should get laid just to wash those memories away. Take some handsome guy by the ear, drag him to your room, fuck the hell out of him, and then toss him away and go on with life. It’ll make you feel better. More in control.”

Cici laughed. “That would give me heart palpitations. Besides, that’s how I got in trouble the first time.”

“Oh my God, that’s totally not true and you know it. You turned Cooper down twice before you went out with him, and you gave in because he was relentless and romantic and hotter than hell, and as I remember, masterful at everything sexual. At least that’s what you told me.”

Cici nibbled on her lower lip, mulling over her little white lie. She hadn’t known how her sister would react to her uncharacteristically wickedly naughty behavior with Cooper, so she’d fudged the truth a little.

“Cici?” Tegan’s voice cut through the silence. “Ohmygod. Did you lie to me?”

“No. Not really. He was the most amazing lover a girl could ever hope for.” She clenched her eyes closed as her sister gave her hell and pictured Tegan’s piercing blue eyes—the same vibrant blue as Cici’s, narrow and angry as she fumed over her sister’s fib.

“Seriously? So you didn’t turn him down twice? I’m the one person you can tell that shit to.”

She remembered the way she and Cooper hadn’t been able to keep their hands off each other practically from the first second they’d met. “Watch your language. Where’s Mel?”

“She’s in the kitchen. Don’t worry. I’d never corrupt my niece by cursing in front of her. I’m outside on the back deck. Cici, you’ve kept that from me for this long? Why? Have you kept other stuff about him from me, too?”

Cici sighed, thinking of all the things she’d kept to herself. After Cooper had gone back to New York and she hadn’t heard from him again, the memories she’d coveted were too intimate to admit out loud. She didn’t want anyone to disparage the memories that, despite her broken heart, she still cherished. That was her right, wasn’t it? To tuck away the very best of him all for herself?

Of course, that wasn’t really true, either. She’d given birth to the very best of him.

[image: * * *]

COOPER WILD SAT in the dimly lit hotel bar watching the entrance. He sucked back his drink and ordered another, listening to his brother Jackson and Jackson’s fiancée, Erica Lane, talk about their wedding plans. He was happy for them, he really was, but each of his three older brothers had fallen in love recently, and Cooper was the last single one of the bunch. He didn’t want or need to hear one more word about love. He knew all about the emotion that could wipe a man’s brain clean and make him do things he hated himself for.

They had no idea that Cooper had been the first one to fall in love—and then life had torn him to pieces and his chance for love had gone up in flames. He’d become numb to everything around him. So fucking numb that he’d tried to fuck himself into feeling again, but even that hadn’t worked.

“Coop.” Jackson waved a hand in front of him. “Dude, you’re totally zoning out. You okay?”

He ran his gaze over his older brother’s serious blue eyes and chiseled features, both common traits of the four Wild brothers. Jackson was sitting with his arm draped possessively over Erica’s shoulder. Exactly where it should be. From the time they were teenagers until a month ago, Jackson and Erica—Laney, as Jackson had always called her—had been no-strings-attached fuck buddies. Cooper and their other brothers, Logan and Heath, had known Jackson and Erica belonged together, but Jackson was a stubborn son of a bitch, and like Cooper, he’d lost himself in between whatever sexy pair of legs was currently spread before him. That was, until Erica received a marriage proposal from another guy and Jackson realized he was about to lose the only women he’d ever loved.

“Yeah, I’m cool.” He eyed a group of women settling in at the bar, wishing the only woman he’d ever loved would appear. It was Jackson and Erica’s recent engagement that had pushed Cooper out of his long break from reality and into accepting this photography assignment—and finally reaching out to Celeste Fine. Watching his brothers’ happiness unfold had tripped memories he’d been burying deep inside ever since a random home invasion had left his father dead and his mother blind. To say the last four years had been a big mind fuck would be putting it lightly, but witnessing the love between Jackson and Erica and seeing Jackson almost lose it forever had sent Cooper’s mind traveling back to Bay City and the woman he’d never been able to forget.

Jackson furrowed his brow over his sharp gaze and glanced around the crowded bar. “She’ll be here, Coop. Just chill, man.”

Cooper had come to Bay City alone the first time, and he hadn’t told anyone about the week he’d fallen head over heels in love with the kindest black-haired beauty on the planet—except his mother. He’d mentioned Celeste to her only once, when he’d been hurting so badly he couldn’t see straight. It was about a year after the attack, and Cooper had been in no shape to even consider a relationship, but he’d wanted to reach out to Cici to apologize for falling off the face of the earth. It had been at his mother’s urging to follow his heart that he’d made the call. Even if you’re not ready, let her know you care, she’d said. But she’d never returned his call.

He’d intended to tell the world about Cici after he’d returned home from the festival four years ago, but the attack on his parents had changed everything. He’d grown since then, though, found his footing, reconnected with the man he used to be. And this weekend he was on a mission. Now that they were here, he was glad he’d revealed the truth to Jackson and Erica. He couldn’t have kept the nervous buzz traveling through him from either of them. They’d have seen right through whatever smoke screen he tried to erect.

He’d planned on coming to the film festival alone, but after he’d told Jackson about Cici, Jackson had gotten that older-brother worry in his eyes and had said he’d always wanted to photograph the festival. They were used to photographing the elite who came to them, not climbing on board a gravy train that half the photogs on the East Coast were taking part in. Jackson’s excuse was a load of shit, and they both knew it, but Cooper also knew how hard he’d fallen after his father had died, and the Wild brothers were steadfast in their protectiveness of one another. He couldn’t have dissuaded Jackson if his life had depended on it.

But Cici was here, and that was all that mattered.

“I wish you had a picture of her so I could help scope her out,” Erica said. “Jackson wouldn’t even let me search for her online.”

He’d checked the photographer list and had seen her name. She still had the same last name, thank fucking God. At least there was some hope she hadn’t gotten married. He could have had Logan, a private investigator, check her out and give him the full
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