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        I was right all along…

        Amelia was just like all the other women I never wanted to see again after spending one night together.

      

        

      
        In fact, she turned out to be worse than them.

      

        

      
        Let me backup…

      

        

      
        It’s true when they say that Las Vegas should be burned to the ground.

        I’d burn it myself after ending up married to a woman and having no memory of it.

        Was Amelia playing me?

        Judging by the way she was sweating and yelling in shock, I didn’t think so.

      

        

      
        My heart lied to me and begged me to believe in her authenticity.

        You know, maybe she wasn’t after my money or prestige, after all.

        Maybe her gorgeous body contained a heart that I could actually love.

      

        

      
        Boy was I wrong.

      

        

      
        Instead of finding an honest heart, I discovered a nasty secret that made me want to rewind time and undo the moments I’d spent with her inside the bedroom.

      

        

      
        She was a devil in human form.

        A devil that was now wearing a wedding ring… and carrying my baby.

        Could this Christmas bring me any more surprises?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Amelia

      

      

      Slowly, I awoke from a heavy sleep. The fog in my brain was thick, making it difficult to fully come awake. At first, I was disoriented, not sure where I was. But then a heavy arm draped over my hip and a warm body spooned around me, bringing a memory and a smile back to my face.

      Max.

      Max with the large hands and an amazing expertise around a woman’s body. Enough of the fog lifted that I was able to open my eyes. I frowned as I realized I was still dressed. Why was I sleeping in my clothes?

      I scanned through my brain, trying to recall last night. Max had asked me out again, surprising me because I thought the night before had been a one-night thing. And while I wasn’t interested in a relationship, I had to admit that I was happy to have another opportunity to spend the night with him. There was no danger of an entanglement because he was from New York and would leave today to return home.

      I could recall a lovely dinner, and then a driver taking us through the city as we drank champagne. Had we drunk so much that when we got back to the hotel, we crashed out?

      Max’s large hand slid down my hip, over my thigh, and up again. His lips pressed to the back of my neck, nibbling, sending a delicious shiver through me.

      “I think I drank too much last night,” he murmured against my neck.

      “Oh?”

      “It’s the only thing that can explain why we’re in bed and still dressed. If I’d had my wits about me last night, we would be waking up naked.”

      “I was just thinking the same thing.”

      “Were you now?” His lips continued to trail kisses along my neck. “How do you feel about sleepy, slow sex in the morning?”

      “I feel pretty good about it.” Already, my body was flushed in anticipation. My nipples were hard and my pussy quivered, knowing the pleasure Max could bring.

      He tugged the zipper of my dress down and pushed it from my shoulders. With him still spooned behind me, I shimmied out of my dress. He unclasped my bra, and I tossed that aside. Last, I divested myself of my panties.

      He tugged me to him, his slacks-covered dick pressing against my ass as his hand slid over my belly and then down into my nest of curls.

      “You’re not going to join me?” I sighed against him.

      His lips were on my neck again. “I will. But first, you.” His fingers found my clit, gently rubbing it. I closed my eyes and sank into his touch, into the warmth of his firm body.

      It didn’t take long for my orgasm to wash over me. Only then did he undress. Naked, he spooned around me again, lifting my leg to make room for him. He slid inside me, and even though I’d just come, my body responded, my blood heating again.

      Like he’d promised, he moved slowly and languidly. His lips kissed my neck and shoulder as he rocked in and out of me. It was sweet and lovely, and a part of me would miss him when he left. I’d never met a man like him. Oh, sure, there were plenty of good-looking, rich guys in Las Vegas. But Max was more than that. There was a down-to-earth feel about him that made me think he grew up in a good family, unlike mine. He wasn’t necessarily open about his feelings, but that reservedness gave him a shy factor that was sweet. He was smart and interesting. And he knew how to have a good time.

      He groaned against me. “I’m close.” His whisper tickled along my neck. He reached over my body, pinching my nipple as he picked up the pace.

      “Oh!” I cried out as my orgasm flowed through me, just like he’d described, sleepy and slow.

      He thrust again, emptied, and then held me spooned against him as the last waves of pleasure flowed through us.

      When our heart rates settled, he gave me one last kiss on the neck and rolled onto his back. I turned onto my back as well.

      He slid his hands over his face as if he was still feeling foggy from last night. A flash of light from his hand caught my eye. A ring on his left hand.

      In an instant, the languid warmth of my orgasm was gone, replaced by shock and anger. I scrambled out of the bed, grabbing the sheet and tugging it to cover my body as I stood next to the bed.

      He brought his hands away from his face and looked at me with concern.

      “You’re married.”

      His expression morphed into confusion. “No, I’m not.”

      “You’re wearing a wedding ring.” How was it that I didn’t notice that before? I wasn’t against an occasional hookup with somebody from out of town, but I drew the line at married men.

      He frowned and looked at his hand, the confusion remaining on his face. He looked over at me, his eyes squinting, hovering near where I clutched the sheet around my breasts.

      I was about to take offense at his ogling me when his gaze returned to my eyes. “So are you.”

      “What?”

      “You’ve got a ring too.”

      My head jerked down, looking at my left hand, and sure enough, there was a gold band around my finger. My brain ceased to function. It didn’t make any sense. And then it did.

      “Oh, my God.” I turned and sank onto the bed. How did this happen?

      “Care to fill me in?” Max’s tone had gone from confused to suspicious.

      I shook my head, still not believing I could’ve done something so stupid. “I’ve become a Las Vegas cliché.”

      The bed shifted, and I glanced back to see Max getting out of bed, finding his boxers and his pants and slipping them on. “What does that mean?”

      “We must have gotten drunk-married last night.”

      His hands on his belt buckle stilled as his gaze jerked to me. “What?”

      “It’s the only thing that explains this.”

      He shook his head, finishing with his belt. “That doesn’t explain this. First of all, no one in their right mind would marry two people who were incoherently drunk.”

      I arched a brow. “We’re in Las Vegas, Max.”

      “Even so, there would have to be paperwork, right? A marriage license. Marriage certificate.”

      He pulled the ring from his finger and tossed it onto the pillow. I had no illusions that Max and I were going to have some great love affair. Still, it hurt a little bit the way he yanked the ring off and tossed it away.

      Even so, he was right. I pulled the ring from my finger and leaned over to set it on the side table. That’s when I saw the papers. I scooted closer to the side table and picked them up, studying them. “Oh, God.”

      “What?” Max rounded the bed, buttoning his shirt.

      I held the papers up. “Marriage license and certificate.”

      He snatched the papers out of my hand, and again the force of it and the look on his face made me flinch.

      His gaze moved from the paper to me. “Is this some sort of joke?” He tossed the papers on the bed, much like he had done with the ring.

      Incensed, I stood up, gripping the sheet around me even tighter. It was hard to believe that just a few minutes ago, I was wrapped up in this man. “You think I did this?”

      “The proof is in the papers, sweetheart.”

      I was shocked at his derision. I wished I were fully dressed because I felt vulnerable in just the sheet. But maybe it was just as well because if my hands were free, I might’ve slapped him. “Your signature is on there as well, slick.”

      He reached over, picking up the papers again, looking at the signature line. For a moment, he stood, looking utterly confused. The anger and accusation dissipated as he sank down onto the bed. “We’ll be able to get this annulled.”

      “Being drunk doesn’t constitute being incapacitated to get an annulment in Las Vegas.”

      “Sounds like you have experience with this.” A hint of his derision returned.

      “This is Vegas, Max. I know about gambling and showgirls, but that doesn’t mean I gamble and dance.”

      He set the paper on the bed and scraped his hand over his face again. “Not being able to read or understand what I was signing would be a reason to grant an annulment, wouldn’t it?”

      “I suppose, but I don’t remember reading or signing it either, and I’m not so sure that being too drunk to read and sign will work.”

      He turned to look at me, and for the first time, I saw vulnerability in him. Like he was going to confess something he wanted to keep a secret. “I have dyslexia. It’s often hard enough to read legal papers when I’m sober. I can’t imagine I could do it drunk.”

      I was no lawyer, but his reasoning made sense to me. I sat on the bed next to him.

      He looked at his watch. “Fuck.” He turned to look at me. “I don’t have a lot of time before I need to catch my flight.” He shook his head. “I guess I could take a later flight. I can move my schedule around.”

      “I’m not sure how to go about this in the first place. Why don’t you let me research and get whatever paperwork we need, and once it’s together, I can let you know? Maybe we can do this long distance and you don’t need to return to Las Vegas.”

      He nodded. “But if I do need to be here, I can come.”

      I hadn’t thought much about being married since I left the romanticism of fairy tales behind me when I was a teenager. But I never could have imagined that on my wedding day, my husband would be eager to divorce me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Max—two days earlier.

      

      

      I walked my twin brother, Sam, out to the charter flight he was taking home to Los Angeles. Yesterday, when we flew to Las Vegas, he was despondent and pissed off at the same time because the woman he loved wouldn’t forgive him and love him back.

      His plan in Las Vegas had been to forget her through booze and women.

      It had been a bad idea all around because I knew that any chance that he’d have to win Kate back would be gone if he followed through and slept with another woman. Granted, they weren’t technically together, mostly because Kate was still pissed off at how he’d left her five years ago.

      But after seeing the two of them together, I was sure if Sam could stay the course and continue to fight for her, she’d come around. She had a lot of walls up, but I felt certain that deep down, she still loved him too.

      He had hit on a couple of women last night, but he hadn’t brought any of them back to our suite. He told me this morning that he’d nearly gone to a woman’s room, but in the end, he knew I was right.

      So now I was putting him back on the charter plane to return to Los Angeles so he could try again.

      My plan was to head over to the regular terminal and catch a commercial flight home to New York. But with him on his flight heading home, my thoughts turned to business.

      Sam was in L.A. because we planned to expand our club enterprise out west and he was in charge of putting the deal together in California.

      Once that was done, I planned to do the same in Las Vegas. Our plans were that I would do it next year, but I was in Vegas now, and our business was doing well. Why not begin scouting and planning a club location here?

      I had made it over to the commercial part of the terminal when I made the final decision to stay another day or two. I pulled out my phone to order a car. When the car arrived, I stepped outside. Walking over, I reached for the handle to open the door when a feminine hand reached for the handle as well.

      I stepped back. “Oh, I’m sorry. I thought this was my car.” I looked down at the app and then at the car and felt pretty certain this was my car.

      She looked down at her phone and then the car. “Oh, you’re right. I’m sorry.”

      I smiled at her. She was beautiful, with long, red, curly locks that I could picture my hands getting lost in and hazel eyes that today veered toward green. Probably because of the green silk blouse she wore. I wasn’t a lech or even a playboy, but I liked women, and whenever possible, I enjoyed spending time with them. I studied her, feeling like the sparkle in her eyes suggested she liked the way I looked too.

      “How about we share?” I opened the door and extended my hand, motioning for her to get in. “I’m sure the driver won’t mind.” I would pay him whatever it took for him to agree to drive us both.

      “That’s very kind of you, but I’m probably out of your way. I’m heading home.”

      So she lived in Las Vegas.

      “Well, if that’s the case, maybe you’d be willing to be a tour guide for me.”

      She arched a brow, and I could see the speculation in her eyes. I didn’t blame her. Women needed to be careful these days about who they spent time with. Even a good-looking guy like me could be a serial killer.

      I thrust out my hand. “I’m Max Clarke. I’m from New York, and I’m here scouting a business location.”

      Her eyes still held skepticism, but she extended her hand to mine. It was warm and petite, and the man in me couldn’t help but imagine it wrapped around my dick.

      “Amelia Dunsmore. From Las Vegas. I’m home from a business trip to Southern California.” She took her hand back and tilted her head to the side. “I’ll tell you what. Let’s share this ride to your hotel, and I’ll let you know when we get there whether or not I’ll be your tour guide.”

      I nodded. “Fair enough.”

      I had already indicated where I was heading in the phone app when I ordered the car, so I didn’t have to tell the driver where to go. I had the trip from the airport to the hotel to convince Amelia to spend the day with me. Perhaps even the night.

      “So, Max Clarke from New York, what sort of business are you scouting for here in Las Vegas?” she asked as we rode from the airport toward the Vegas strip.

      “A club.”

      She laughed. “Of course. You do know that restaurants and clubs are a dime a dozen out here, right?”

      I arched my brows. “You doubt my business prowess?”

      She shrugged. “Las Vegas has ruined a lot of successful people.”

      “Well, she won’t ruin me. At least not business-wise.” I gave her a flirty grin. I wouldn’t mind being ruined by her in bed, but I was smart enough not to say that out loud.

      “What makes you think you’ll be successful?”

      “Well, for one, my brother and I already have three successful clubs. Two in Manhattan, and one out in the Hamptons.”

      “And two?”

      “And two, our clubs are a little different from most.”

      She smirked at me skeptically.

      “No, really.” I pulled out my phone, going to the website for one of our clubs in Manhattan. “My brother and I like to combine business and technology, along with a whole lot of fun.” I handed her the phone to look at the club’s website. “My brother, right now, is scouting locations in Los Angeles. We’re looking at putting in a noir prohibition-type club there.”

      She handed the phone back to me, and the skepticism was gone. She almost looked impressed. “They didn’t have much technology back then.”

      “No, but we have some interesting ideas. I was thinking of doing something similar to that here, but having a prohibition gangster theme is a little on the nose for Las Vegas, don’t you think?”

      She nodded. “Absolutely.”

      “What about old Hollywood? You know, the glitz and glamor and music of the Rat Pack.”

      She shrugged. “That’s not hard to find here, either.”

      She was probably right, but still, I felt Sam and I could put an interesting twist on it. I could already envision having our guests doing karaoke with a hologram of Frank Sinatra or Dean Martin. I wondered what the licensing fees for that would be.

      “It’s your turn, Amelia Dunsmore, from Las Vegas. What sort of business do you do?”

      “I have a social media marketing agency.”

      “No kidding?” I pulled out my phone, opening Instagram to see if I could find her on it. Sure enough, she was there and clearly knew what she was doing.

      She had all the coordinated colors and filters that professional Instagrammers used. I stopped and poked one photo to get a larger view of it. In it, she wore a deep purple bikini with a large, brimmed hat and fifties-style glasses while lounging in a chaise by a pool. I shifted in the seat as my dick took notice of her fantastic curves as well.

      “Is that the only thing that interests you about me?”

      I shut the app, feeling like an asshole lecher. “No. But I won’t deny that you’re very attractive. What sort of businesses do you work with in your social media agency?”

      She smirked, clearly enjoying that she had caught me being a base, primal male. “I work with boutique hotels and a few clubs. In Los Angeles, I just signed a contract with a celebrity-owned restaurant.”

      I grinned. “Congratulations.” Seeing that we were about to pull up to my hotel, I knew I had to make my move. “We should celebrate. Why don’t you let me take you out for dinner?”

      “You don’t need a tour, then?”

      I nodded. “I’d very much like a tour, but I didn’t want to push my luck, especially after my ogling faux pas.”

      She laughed, and it was light and lovely. I felt it flow through my chest in the oddest way.

      “I'll tell you what, Max Clark from New York. I need to go home and check on a few things, but I’ll meet you back here at your hotel at, say, two o’clock?”

      I looked at my watch. It was barely eleven. Two o’clock seemed like an eternity away, but it was closer than dinnertime. “I’ll be ready.”

      In the hotel, I rebooked a suite and headed up to take care of my own business. I started by checking in with our New York office to make sure all the clubs in New York were running as usual. Sam and I had business educations from college, but the most important parts of our knowledge came from our dad and uncle and other members of the family who were in business.

      From them, we learned how to hire the best people, so I wasn’t worried that something would be going off the rails while I was away.

      Next, I tapped into our network to get a referral for a commercial real estate agent in Las Vegas. Once I got a name, I called her up, told her what I was looking for, then made arrangements to meet her tomorrow to preview possible club locations.

      When I was done with that, I thought I should call Sam and tell him I changed my plans, but hopefully, his plane was landing in Los Angeles and he was on his way to make another bid for the woman he loved. I prayed she would finally forgive him.

      At two o’clock, I was standing in front of the hotel like an eager teenager going on his first date. I laughed at myself for feeling like that. I enjoyed women, but it’d been a long time since I’d been excited about spending time with one.

      I couldn’t pinpoint what it was about Amelia that was drawing me in.

      Yes, she was beautiful and sexy, and she clearly was her own woman. It had to have been more than her musical laugh, but damn if I could figure it out.

      The reason didn’t matter. I hoped we would have an enjoyable afternoon and evening, perhaps even night, then tomorrow, I would do my business and plan to return to New York.

      As Amelia approached, I felt a whoosh of excitement. Her long red curls were blowing in the wind as she pulled up in a Mini Cooper convertible. I’d never been in a Mini Cooper. I hoped I could fit my large frame into it.

      As I approached her car, she said, “Your tour carriage awaits. I hope you weren’t expecting a limousine or a fancy Hummer or something.”

      I opened the door and climbed in. “Not at all. This is perfect.”

      For the rest of the afternoon, she drove me around the city, pointing out the major tourist spots but also bringing me to lesser-known, off-the-beaten-path locations.

      All of them were great to see, but the best part was talking to her. We talked about anything and everything and laughed a whole hell of a lot. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d laughed so much.

      When dinnertime rolled around, she was comfortable enough with me to let me take her out. I ordered the most expensive champagne to celebrate her getting the celebrity client in Los Angeles.

      During dinner, I learned more about her business and how she had started off as a social media influencer and then, after college, built her own business. She not only had clubs and hotels in Vegas but was expanding, including the celebrity restaurant in Los Angeles, and she was hoping to get a vineyard up in Northern California.

      She didn’t speak much about her family, except for her brother she said she was close to. I learned enough to know that she wasn’t very close to her father and that, like me, she came from money, although probably not as much money as I came from. I got the feeling her father was a big fish in a little pond.

      I shared a little bit about my family, including my twin brother Sam’s woes with women. We made a toast to Sam and Kate, hoping they would find their way back together again.

      When dinner was over, I didn’t want to let her go. And it wasn’t just that I wanted to have sex with her, although I really, really did. I was enjoying spending time with her.

      I convinced her to go dancing, and the first time she was in my arms, it felt like a puzzle piece snapping into place. It was disconcerting even as it was welcomed.

      For a moment, I thought I should end the date because the last thing I needed was to fall for a woman. Then I remembered she lived here, whereas I lived in New York. We could have this one night together, and after that, we’d go our own ways.

      Thank fuck, she was in agreement. By the time we returned to my suite, I needed her so badly it was like I was a starving man given a feast. And feast I did.

      The door was barely closed when I pushed her against it and drew my tongue over every inch of her skin I could get to. I divested her of her blouse and bra, burying my face in her tits. Good God, they were perfection, round and soft, with hard pink nipples. I sucked one deep into my mouth, loving the sound of her moan.

      But my journey had only just begun. I got her skirt and panties off, dropping to my knees to discover the secrets of her womanhood. She was a woman who liked to keep things tidy down there, but the small nest of red curls told me she was a natural redhead, not that I questioned it.

      I inhaled the scent of her sex, loving how her wetness glistened on her pussy. Then I ran my tongue through her pussy lips, and it was like drinking the nectar of the gods. I lapped and sucked and tasted until her body was shaking and she cried out. Her juices flooded my mouth, and I wanted more.

      I picked her up and carried her to my room. I laid her on the bed and loved how her hazel eyes watched me as I tore my clothes off. I shoved my pants and boxer briefs down, my dick springing free, hard and aching.

      I grabbed the condom from my wallet, but before I could roll it on, she knelt on the bed and wrapped her hand around him.

      “Fuck.”

      She licked her lips, and I was a goner.

      I removed her hand. “I’m going to come, and I want to do it inside that sweet pussy of yours.”

      She feigned pouting. “But I want a taste too.”

      I rolled the condom on and then pushed her back on the bed. “Sorry, sweetheart.” I settled on my heels, kneeling between her thighs. I pulled her body to me until my dick was resting on her belly.

      I waited to make sure she was okay with this. After all, she’d just said she wanted to suck my dick. Maybe that meant she didn’t want to fuck.

      She arched a brow. “Is there a problem?”

      I looked down on her sexy body, her cheeks still flushed from her orgasm, and something in my chest clenched tightly.

      “No problem.”

      She took my dick and brought it to her pussy opening. “Well, then.”

      Holding her hips, I rocked forward and filled her with one hard thrust.

      She gasped, arcing off the bed.

      Shit. Too much, too soon. I withdrew. “Are you okay?”

      “I won’t be if you don’t fuck me.”

      She didn’t have to tell me twice.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Amelia

      

      

      Oh. My. God. I’d only had a moment to see and hold and admire Max’s dick. I wouldn’t say I was a connoisseur of dicks. I’d only seen a few. Max’s wasn’t much longer, but good God, was it thick. When he entered me, all the breath whooshed out, replaced with the most amazing erotic sensations. My pussy throbbed in a good way.

      When he withdrew, I wondered whether he’d changed his mind. After all, he’d been hesitant for a moment. But when I told him to fuck me, he didn’t hesitate then. His green gaze watched me as he sank inside and then methodically moved, in and out, in and out. My pussy had never had it so good.

      As he fucked me, his hand slid over my belly and squeezed my breast, his palm rubbing over my nipple. I felt like I’d been plugged into a light socket. My entire body was zinging with electricity.

      “How’s this?” he asked.

      I managed to open my eyes to see a cheeky grin on his face. He knew he was lighting me up.

      “Make me come, and I’ll let you know.”

      He picked up the pace, and holy moly if his dick wasn’t still expanding. The friction was beyond anything I could have imagined. With each thrust, he sent me closer and closer to the edge. I knew that when I came, it would be the best, hardest orgasm I’d ever had.

      He licked his thumb and rubbed over my clit, and that was it. I went blasting, flying, soaring . . . all of it. The pleasure rocketed from my pussy throughout my body. I think my cells were orgasming.

      “Oh, fuck . . . fuck, you’re tight.” Max shifted, his body coming over mine, his hand finding purchase on the mattress next to my head, his other hand holding my hip as he drove into me again and again and again. He threw his head back and growled as he slammed into me, grinding against me as his orgasm crashed through him. He continued to move, and my pussy continued to quiver and quake until he collapsed on me.

      Wow was the only coherent thought I could form for several minutes. I finally understood what it meant to have your world rocked. Max definitely rocked mine.

      He withdrew and took off the condom, tying it and tossing it in the trashcan near the bed. I didn’t know how he could move because I was boneless.

      But as my jellied limbs began to solidify again, I knew it was time to get up and leave. As much fun as we had today, there was nothing more to us than just two people enjoying each other. Still, I wouldn't mind staying a little bit longer and perhaps having another go at him. I definitely wouldn’t mind sucking that magnificent dick. But that wasn’t how hookups like this worked.

      I turned and sat up on the bed, pulling my hair back, thinking it probably looked like a wild, knotted mess.

      "Leaving so soon?" His finger drew a line down the center of my back, sending a whole new wave of erotic sensations through me. I turned my head to look back at him lying on his side. His head was propped up on one hand. His other hand was teasing the skin just above my ass.

      "That's usually how these things work."

      He grinned. "Whoever has been teaching you about these things hasn't done a very good job."

      I cocked my head. "Really? What am I missing?"

      "Well, when the sex is spectacular, you don't just settle for one time. Unless you have somewhere to be now or if you have to get up early, why not stay and we can do it again? In fact, if you're willing to stay the night, we can do it again several times."

      My body flooded with excitement. My nipples hardened and my pussy, already wet from the first time, got even wetter. "I have nowhere to be now, and my first appointment isn't until ten tomorrow.”

      "Well, then, it's settled." He reached out, taking my wrist and pulling me back into bed with him.

      "You can recover that quickly, and that many times?" I asked.

      He gave me a wicked grin. "When adequately stimulated."

      This was my opportunity to really get a good look at him. I pushed him onto his back and straddled his thighs, running my hands down his chest.

      I wanted to take in every inch of him, savoring this because it was going to have to last me a lifetime. He would become the star of my erotic fantasies when I had to take pleasure matters into my own hand. Maybe I’d buy a vibrator. I wondered if they came in Max’s girth.

      His chest was hard with smooth skin. It tapered down into abs with the coveted six distinctive packs. Below that lay his dick, not full, but not flaccid either, on his belly.

      I drew my fingers down over his stomach and to his hips and then brought them back over the tops of his thighs. Then I teased the area around his dick, but never touching it, watching each time my fingers drew close to his dick how it would twitch and thicken.

      "You like teasing, don't you?" he asked.

      "Is this teasing? I'm just getting the lay of the land.” I bent over and drew my tongue from root to tip, then sucked the velvety soft head into my mouth.

      He groaned, his fingers threading through my hair. "Jesus, yes."

      “It’s Amelia.”

      I heard the rumble of his laugh. “Amelia. Yes. Use that sexy mouth on my cock.”

      He didn’t have to ask me twice.

      
      I woke the next morning, at first disoriented, wondering where I was. But then the night before came flooding back. I'd never before had a night filled with so many orgasms. We’d fucked again after I sucked him off, and then he woke me twice in the middle the night with sensuous touches that led to more orgasms.

      I looked over to the other side of the bed, but it was empty. From outside the room, I could hear the murmur of a voice. I checked the clock on the side table, noting it was only seven in the morning.

      As much as I hated to admit it, my time with Max had come to an end. I'd never before been so disappointed to have my time with a man come to an end. I rose from bed and noticed a robe lying across it. I considered slipping it on thinking perhaps we could have one more morning interlude, but it was best not to prolong things. He might even be annoyed if I expected more today.

      I tied my hair up and jumped in the shower, washing quickly, then getting dressed.

      I stepped out of the bedroom into the main part of the suite.

      Max stood at the window in one of the complementary robes with a phone in one hand and a cup of coffee in the other.

      He turned toward me, his gaze scanning my body from head to toe and back up again. He gave me that sexy smile of his.

      "Everything sounds like it's going well, Douglas. I’ll be returning to New York tomorrow. I've got to go now." He pulled his phone away, tapping the screen, presumably to end the call, and then set it on the table. "Good morning, gorgeous."

      It was ridiculous how much my heart fluttered in my chest at the way he looked at and spoke to me. If I were a woman looking for happily ever after, I'd grab onto it. It was a good thing that I wasn't a woman looking for a relationship because as sweet and sexy as Max was, I was pretty sure his words and looks didn't mean anything beyond the obvious attraction.

      "Do you have to run off, or can you have breakfast? I've already ordered coffee but was waiting to see what you might want for breakfast before I ordered."

      I needed to add thoughtful and generous to the list of quality characteristics Max had. "I don't want to be in your way. It sounds like you were on a working call."

      "That was just a quick call to New York to let them know what I was doing today and when I'd be back. I'm done until ten."

      Darn it. I should've put on the robe because that would've given us time for another round of great sex.

      "I wouldn't mind a cup of coffee."

      He poured me a cup, and when he handed it to me, he leaned over, giving me a quick kiss on the lips. My heart did that flippy flip thing again, and I followed it with a reminder that he was just being nice.

      "I'm going to order eggs and bacon. Can I order you something too?"

      Tell him no. Tell him you have to go. The more I was around him, the less I wanted to leave, and that wasn’t good. “I guess I could have some breakfast.”

      His smile suggested he was pleased by my answer. “What would you like? Eggs, pancakes?”

      My eyes lit up. “I like pancakes.”

      He laughed and shook his head.

      “What’s so funny?”

      “Nothing. My brother, Sam, is a pancake fanatic. I always joke with him that it's a breakfast for eight-year-olds."

      I arched a brow. "I am not eight years old."

      His gaze took a heated inventory of my body again. "No, you're not."

      My nipples had gone hard, and I looked down to see if he could notice. Yep. Yep, he could. But maybe that could work in my favor.

      We stood staring at each other for a moment, and I wondered if he was contemplating skipping breakfast and going back to bed. But finally, he gave his head a quick shake and went to order breakfast.

      While we waited, he hurried to the bathroom to shower and get dressed. I guess that answered the question about whether there would be more sex before we parted ways.

      He returned to the main living area of the suite just as our food arrived. Once our dishes were served, we sat at the table. He had a nice view of Las Vegas out toward the mountains. The day was clear and bright, making it a lovely spot for a morning after breakfast.

      "So, what's on your schedule today?" he asked.

      "I have a video conference call with my virtual staff at ten. I have several campaigns I need to review, and then later today, I have a meeting with a local client." I didn’t mention it was my brother.

      "What time does your day end?"

      I looked up from the pancakes I'd smothered in butter and syrup, wondering why he was so interested in my schedule. Deep down, I hoped that he wanted to see me again.

      "Officially, I end around five, but I often work later. My office is in my home, which makes it easy to continue to get things done."

      "Or work too much."

      I stuffed pancakes into my mouth so I didn't answer.

      "When Sam and I started our business, we worked out of our residences as well. Of course, we don't have a virtual staff, so getting office space was necessary when we started to grow."

      "That's one of the benefits of having a digital agency. I can hire the best from anywhere in the world. And work with anyone in the world."

      He nodded. "But again, you risk working too much. You know what they say about all work and no play."

      It was an odd conversation, but I stayed with it. "I wasn't a dull girl last night, was I?"

      His grin was wide and wild around a piece of bacon. "Not at all." He picked up his glass of orange juice, taking a sip. "Which brings me to wondering if perhaps you would want to repeat it tonight. I have some business things to take care of during the day, but my night is free."

      Inside, all my girly parts were screaming yes. But a part of me cautioned me against having another night with Max. I liked him and could see that if I spent more time with him, I might not want to stop. That was problematic for two reasons. The first was that while my agency was successful, I still needed to dedicate all my time and resources to keeping it that way, especially if I wanted to grow. The second reason was that being who Max was, and the family that he was from, my father would probably concoct a cockamamie idea to try and get an investment or something out of Max. Along with building my business, my other goal in life was to keep out of the reach of my father's tentacles. He was ruthless and had no scruples about hurting anyone who got in his way.

      Max tilted his head to the side. "Unless you didn't have as good a time as I did yesterday."

      "I'm pretty certain I had a better time."

      "What do you say to one more night? I'll be leaving before noon tomorrow."

      I wasn't sure if he was saying that to make sure that I understood that we were just talking about another fun day and a hookup. Whatever his reason, it alleviated my concern, because that's exactly what I wanted.

      I nodded. "I can meet you here, or anywhere, at six."

      "Perfect."

      
      When I left Max's, I headed home and prepared for the meeting with my virtual staff. I wasn't one of those bosses who micromanaged the people who worked for me, but I learned early on that not everybody had a good work ethic.

      So once a week, I had a group call where we would all connect together, and then during the week, I had a standing time with each of my staff simply to check in. At first, a few of them resented it, feeling like I was looking over their shoulder. Eventually, they weeded themselves out, and now everyone who worked for me worked as a team. Because they were so good, there were times that our one-on-one calls were mostly talking about things other than the job like their lives, their children, and in the case of my staff who were digital nomads, learning about whatever spot they were in at that time.

      After the call, I reviewed the campaigns that were waiting to start and then went through existing campaigns to make sure that they were getting results for our clients. Next, I started brainstorming ideas for the celebrity-owned restaurant in Los Angeles and then continued to work on my presentation for the vineyard I hoped to obtain as a client in Northern California.

      At two thirty, I left my home office and headed to the Dunsmore Investment offices to meet with my brother. When I started my business, my brother was my first client. Or rather, I should say my father's company was my first client because my brother, who someday would be taking over the company, hired me.

      I arrived, and as usual, I took the long way to my brother's office to avoid seeing my father. He was unscrupulous and manipulative, so I did everything I could to stay out of his way. I think my brother felt the same way, which was why his office was in a totally different part of the building.

      When I arrived, his secretary announced me, and I went in. My brother looked up from the desk he'd been hunched over.

      He grinned when he saw me. "Hey, how did the trip to Los Angeles go?"

      I grinned. “Signed, sealed, and delivered."

      He stood up and gave me a hug. "You're a rockstar."

      I was on the verge of doing well enough that I could dump my father's company as a client, but because my brother had been so supportive, I wasn't sure I would do that. Plus, these bimonthly meetings gave me a chance to spend time with my brother. There were times when we would see each other a couple of times a week and other times we wouldn’t see each other at all for months if it weren’t for these meetings.

      He motioned for me to sit on the couch, and he went over to his coffee machine, putting in a pod for my favorite—mocha. When it finished brewing, he put in a pod for himself and then brought them over and sat next to me on the couch.

      I opened up my laptop to show my brother how the business campaigns were going. My family's business was a real estate investment firm. If it weren't for my brother, I wouldn’t have taken the company on as a client. I knew that sounded bad, but I wouldn't put it past my father to run a Ponzi scheme. My brother's involvement ensured that wouldn’t happen.

      I showed my brother what was working and told him areas I thought we should change to improve results. He nodded, and I appreciated that he deferred to my expertise.

      When I finished, we entered sibling mode to catch up. I gave him more detail about my presentation in Los Angeles, and he let me know that he discovered his most recent girlfriend was stealing from him.

      I winced.

      He didn’t seem distraught, but I could see it bothered him. "I need to learn that women only want me for my money."

      I shook my head. "What you need to do is stop picking up women at casinos. Most of those women only want to find a sugar daddy
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