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      Welcome to Wilde—a small town in Arizona owned by an eccentric billionaire with an unusual will. The old geezer left everything to any grandchildren who agree to manage the estate for ten years. If only it were that simple…

      

      The Wilde Heirs is a contemporary romance series that includes age gap, billionaires, enemies to lovers, small town, love at first sight, bossy, possessive heroes, innocent heroines, and a strong desire to fill the mansion with the next generation of heirs.
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        The moment I hear her spunky potty mouth, I know everything in my life is about to change.

      

      

      

      
        
        She has secrets—starting with her pen name.

        What or who is she hiding from?

        More importantly, why do I care?

        I’ve never been one to enjoy a chase.

        Plus I’m only in Wilde for two months.

        But her foul language amuses me.

        That wild strawberry-blond hair needs taming like its owner.

        I want to sink my hands into it and never let go.

        Who am I kidding?

        This is my future wife and the mother of my kids.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

        

      

    

    
      Melody

      

      “Ha. No. Not a fucking chance in hell.” I roll my eyes, staring at the amazing view from the back deck of my cottage. The mountains in the distance look spectacular as the sun sets. My phone is on speaker, sitting on the railing, leaving my hands free to hold my mug of herbal tea.

      “Melody, it’s a book club. You love books. You write books, for heaven’s sake. You have to come,” Arianna persists.

      I smirk. “Those are facts. I do love books, and I do write books. What I don’t need or want is a man, and you’re trying to set me up with one of those Wilde heirs. I bet I can guess which one, too.”

      Arianna sighs. “None of the Wildes will be at book club. It’s for women only.”

      After taking another sip of my tea, I glance down at my phone. “And let me guess. These women will be your new sisters-in-law. Claire and Reagan?”

      “Not just them. Emilia will be there, too.”

      “Arianna, Emilia is also a Wilde.”

      “Yes, but she’s a woman. She’s no threat… Unless, of course you’re into women. Are you?” Arianna asks.

      I laugh. “No. I’m not into women.”

      “Oh, I invited Kinsley, too.”

      “The town doctor?”

      “Yes. We all know her. Well, except for Emilia. Those two haven’t met yet.”

      I chuckle again. “You’ve all met Kinsley because every one of you is pregnant or trying to get pregnant. That shit might be catching. I don’t want it.”

      “You can’t catch pregnancy,” she argues as if I legitimately thought so.

      It would be nice to get out of the house. I don’t do so very often. Most of the time, I’m kind of a hermit. I should get better acquainted with some women my age. I’ve met everyone at some point or another at the library or bakery or even at Kinsley’s office. But I don’t know any of them very well.

      Because, again, I’m a hermit. That’s why I moved to Wilde. Small town. Peaceful. No one bothers me. No one knows me. For the last three years, I’ve been renting this cottage on the outskirts of town. I love it here.

      I did not come here to find a man. I came here to lie low and stay out of the public eye. I’m perfectly fine growing old alone and being known as the cat lady. Though I don’t have a cat.

      “You’re thinking about it!” Arianna exclaims, sounding way too chipper.

      I groan. “Where is this book club meeting?”

      “At the library.”

      “You promise? I’m not going up to the mansion.”

      “I swear. We’re meeting here. Saturday afternoon. Three o’clock.”

      “You won’t change the location on me at the last second and suddenly say that Dallas, or one of the other bossy men you all have married, insists on you meeting at the mansion? Because if you do, I’ll bail out.”

      “Nope. We’re holding it here at the library. I’ve already gotten permi⁠—”

      I laugh. “Permission? You got permission from your husband to have book club on Saturday afternoon? That’s what you were going to say, wasn’t it? And I bet he told you to hold it at three because you have a curfew or something, and you’re not allowed to be out after dark.” I’m joking, but also… I’m not.

      Judging by her intake of breath, I nailed it. I set my empty mug on the railing and lean my elbows on it, hanging my head between my arms. Why on Earth would I agree to this?

      “You’ll come?” Arianna pushes.

      I inhale deeply, knowing I’m going to regret this. “Fine. See you Saturday.” I end the call before she can continue to harp on this subject. I said yes. Probably the worst decision of my life. But maybe I can attend book club with these women without getting sucked into their lifestyle of bossy husbands hellbent on breeding their brides.

      I’m no fool. I know what happens to women who visit the Wilde mansion. They never leave. They get married to one of the giant heirs and have his babies—and all of that happens in like a week.

      I’ve met the latest single Wilde to arrive. His name is Brody. He was in the library one day when I came in. I fled the house of books so fast that my tires squealed as I peeled out of the parking lot.

      The worst part is that it was too late. I’d already gotten a good look at Brody. Six-three. Short brown hair. Nicely trimmed beard. Deep brown eyes. Broad. Tanned from working outside. Yeah, I noticed him. Who wouldn’t?

      I’m aware he owns a construction company in San Antonio, Texas. Apparently, he’s here for a few months to help with the many renovation projects that need attention in this town. Everyone knows everyone’s business in Wilde. It’s not like I snooped around to find out what his intentions are.

      It doesn’t matter that his tight black T-shirt did nothing to hide his drool-worthy six-pack. The man infuriated me. For one thing, he’s cocky. For another thing, he reprimanded me. Me.

      I don’t even know him, and he had the audacity to suggest that I needed to be disciplined for cussing.

      Well, fuck him.

      I don’t need a keeper, nor do I need anyone to tell me what I can and can’t say. I’m a grown woman. Twenty-eight years old. I’ll fucking cuss if I fucking want to.

      After grabbing my phone and mug, I head inside and lock the back door. I feel totally safe here. Most of the time. Except when my imagination gets the better of me and dreams up noises that don’t exist. There’s a very low crime rate in Wilde. The only thing exciting that’s happened in years was when Smith Winston tried to kidnap Claire. She’d barely met Ryder Wilde at the time, and that man made certain Smith Winston would never set a hand on Claire again. Ryder swooped in, moved her into the mansion, married her, and got her pregnant in like ten minutes.

      I turn off all but one lamp near the front door, check the locks, leave the porch light on, set the alarm, and head for my bedroom.

      This cottage is my oasis. I fell in love with it the moment I saw it. It’s quaint. It came fully furnished—which is a bonus because I don’t own much. I’ve added frilly white bedding and matching curtains, but the furniture is a mismatch of decades-old pieces. Ornate. Girly. Perfect for me.

      It has two bedrooms. I use the second one as my office, and I spend most of my waking hours in there writing, editing, or managing my social media accounts.

      I have only shared my pen name with one person in Wilde—Thomas McAndrews, my lawyer—and I intend to keep it that way. I enjoy the anonymity. Even though most people know I’m an author, that’s about the only detail they have.

      After getting ready for bed, I turn out the bedroom lights and climb under the covers. That’s when my imagination goes a bit haywire. This happens every night. No matter how tired I am or what I do to try to wear myself out so I can drop into dreamland, I have not fallen asleep easily since the day I met Brody Wilde.

      Damn him.

      Granted, the man has no idea he occupies my mind late at night. But I’m still mad at him for doing so. If he hadn’t come into the library that day and reprimanded me…

      I start breathing heavily at the memory. The way his hand felt when he shook mine—his grip firm, unwilling to let me go. His chuckle as he tried to get me to give him my name.

      But the way he spoke to me…

      “Sounds to me like you’re in desperate need of a man; otherwise, who’s going to control that potty mouth of yours?”

      “A pretty little thing like you should not be using such naughty words.”

      Like every night, I’m consumed once again. My panties are damp. I’m not sure why I bother wearing them anymore. I should just climb into bed naked because every damn night I end up slipping them off to make it easier to touch myself.

      I should have slapped him. How dare he speak to me like that. Like he has any authority over me. Not a chance. Never.

      And now my panties are soaked. Again.

      I sigh in frustration as I give up the fight, shrug out of both my tank top and panties, and yank open my nightstand drawer to grab one of my favorite vibrators.

      Palming the one that will both reach deep inside me as well as stimulate my clit, I let the weight of it calm my racing heart. It’s become a nightly ritual I have going on here. A battle between my sanity and my physical needs. As soon as I give in to the temptation, I relax a bit.

      With my legs spread, I bring the vibrator between them. It’s pitiful, but I don’t need lube. I used to, but since I met Brody and added his image to my now-nightly masturbation sessions, I don’t need it. I’m so wet that the phallic end slides right into me.

      As soon as I turn it on low and press the tip against my clit I moan. Fuck, that feels good. So much better than before I met my muse.

      Before Brody, I would read erotic romance at night if I wanted to orgasm. I used the fictitious scenarios as fodder. And it worked. I’d get all hot and bothered reading and then close my eyes and pretend I was one of the characters in my books.

      Not anymore. Now, I have a real-life human I use to get off. I don’t even need to embellish him. The little time I spent with Brody was enough to provide me with material to masturbate to for years.

      “Do you think if you say your name out loud, I’ll cast a spell on you?”

      I can hear his deep timbre in my head as I press the stimulator harder against my clit. He’d been teasing me, but I had thought exactly that. So I fled the library without giving him anything.

      I’m not an idiot. I’m certain he knows my name by now. All he had to do was ask Arianna or Dallas. They were both standing right there, witnesses to my madness. I’m sure he had my full name before I was even in my car. My address, too, if he asked for it.

      And yet, I haven’t seen the man since. I tell myself that’s for the best. He did a lot of damage to my emotional stability as a single cat lady in just a few seconds. If I were to run into him again, I’d probably start wandering around town, dazed and drooling.

      I’d die if he knew the effect he had on me or how much I think about his rock-hard body, his voice, and the crooked smile he gave me. His eyes had been dancing with mirth, too.

      There is no reason to believe Brody Wilde is interested in me. Just because he knocked me off my feet doesn’t mean he’s thought about me for a single moment since. I’m sure I’m safe. If he’d truly wanted to see me again, he could have shown up at my door any day. He has not.

      So, why does that disappoint me?

      Angling the shaft inside me to rub against the front of my channel, I slide closer to euphoria. My moans fill the room. My blood has rushed to my pussy.

      All I need to reach orgasm is to let my mind go there. The place I feel like Brody promised.

      Over his knees with my skirt pushed up and my panties pulled down. Spanking me for my insolence and naughty words.

      As soon as the fantasy version of Brody starts swatting my bottom, I cry out, my orgasm so powerful that when it’s over, I’m wrung out and completely limp as I float back to Earth.

      Panting, I stare at the ceiling and promise myself I’ll stop doing this. I must. If I don’t, I’ll lose my sanity.

      Tomorrow. I’ll stop fantasizing about Brody Wilde tomorrow.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

        

      

    

    
      Melody

      

      I wince as I take a seat at the conference table in the library. Claire is looking a bit green around the edges. “You feeling okay?” I ask her.

      “Morning sickness,” she mutters. “They lie. It’s afternoon now and I’m still nauseous.”

      This time, I cringe. Right. I should have thought of that. Reagan looks a bit peaky, too. I suspect she got pregnant a week after Claire. Arianna is probably also pregnant, but she hasn’t mentioned it yet. She’s biting her bottom lip as she stares at her two new sisters-in-law.

      Emilia comes in next and sits beside me. “Melody. I’m so glad you came.” We’ve only met once in passing, but she seems really nice. She’s Dallas and Brody’s much younger sister from their father’s second marriage. I’m pretty sure Arianna told me she’s twenty-two.

      Everyone in this room is younger than me. I’m an old maid at twenty-eight. And I’m okay with that. I feel young. That’s all that matters.

      The town doctor, Kinsley, is the last to arrive. She rushes in, looking flustered, her brown curls bouncing around her shoulders. Even she is younger than me. Some sort of child prodigy who finished med school wicked young. I have no idea why she moved to Wilde to open a small practice. But I’m not going to ask since I really don’t want to discuss why I moved to Wilde.

      “Sorry I’m late,” Kinsley apologizes. “I was helping a mom with her colicky baby.”

      There’s a collective groan around the room.

      “Please tell me most babies don’t get colic,” Reagan begs, placing her hand on her stomach.

      Kinsley shrugs. “Not sure I’d say most… Some don’t.” She grins. “But with a mansion full of babies, I’d bet at least one of them will scream so loud most of the night that everyone will be exhausted.”

      Claire narrows her gaze at Kinsley. “Is that supposed to be helpful?”

      Kinsley giggles. “Nope. Just facts.”

      Emilia turns to me and changes the subject. “I hear you’re a famous author hiding out in Wilde and that no one even knows your pen name.”

      I chuckle. “I don’t think I’d go so far as to say I’m famous or in hiding, but the rest is true.”

      “Are you going to tell us?”

      “Nope.” The only reason the town lawyer, Thomas McAndrews, knows my pen name is that he manages my will and trust. I couldn’t avoid telling him my secrets. He swears he doesn’t remember. It’s just info for the documents. Plus, there’s the whole attorney-client confidentiality.

      “Poop,” Emilia says, deflating.

      “So, what are we reading for this book club?” I ask.

      Arianna sits across from me, holding a pile of papers. “I figured at this first meeting, we’d decide. I’ve printed out some suggestions. But these are just ideas. I think it would be fun if we take turns choosing.”

      Emilia laughs. “I think it would be hilarious if one of us happened to choose one of Melody’s books and we didn’t even know it.”

      I chuckle. “Super unlikely. There are millions of authors in the world. But if you do, I’ll just pretend I’ve never heard of it and act like I’m reading along with you all.”

      The bell over the library entrance rings, letting us know someone else has entered the building. I glance around, wondering if we’re expecting anyone else.

      Arianna sighs. “Could just be a customer. After all, the library is still open. It’s not usually busy at this time.”

      I wince internally when I hear a male voice before glancing over my shoulder to see Dallas in the doorway. “Hey, ladies.”

      “Dallas…” Arianna whines, “you promised not to bother us.”

      He holds up both hands, eyes wide. “I won’t interrupt. Just letting you know that Brody and I will be in the archive room. We’re looking for the blueprints for some of the older buildings.”

      Great… I know it’s not Arianna’s fault that her husband and his brother have shown up. At least, it better not be her fault.

      “Ladies…” That deep rumbling voice… The one I’ve been using to fuel my fantasies since the first time I heard it two weeks ago. It’s full of warning and promise. Danger and intrigue. Lust.

      Fuck. That’s the only word I can come up with. Just fuck. I had hoped my imagination had gone wild between meeting him briefly and hearing his voice again today. But, apparently, I was wrong. Goosebumps rise on my skin at the reminder of what that sound does to me.

      Now I’ll never get him out of my system. I’ll be masturbating to thoughts of this man for the rest of my life. I don’t even have enough information about him to know if he’s even a good man. He could be an asshole for all I know. My brain doesn’t care. My mind has set him on a fucking pedestal as if he’s all the heroes in every book I’ve ever written.

      Yes, I’m fucked.

      I don’t look at him. In fact, upon hearing his voice, I turn my head toward the table. The doorway and the two men are behind me. Not far away, but I don’t have eyes in the back of my head. Maybe if all I hear is his voice and it’s not attached to his sexy body, I’ll stand a better chance of chasing him out of my brain.

      Arianna is exasperated and rolls her eyes as her husband gives his excuses about why he and Brody need to be researching the town’s blueprints right now.

      I know it’s bullshit. The truth is Dallas can’t stand to be ten feet away from his wife. In fact, he comes all the way into the room, rounds the table to her side, cups the back of her head and kisses her. Not a quick peck. A full-on kiss with tongues.

      He lingers longer than socially acceptable, but no one is shocked or surprised. I probably should be, but I’ve heard the rumors. I’ve also seen these three couples out and about. They’re tight. So totally in love that the air in Wilde has shifted.

      At first, the townsfolk joked that there had to be something in the water up at the mansion, but that’s not really funny anymore. There has to be something. Maybe instead of lead paint, the walls in that giant house are lined with an aphrodisiac or a fertility charm.

      I barely stifle a chuckle at the thought. I can feel Brody at my back. He’s so close, I swear his breath is heating my neck. But I do not turn around. I won’t.

      When Dallas finally releases his wife and saunters toward the meeting room entrance, she stops him. “Since you’re here snooping on my book club, you have to help out anyone who comes into the library to check out books. Close the door so we can have our book club in peace.”

      Ordinarily, I would consider a smirk to be something you have to see. Not a gesture anyone can hear. But I suddenly change the definition in my head because I’m certain I can hear Dallas smirking behind me.

      Arianna’s eyes widen from whatever look he must have given her. She licks her lips. “Please?”

      The door snicks shut, making me flinch. As much as I wanted Brody to move far enough away that I can’t hear, see, or smell him, I also kind of hate that I didn’t even turn around.

      “Damn, those men are intense,” Kinsley mutters.

      Emilia giggles. “They really are. I should have introduced you to Brody. He’s unattached.”

      Why does her suggestion make me tense? It shouldn’t. I don’t have a claim on that man, and I don’t want one either. I’ve made that clear to Arianna and to…myself. No. Absolutely no men. Especially not ones who are just in town for a few months and will disappear as fast as they arrived.

      Kinsley can have him.

      Except, she’s shaking her head. “No, thank you. I’m in my workaholic era. No time for men.”

      Arianna laughs. “That’s what I thought before Dallas strolled into my library like he owned it…and me. The Wilde men have a way of steamrolling everyone in their path. Besides…” She looks down at her papers, picks them up, and taps the bottoms as if they need to be tidied.

      “Besides…what?” Emilia asks. “Is there a juicy scoop? Did Brody meet someone? How did I not know this?”

      I stiffen. It should not bother me to find out Brody has met someone. I have zero claim on that man. I didn’t even give him my name for fuck’s sake. My one and only encounter with the man included him reprimanding me for cussing and me fleeing the library. He probably doesn’t remember me. I was a blip on his radar. Some random girl he met for two seconds.

      Arianna’s gaze comes over to mine.

      My face heats. I know with that one look that I’m wrong. Brody knows exactly who I am.

      Fuck.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

        

      

    

    
      Brody

      

      “There is nothing better than a flustered woman,” Dallas teases as we enter the archive room, rubbing his palms together with glee.

      I shake my head. “I don’t know about this. Melody didn’t so much as glance at me. I’m not sure she even knew I was behind her.”

      “She knew. Did you not see her body language?”

      I shrug. “So what? She tensed. Maybe she was perturbed that we busted into their book club. We don’t even know for sure she remembers meeting me.”

      Dallas claps me on the back. “Brody. Dude. She very specifically told Arianna to make sure you were not going to be here. She wouldn’t have said that if she didn’t remember who you were.”

      I smirk. “Fine. But are you listening to yourself? She insisted she would not come if I was going to be here. And here I am, probably making a fool of myself.”

      “Nope. She’s definitely interested.” He pulls a huge box toward the edge of a shelf. “Help me with this.”

      “Ah, so we’re actually going to do something worthwhile in the middle of this insane mission?” I shake off my nerves and take the other end of the box, helping Dallas set it on the table. I’ve been here with him several times. The man is obsessed with the town’s blueprints. They are impressive, and the fact that they exist in this forgotten room of the library is even more shocking. They’re going to come in handy, helping me get renovations underway. Nearly every building in town has been neglected for years, and they are all in desperate need of improvements. Some are close to being too far gone to salvage. A few should have been condemned years ago.

      And the man at fault for all this disrepair is Old Man Wilde. A man none of us ever met. Our fathers left this town and never looked back before any of us were born. To this day, we still have no precise idea why.

      But Amos Wilde is gone, and the geezer left the most bizarre will anyone’s ever heard of. Any grandchild willing to move to Wilde and keep the town running for ten years gets their share of the inheritance. Apparently, it doesn’t matter when they arrive, as long as they stay for ten years.

      I’m not counting myself among those prospective inheritors. I have a business to run in San Antonio. I’m only in Wilde for a few months to help my cousins and siblings get things started. They need my expertise in construction. Then I’m gone. I have a lucrative company I love. I’d rather keep my business running than hang out in this one-horse town for a decade just to collect a paycheck. No, thank you.

      There’s no reason why I can’t have a bit of a dalliance along the way, though. Why not? Melody Thorne caught my attention before she even turned around. That unruly strawberry-blond hair was the first thing I saw, and I’ve always had a hard-on for redheads. Her tight little body and that filthy mouth.

      My cock gets hard all over again every time I think of the cuss words coming from those pretty lips. I hadn’t even seen them yet when my body went on full alert. But when she’d turned around… Damn. Green eyes. Pale skin. Freckles all over her nose. Perfect high round tits. Just the right handful.

      Melody was incensed by my threats to discipline her. She’d rolled those pretty eyes, cocked out a hip, and refused to give me her name.

      Game on.

      That had been my thought as she’d walked out the door and burned rubber trying to get away from me. It had been comical. I can’t really blame her. After all, I’m the fourth Wilde to arrive in town. The first three found a woman, claimed her, and dragged her to the altar so fast that if rice were still something people threw at the bride and groom at weddings, it would still be floating through the air all around Wilde. Most of it wouldn’t have had a chance to settle yet.

      “Earth to Brody.”

      I jerk my attention to Dallas, who’s got blueprints spread all over the table.

      He’s smirking again. He does that a lot. “Better find a replacement.”

      I narrow my eyes at him. “Replacement for what?”

      “To run your company in San Antonio. You’re never leaving here.”

      I shake my head. “Not a chance. I like my job. I’m not moving to Fucking Nowhere, Arizona, for ten years, no matter how much the payout is. I make plenty of money running my business. I’m comfortable. Happy.”

      “And alone. You’re forty-five years old. Don’t you want to settle down and make babies?”

      I stare at him. To be honest, I’ve never thought about having kids or settling down. I’ve been working eighteen hours a day for as long as I can remember, never taking my business for granted. Being successful is all I’ve cared about for a long time.

      Dating? Ha. It’s been a long time since I went on a date, let alone had a girlfriend.

      However, as much as I like to rib my brother and cousins about the absurd speed at which they’ve each snatched up a woman and dragged her to the altar, I’ll admit, seeing each of them happy has made me jealous. I’m reminded that there is more to life than just working.

      Watching my cousins and brother dote on their women has put things into perspective. The excitement they all feel about starting a family is infectious. I’ve found myself wondering if I should slow the fuck down, find someone to warm my bed, and possibly reproduce. It’s tempting. Not tempting enough for me to move here, but there are women in San Antonio.

      Why am I so enamored by one tiny redhead who shot daggers at me?

      Immersing myself in the town blueprints, I take notes on which buildings need immediate attention and totally lose track of time. Before I know it, female voices are filling the main section of the library. They must have finished their book club.

      Should I go out front and irritate Melody? Because I have no doubt that’s what would happen. She’s not very receptive to the idea of knowing me. That might be half the reason why I’m so enamored with her—or the idea of her. It’s the thrill of the chase.

      I’m still pondering my next move as the voices cease, and Arianna steps into the small workroom. She’s beaming. “That was so fun!” she exclaims as she throws herself at Dallas.

      He picks her up and tucks his hands under her bottom so she can wrap her arms and legs around him. I’m jealous and a bit nauseous watching the two of them play kissy face.

      Ignoring the two lovers, I turn my attention back to the blueprint we’ve been staring at and note a few more measurements.

      The bell over the door rings. Only a few people came in while the book club was going on, and Dallas checked them out. The man is so whipped that he doesn’t mind playing librarian for his new wife.

      “Arianna?”

      I bolt upright at the voice coming from the front. It’s her. Melody. She’s back. She sounds exasperated. I don’t like the tone of her voice. My hackles rise.

      Before I can round the table, she’s in the doorway. She sets her hands on her hips and sighs.

      “What’s wrong?” Dallas asks, beating me to it as he lowers his wife to her feet.

      “My fucking car won’t start.”

      It’s hard for me to hold in my laughter. Not because of her car, but her language. It’s the first thing I knew about her the day I half met her. She’s obviously got a potty mouth. Sweet little thing like her. It’s so incongruent when she throws out the F-bomb.

      I’m not about to let Dallas speak before me yet again. This is my opportunity to get to know her better. I circle the table while saying, “I’ll take a look.”

      She hesitates, narrowing her eyes at me. “You think you can do that without fucking chastising me?”

      I chuckle. “No. But I can multitask,” I tease.

      She hasn’t moved from the doorway, and as soon as I reach her, I instinctively lift my hand to tuck an errant lock of that gorgeous hair behind her ear.

      Her breath hitches.

      I have no idea what possessed me to touch her so intimately, but I’m not sorry. We stand there staring at each other for long seconds, neither of us moving. The world seems to stop spinning. There’s no sound besides our breathing.

      Eventually her lips part, but she still says nothing. Finally, she licks them and breaks the spell. “Do you know anything about cars?”

      I shrug. “I might.” I’m no mechanic, but I can change oil or jumpstart. I can also guess what the problem is based on what happens when she turns the key. Not saying I can replace an alternator. But I’ll probably know if that’s what it needs.

      I need to touch her again. This time, I pick up a lock of that gorgeous strawberry-blond hair and finger it. She’s wearing a sundress. It’s white with multicolored flowers all over it. The contrast of the white against her pale skin makes her look darker than she is.

      She has a colorful clip holding up the front of her hair, but her curls are a bit unruly and obviously don’t like to do what she tells them to. I love it. I get the feeling that she’s otherwise orderly, and her hair defies her. Though I’m not sure what gives me that idea. I could be dead wrong.

      Melody’s cheeks are pink. She might be nervous from this strange encounter, but it’s possible they’re often pink. It’s part of her complexion. She’s wearing subtle makeup, just enough mascara to give some tint to her otherwise blond lashes and some lip gloss on her heart-shaped mouth. I’d give just about anything to find out if it’s flavored.

      From my peripheral vision, I take in the rest of her because she’d probably slap me if I stared blatantly at her tits. Thin straps hold the dress up, leaving her shoulders bare. The dress has a full skirt that hits mid-thigh, and she’s wearing colorful braided sandals.

      “Uhhh…” Her voice interrupts my musing.

      Dallas clears his throat. “I’m going to clean up in here. Yell if you need any help.”

      I smile and nod toward the front of the library. “Let’s take a look.”

      Melody inhales deeply and slowly blows her breath out as she turns to walk with me. “Fuck,” she mutters.

      I chuckle as I glance at her. “Is that aimed at me or the car?”

      She shrugs. “Both.”

      The late afternoon sun is bright as we step outside, and Melody shields her eyes.

      It takes me a few seconds to realize she’s struggling to keep up with me. Her legs are about half the length of mine, so I slow down. “Sorry. I’m not used to tiny people walking alongside me.”

      She growls. “I’m not tiny.”

      I laugh as we reach her car. “What would you call yourself? Are you even five feet tall? You’re a little pixie. I’m more than a foot taller than you. Do you even weigh a hundred pounds?”

      She rolls her eyes. “I’m five feet. And yes, I weigh more than a hundred pounds.”

      I hold out my hand, palm up.

      She looks at it. “What?”

      “Need your keys, baby.”

      Her breath hitches as she stares at me yet again. She’s so flustered. I don’t think she likes being flustered. But I sure as fuck like it. My new life goal is to keep Melody Thorne off-kilter as much as possible.

      There’s definitely something odd about this town—or at least the Wilde mansion. It casts a spell on its inhabitants. I’ve been here three weeks, and suddenly I’ve fallen. I know it as well as I do any other fact.

      Call it Fate or destiny or whatever, but I don’t think it’s a coincidence that Melody’s car won’t start. If ever there was a sign, it was this. The universe just stepped in and slapped me upside the head. This gorgeous little pixie is mine.
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