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A Deceptive Match*

A Secret Match*

A Most Unusual Princess** 

A Most Intriguing Temptation**

A Most Unfortunate Prince**

Beauty & the Bigfoot

Confessions of a Vampire’s Lover 

Cupid’s Schemes (Volume 1)

Cupid’s Schemes (Volume 2)

Dangerous Indenture

Four Days with Jack

Killer in Wolf’s Clothing

Lies, Love & Redemption

Loving a Wild Stranger

Midsummer Night’s Delights***

Midwinter Night’s Delights***

Redemption from a Dark Past

Trust with Hearts

Ultimate Night’s Delights***

The Viking’s Witch

* A Deceptive Match and A Secret Match are related titles with shared characters. However, each novel can be read separately.

** These titles make up the Royal Desires series. Although connected, each book stands alone as an individual read.

*** These novellas complete the Naughty Nobles trilogy. It is recommended that they are read in sequence.

Visit Kelli’s website: www.KelliWilkins.com for additional titles as they become available.
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“Turn! No, Jules! Not that way,” Cheryl cried out.

Julie yelped as she whisked along on the ice, barreling out of control and barely keeping her balance. Her ice skates seemed to have a mind of their own. 

What should she do? If she tried to stop, she might trip and go flying head over heels. If she turned, she’d probably fall onto her side. Either way, she was doomed. God only knew what she’d break if she landed on the cold, unforgiving ice.

This was a bad idea. A very bad idea. Why did she let Cheryl talk her into coming here today? How is this supposed to be fun? She zoomed along, praying she wouldn’t crash into anyone. Thankfully, the outdoor rink wasn’t very crowded.

“Watch out,” she warned as she skidded past a teenaged couple holding hands. All of a sudden she spotted a man in a red ski coat right in front of her. Uh-oh. 

Before she could stop herself, she plowed into the back of the tall man. To her surprise, he whirled around, caught her, and twirled them in a circle.

She closed her eyes as the world spun. Then, everything stopped. 

“I’ve got you. Are you okay?” the man asked.

Julie relaxed in his grip. It took a second to realize that his strong arm was coiled around her midsection. Her gloved hand rested on his shoulder. Strong, stable, nice. 

A blast of cold air blew a lock of blonde curls in front of her face and she brushed it away. She glanced up to see who this powerhouse was. She gazed into her rescuer’s cocoa-brown eyes. “I’m sorry I crashed into you.”

“You’re not hurt are you?”

“No, but my pride is wounded. I made a complete fool of myself in front of everyone. I have no idea what I’m doing.”

She licked her lips and realized the handsome guy still held her around the waist. He seemed to be in no hurry to let her go—and that was fine with her. 

Julie studied his high cheekbones, Roman nose, and stubbled jawline. Dark hair peeked out from under his red knit cap. He appeared to be in his early thirties, like her. 

She inhaled deep as the wind blew a whiff of his musky cologne in her direction. Whoever this guy was, he smelled wonderful.

“Thanks for rescuing me. I’m Julie.”

“Allan.” He gave her a gentle squeeze. “Feel free to need rescuing anytime.” He winked. “Let me guess, this is your first time skating?”

“It shows, doesn’t it?” She looked back over her shoulder. Cheryl stood at the far end of the rink, waving. “My sister gave me a push in this direction and... Oh.” 

Now she understood exactly what Cheryl had done—sent her skating right into this hunk on ice. Cheryl had an annoying habit of always trying to hook her up with strangers. It was a nice idea, and she meant well, but how many times had she flirted like crazy only to discover the man wasn’t interested—or worse—have his wife or significant other appear out of nowhere? It was embarrassing.

Julie scanned the skating rink. Allan seemed to be alone. Aside from a few couples, the rink was nearly deserted this afternoon. “Do you come here a lot?”

“Yes. I’m here almost every day. I’m pretty good if I do say so myself.” He chuckled. “I used to play hockey. Would you like to skate together? It’s easier if you’ve got someone to hold on to.”

She flashed him her best smile. This was one invitation she wouldn’t pass up. “I’d love to. As you can probably guess, I need all the help I can get,” she joked. 

Allan released his hold on her waist and clasped her gloved hand. He held her steady for a moment. “Hold still and get your balance. And don’t be shy, you can grab me if you need to.”

Wouldn’t she love to grab him? She’d felt safe and secure in his arms. What did he look like under that bulky winter coat? He probably had biceps the size of baseballs and a thick chest... 

“If you’ve got time, I can give you a few quick lessons,” he offered.

“Sure. I’d like that. I don’t have any other plans today.” She waved at Cheryl. Her sister had definitely sent her crashing into the right guy this time. 

They skated around the rink slowly, staying far away from everyone else. Whenever she felt like she was going to fall, she clung to Allan’s arm for support. Each time she slipped, he steadied her and murmured words of encouragement.

Allan made small talk as he eased her around the rink. He told her he was a veterinarian and he used to play hockey in high school and college. She shared a few details about her life, and explained that she was much better at horseback riding than ice skating. The longer they talked, the more she felt drawn to him.

She loosened up at the sound of Allan’s soothing, deep voice and let him take control. It didn’t matter that it was forty degrees out, or that it would be dark in an hour, or that her feet were sore and frozen—being this close to Allan kept her plenty warm.

A few minutes later, Allan stopped skating and she knocked into him. He tweaked her nose. “You’re supposed to use the toe of your skate to stop, not me,” he kidded. He moved behind her, placing one hand on her waist and pulling her close to his chest. “Now we’re going to try it backwards.”

“What? Backwards? Are you crazy? I can’t do that. I—”

“Shh. Trust me. This will be fun.”

Before she had time to protest further, Allan pushed off and she was pulled along. She closed her eyes as he expertly steered them around the rink. The harsh sound of their skates scraping the ice unnerved her. They were going too fast! 

She tensed as the wind blew her scarf around her face. What would happen if she tripped them? They would crash onto the ice and break their necks.

“Relax,” Allan whispered in her ear. “I’ve got you, and I won’t let you fall,” he promised as he readjusted his grip.

Relax? How could she relax when being near Allan made her lose all rational thoughts? He was cute, strong, and sexy. Before long, she found herself sinking into his arms as they glided across the ice. When he came to a stop, she bumped into him. “Sorry I’m such a klutz.”

“Don’t worry about it. I think it’s charming,” he said, bending his head down to kiss her. His warm mouth met hers gently and a sudden rush of heat coursed through her. Just as she started to enjoy herself, Allan broke the kiss and straightened up. 

“Oh. Hi Cheryl.”

Cheryl? Julie turned and lost her balance. Allan laughed and scooped her into his arms. Julie glared at her sister. What the heck was she doing? Of all the times to be nosy!

“Hey, Allan,” Cheryl said. “How’s it going?”

Her mouth dropped open a little. “You two know each other?”

Cheryl nodded. “Yeah, Allan is Ritchie’s intramural hockey coach. I didn’t mean to interrupt your... uh...” She cleared her throat. “... skating lesson, but I’m freezing and I’ve got to pick Ritchie up at his friend’s house. Should I come back for you in an hour, Jules?”

An hour? So soon? It didn’t seem fair. She was finally getting over her fear of skating, and she had been hoping to spend more time with Allan. “Sure, I guess that’s fine. I—”

“I wouldn’t want you to go to the trouble of making two trips,” Allan interrupted.

Julie frowned. What did he mean? Was he tired of dealing with her? Damn. Could she have been wrong about his intentions?

“I promised to give Julie a few more skating lessons,” he said. “And afterwards I had hoped we could thaw ourselves out over a cozy dinner. I’ll be happy to drive her home later. Is that alright with you, Julie?” 

She grinned. “Sounds perfect. And I certainly need more help skating.”

“Okay, don’t melt the ice,” Cheryl teased. “I’ll see you later.”

Julie slipped her arm around Allan’s waist and snuggled closer. Despite the cold wind whipping around her, her heart burned with a fiery passion.
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Monica studied the pink and red heart-shaped boxes filled with candy and rolled her eyes. Ugh. Instead of making her feel happy, the Valentine’s Day display merely conjured up bad memories of Steve.

There was no reason for her to get excited about Valentine’s Day anymore. It was a stupid, commercial “holiday” anyway. A ploy to sell cards, jewelry, and overpriced, stale candy. None of this stuff meant anything. It was all mass-market-produced nonsense. And as far as she was concerned, romance was dead and gone from her life. 

But who could blame her for feeling jaded? Last Valentine’s Day, Steve had bought her a traditional pink candy-filled heart. She had hidden her disappointment over the meager gift until she saw what he had written in her card. “Happy Valentine’s Day, Diana. I had an amazing time last weekend. Hope you liked the earrings I sent.” 

Steve had apologized and made a half-hearted attempt to explain away his mistake as a mix-up, but she wasn’t buying it. Within half an hour, she had kicked Steve out of her life forever. That experience had dashed her hopes of ever finding true romance.

A tap on her shoulder broke her from her thoughts. 

“Hey, Monica. How are you?”

She turned, and her mood brightened at the sight of Vince. The tiny blue shopping basket he held in one hand seemed out of place with his black leather jacket and thick motorcycle boots. 

On the outside, Vince looked like a vicious brute. His shoulder-length dark hair and two-day old scruff gave him a rugged and sometimes menacing appearance, but she knew looks were deceiving. Under the brawny, tough-guy exterior he was a considerate pussycat with a taste for jazz. 

Six months ago, she had gotten locked out of her apartment and nervously knocked on her new neighbor’s door, asking to use his phone to call the super. She had seen Vince around, but had never dared to talk to him before and had no idea what to expect. 

To her surprise, he had offered her lunch and let her watch the hockey game while she waited for the super to arrive. Vince had been thrilled to learn that they followed the same hockey team and they both liked sports in general.

A week later, Vince had appeared outside her apartment with two hockey tickets. He said his girlfriend hated hockey and he was glad to find a fellow fan. Although Vince always flirted with her a bit and teased her about their “play dates” she knew better than to take his jokes seriously. 

But over the last few weeks she noticed something had changed between them. She thought about Vince a lot more, and he seemed more attentive to her than usual. It was probably her imagination. Vince had a girlfriend, and he kept insisting they were just friends. He’d always say things like, “Yeah, but we’re just friends... right?” like he wasn’t sure himself.

“See anything you like?” Vince asked, gesturing at the Valentine’s Day display.

“Are you kidding? It’s all chocolate-flavored wax.” She gazed into Vince’s light brown eyes and admired his lean jaw. His always-present black leather jacket was unzipped, and a tight-fitting blue shirt stretched across his wide chest. Damn. His workouts at the gym every Tuesday and Thursday night showed.

Vince cocked an eyebrow and shifted his weight from foot to foot. “Not falling for the romantic stuff anymore, huh?”

“Nope. That ship sailed... and sank. But that’s fine, maybe this year Diana will get a candy heart addressed to Susan or Jane.” She liked bantering with Vince and it was refreshing that they both shared the same sarcastic sense of humor. “What are you getting Caroline for Valentine’s Day? Jewelry? A new techie gadget?”

He shrugged. “Nothing.”

“What? You’ve been together for two years. She’s going to expect something special. You won’t get by with a box of candy or a bunch of red roses.”

Vince pursed his lips and stared down at his boots. “Uh... well, I was planning on getting her something nice, except...” He let out a deep breath. “We broke up last week.”
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