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Behind every successful man there is a woman.What happens when you’re the woman behind
an entire team?The final book in the USA Today best selling Vested Interest series.Sandy
Preston has been den mother, friend, confidante, and the guiding force behind the men of BAM
for years.Now they have new lives, and hers has drastically changed.Can she move on and
find love a second time around?Will the men she considers family accept the changes?
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AuthorSandyThunder rolled, the intensity shaking the walls of my bedroom. Lightning followed,
the room filling with vivid flashes of white, creating eerie shadows on the wall.I shivered at the
ferociousness of the storm and clutched my pillow tighter. I sighed as strong, warm arms
slipped around me, and I was pulled into the loving embrace of my husband. His voice was low
and comforting in the dark.“It’s all right, my girl. I have you.”I smiled at his endearment. I had
been his girl from the day we met. Max was divorced, an established, well-respected physician,
and twenty-two years my senior. His son, Aaron, was one of my best friends. Aaron and I
enjoyed each other’s company, but after one date, had agreed there was nothing between us
and instead pursued an amazing friendship. He was close to his dad and talked about him
often.I saw them across the room at an event the university was hosting, and I went over to say
hello to Aaron and meet his dad. The instant our eyes met, Max and I bonded. It was as if there
was an invisible thread pulling us together, and neither of us could control the draw.I never
made it back to the dorm that night—Max and I were never apart again. We were married a
short time later in a quiet ceremony and together weathered the stares, gossip, and slurs that
followed us because of our age difference. Eventually, they died down, and we remained
strong, proving them all wrong. Love wasn’t about age. It was about your heart, the love it
contained, and how you let that love guide you.I relaxed into Max, allowing his strength to
comfort me. “I hate storms,” I murmured.He kissed the sensitive spot behind my ear with a low
chuckle. “I know. That’s why I’m here.”“It’s a bad one.”“It is,” he agreed, his voice getting quieter.
“But you’re going to be fine. You’re a strong, brave woman, Sandy. It’s one of the reasons I
loved you so much. You were my rock.”I frowned, a frightening grip forming in my chest. “Max,
why do you sound so odd? Why are you talking in the past tense?”“You know why. It’s time, my
girl. Time to move on.”A tremor went through me. “Max, no, please…”I felt the light brush of his



mouth on my shoulder. “You’re fine, Sandy. I knew you would be. We both knew you would be.
We wouldn’t have been so solid together otherwise.”A tear ran down my cheek. “Stay, please.”“I
can’t, Sandy.”“Why?” I whimpered.“Because I’m not really here. You need to find your
happiness again.” His voice drifted away. “You need that. I want that for you. But I love you,
Sandy. I will always love you.”My eyes flew open. The storm was abating outside, the thunder a
low boom in the distance.I was curled in our bed, clutching Max’s pillow, the blankets drawn
tightly around me.I was alone in the room, the bed feeling colder than usual. I sat up, flicking on
the light and peering around the room.I knew it was empty. I knew Max was gone. He’d never
been here—it was simply another memory of the many times he’d held me during a storm.He
had passed over a year ago. Fifteen months, to be exact.But there were moments, like this
one, I swore he was close, even though I knew I had been dreaming.It made my reality all that
much lonelier.Grief hit me, once again capturing me in its fist and squeezing hard.I buried my
face in my hands, and I wept.Sandy“Does anyone have anything to add?” Aiden asked, looking
around the table. I glanced up from my pad of paper, pencil poised in readiness. Staff found it
amusing I still took shorthand. Bentley found it invaluable. I was fast. I never missed a line at a
meeting, and he found my notes helpful.Everyone shook their head or remained silent. As
usual, it had been a quick, informative meeting, each of the partners stating their thoughts or
objectives, and giving enough information, there were few questions to be asked.Exactly the
way Bentley liked it.He stood and clapped his hands, signaling the meeting was over. “All right.
Have a productive day.”I jotted down the time and flipped the cover of my notepad closed. I
began to stand, but Bentley held up his hand.“A moment, Sandy.”He waited until everyone filed
from the room, leaving only him, Aiden, Maddox, Reid, and me. Aiden shut the door and
returned to the table.For a moment, there was silence, all of the men glancing at one another,
then at me, before their gazes skittered away. I frowned at the feeling of tension in the air and
smoothed my hands over my skirt under the table, my palms suddenly damp.Something was
going on, and I didn’t like it.“Firing squad, boys?” I asked, trying to lighten the air.Those words
startled them, and they all began talking at once.“Don’t even joke about that, Sandy,” Maddox
muttered.“Not in this lifetime,” Aiden protested.“I hardly think so,” Bentley insisted.Reid met my
eyes, his gaze serious. A rare occurrence for Reid.“We’re worried about you, Sandy. We want
to help.”His words stunned me into silence.It was my job to worry about them, not the other
way around.“I’m fine,” I protested. “Nothing to worry about.”Bentley cleared his throat. “Sandy—
you forget how well we know you. You aren’t fine, and we want to help.”“Am I not doing my
job?” I retorted, not wanting to have this conversation with them. I knew it was born of concern
and love, but I still wanted to avoid it.“Of course you are. All of us, especially me, would be lost
without you. You’re the glue that holds this place together.”“Then perhaps a thank-you and not
an inquisition would be more appropriate.”Bentley’s shoulders stiffened, and his eyes
narrowed.“Give us the room,” he said, his tone brooking no argument.A moment later, we were
alone. He leaned closer, pulling my notepad from my hands. “Talk to me, Sandy.”It was
impossible to ignore the worry in his blue eyes. I sighed, the sound filled with sorrow.“Sorry,
Bentley. You hit me on a bad day.”“We’re worried, Sandy. All of us. We want to help, but we
don’t know what to do. Tell me what you need.” He wrapped his hands around mine, the stiff
businessman disappearing and the warm, caring man I knew he kept hidden under his
persona emerging. “We all love you, and we want to do something. Anything.”I smiled at him,
shaking my head. “It’s called grief, Bentley. There is nothing that you can do—that any of you
can do. It’s been well over a year, but at times it feels like yesterday. Other times, I cope well. I
just have to handle each day as it comes.” I huffed out a frustrated breath. “I didn’t realize
anyone noticed. I thought I was doing my job well.”“You are. But you forget how well we know



you, Sandy. Your spark is missing. Your smile is forced. We all know how much you miss Max,
and we want to do something. Anything. You just have to tell us what.”“Bring him back.”Bentley
looked stunned at my words. “I can’t do that,” he said slowly.I cupped his cheek. “Exactly.
Bentley, no one can help. I have to get through each day the best way I can. Work helps—here,
I’m busy and productive. Being part of your lives—seeing you all fall in love, start families, and
be happy helps. I just need to do this in my own time. There’s no manual when it comes to
grief. No magic wand.”He dragged a hand through his hair. “That’s what Emmy said. She told
me to leave it alone. To let you grieve the way you need to grieve and just be there when you
asked.”I smiled. “Emmy is a smart woman.”“But will you, Sandy? Will you come to us if we can
help?”His earnest sincerity rang out, and it made me smile. To the world, Bentley was rigid,
stern, and unflappable. Underneath, he was caring, sweet, and always looking out for those he
loved.I was one of the lucky few that fell into that category.“Yes, Bentley, if I need help, I will
ask.” I paused. “There is one thing.”“Anything.”“You and Emmy go out and let me have Addi for
the night. I love spending time with that little one.”A grin pulled on his lips, softening his stern
expression. His wife and daughter were the biggest chinks in his armor, and he adored them
both.“I think that helps me as much as it helps you,” he stated dryly.I shrugged. “But I’d like
it.”“Then I’ll arrange it.”“Are we done?”He bent close, his voice serious. “We’re here, Sandy. You
are family—we all love you. Remember that, and all you have to do is ask. We’ll be there. All
right?”My throat was thick.I could only nod.The rest of the day went quickly. Each of my boys
stopped by my desk for a hug, a quiet word, or in Reid’s case, a long visit. He pulled up a chair
behind my “throne,” as he called it, opened his laptop, and began to work.“Problem with your
office?” I asked, already knowing why he was there.“Nope. I just like the view here better. I get
to see you.”I squeezed his hand and let him stay. I adored the youngest member of the BAM
family. A lost soul, he needed this place as much as it needed him. His upbringing had been
horrendous, and there was something in his expression the day I met him that drew me to him.
He lit my maternal instinct ablaze, and it had been I who insisted Aiden give him a chance. The
more I got to know Reid, the more he pulled at my heartstrings. I loved all my boys, but Reid
was special. Everyone knew it. But they felt much the same toward him. He was the boys’
younger brother, and they looked out for him. We all did. In return, we had his fierce loyalty and
affection.We worked in companionable silence, broken only by the occasional call. My duties
had changed when Max got sick. All the day-to-day business like answering the phone, or
dealing with mail, and other smaller tasks went to a junior person in the office, but I handled
everything that had to do with the partners. That alone kept me very busy.Becca, Reid’s live-in
girlfriend, dropped by the desk. His smile for her was wide, his gaze filled with adoration as he
looked at her. “Hey, B. Looking for me?”She shook her head, ignoring his pout. “I’m looking for
Sandy.”“What can I do for you?” I asked with a fond smile. She was good for Reid, and I liked
her a lot. She was strong, capable, and completely infatuated with him. They were a great
couple and spent a lot of time with me.“Are you busy on Saturday?”“No.”“Great. We’re calling
girls’ time, and Emmy has booked a suite at The Four Seasons. Spa day!” She grinned.“I see,” I
murmured, wondering how much this had to do with the conversation I’d had earlier with
Bentley. It wouldn’t surprise me that he asked Emmy to do something to cheer me up. Yet the
thought of spending time with all the girls pleased me. And it would be a break from the
constant quietness of the house.“That sounds wonderful,” I told her.She beamed, her relief
evident.“Awesome. We’ll go from here. Emmy has it all arranged. A driver, lunch, spa
treatments, and pampering. Then to their place for dinner and movies afterward. He’s having
the meal catered.”“Wonderful. Thank you for including me.”She waved her hand. “Of course.
You’re one of us!”She walked away, blowing Reid a kiss over her shoulder. He leaned close.



“They want you there, you know.”“I know,” I agreed. “It’s a lovely thought.”He chuckled. “I made
sure to add some of your favorite red wine to the menu.”“Does Bentley know you did that?” I
asked, one eyebrow raised in question, my theory now confirmed.He grinned. “I helped choose
the menu. We got everyone’s favorites. We’re gonna have a guys’ day at Bentley’s while you
girls are busy. Well, us, and Addi.”I laughed. Addi was doted on by all her uncles. She was a
lucky little girl.“I don’t think Addi is quite ready for pizza and wings.”He winked. “We got chicken
fingers and fries for her. Shake up that ‘bottle only’ diet thing she’s got going. Give her
something new to try. I ordered the dipping sauce mild.”I laughed at his silly comments. “Good
luck with that.”He became serious. “I want you to have a good time. Relax. Enjoy yourself.”I
stood and bent low, kissing his cheek. “I’ll try.”“Please have a good time,” he whispered. “Max
would want you to laugh and enjoy yourself.”I nodded, unable to speak. He was right. Max and I
had talked about his death a lot when we were first together. Given our age difference, it
seemed a natural conclusion, one day I would be without him. But back then, it seemed far
away and remote. It was easy to laugh and tease. To tell him I would get a younger man next
time around. A boy toy.“We’ll spend all your money on sex and booze,” I swore.Max had
laughed when I made that statement.“You do that, my girl. Someone who loves an older, sexy
woman. Make sure he treats you right while he’s spending my money. Make him earn it.”I
winked at him. “I’ll do that.”Once he was diagnosed with late-onset MS, the conversations were
numerous but not as funny. Even then, I was in denial he would ever leave me. I couldn’t
imagine life without him.Now, I was having trouble remembering life with him. Happiness
seemed difficult to find and harder to hold.Life was harder.I cupped Reid’s cheek and offered
him a tight smile.“I’ll do my best.”The suite rang with laughter. There were three different
treatment areas set up, and I had taken advantage of them all. My skin was glowing, my nails
buffed, and my toes sparkled with fresh polish. I sighed as I rolled my shoulders, the massage
having worked wonders on my sore muscles. Max always teased me that I carried my tension
in my shoulders. “Like cement,” he would mumble while trying ineffectually to rub them. While
his embraces and soft words were perfection, his massage technique was terrible. After a few
bumbling, inept attempts on his behalf to rub my shoulders early on in our relationship, he
treated me to a bimonthly massage. After he died, I had stopped going. I stopped doing a lot of
things.I looked around the room, smiling at the girls. Young, happy, and in love, they all made
me smile, even as my heart ached to remember that time in my life. I loved that they included
me in their girl time. To me, they were all extensions of my family—adopted daughters—and I
loved them all.Becca came out of the bathroom, wrapped in a thick, white terry cloth robe. Her
skin glowed—from the facial or the wine she had consumed I wasn’t sure, but she looked
radiant. She had been late this morning, blushing as she rushed out to the car, Reid following
her and catching her before she stepped in to kiss her long and lovingly. Judging from the
smug expression on his face, there was no doubt as to why we waited for her, and it had set
the tone for the day with constant teasing and banter.She flung herself beside me with a grin.
“How you doin’?” she winked and deadpanned. “Looking good, Sandy.”I laughed. “So do
you.”Her phone buzzed and I chuckled. “I think Reid is missing you today.”She rolled her eyes,
but her grin was wide. “I think he is. My phone has been blowing up all day.”I patted her hand.
“That’s a good thing, Becca. Enjoy it.”She nodded, her eyes on the screen. “I do. I love his silly
texts and pictures.”“He worships you,” I informed her.Her cheeks flushed, and this time, I knew
it wasn’t the wine. “The feeling is mutual.”“I know.”Cami and Dee strolled over to the seating
area and curled up on the sofa across from us. Like me, they were both relaxed from their
pampering. Liv and Emmy were finishing up with their massages and would join us. Bentley
had arranged not only a light lunch, but a full afternoon tea to be served in the room. He knew



how much I enjoyed a real afternoon tea, and I was touched by his efforts.We chatted and
laughed until the rest of the girls joined us. We sat, sipping our beverages and talking about a
multitude of things. Life, houses, work, motherhood, and finally, the conversation turned to men.
There was some oversharing, funny stories, and cute moments of the antics of all their men,
and Becca turned to me.“Sandy,” she began.I shook my head. “I know what you’re about to say,
Becca. I’m fine. Honestly, I am. I have bad days, and one in particular last week, but that is to
be expected.”Emmy leaned forward, taking my hand. “What brought it on, Sandy?”With a sigh, I
told them about the storm and my dream. They all had tears in their eyes as I recalled Max’s
words.“Do you think it was real?” Dee asked quietly. “Do you think Max was telling you it’s time
to move on?”I shrugged, unsure how to answer. It had felt real. His words had echoed the
sentiments he had expressed so often when we would discuss the future and he would insist I
had to accept the thought of one without him. How he wanted me to find happiness and love
again.“You have too much in you to give to spend the rest of your life grieving for me, my girl.”“I
can’t fathom loving anyone else, Max,” I informed him. It was the simple truth.He had run his
fingers over my cheek. “Not the way you love me, but you can love again, Sandy. I want you to.
I need to know you will be happy again once I am gone.”I had promised him I would try, but the
truth was, I had no idea how to do so or if I even had it in me to attempt it.I said so to the
girls.“Colin lectures me all the time to go out and start living again.”Becca interrupted me. “I still
can’t believe that fine specimen is your grandson. You’re too young to have him be your
grandkid.”I chuckled. “Fine specimen. I’ll keep that one to myself. But I’ll take the compliment.
One of the perks of marrying an older man, I suppose.” I sighed. “Colin insists it’s time for me to
move forward, and he hates to see me wasting away, as he calls it. Aaron agrees with him. He
tells me his father would want me to be happy,” I admitted.“What do you think?” Emmy asked,
still holding my hands.“I don’t know how to move forward,” I stated. “I have no idea how to meet
someone or start again. Things have changed since I dated thirty-some-odd years ago. I don’t
think people meet at clubs or dances now.”All the girls laughed.“No,” Becca agreed. “It’s online
most of the time.”I nodded in resignation. “Colin said the same thing. He says it easier to meet
women that way. Seems so impersonal to me.”The girls laughed.“Trust me, sometimes there is
too much personal.” Cami smirked.I chuckled. “In my day, you went out. Locked gazes with
someone. Talked. Felt that connection. How can you do that with a computer screen?”Emmy
agreed. “I—we—all got lucky we met the men we did and the way we did.”Cami nodded. “Yes—
I tried my share of dating apps. Thank goodness those days are behind me.”I pursed my lips.
“Colin told me he had a date at Tinder last week. He has mentioned that place a couple of
times since his girlfriend dumped him. I assumed Tinder was a restaurant he was meeting
them at. I suppose I assumed wrong?”The girls dissolved into laughter. Becca wiped her eyes.
“You did. Tinder isn’t a restaurant.”“It’s one of these dating apps?”“Well, it’s not for, ah, dating,
Sandy. It’s more for, um, hookups,” she explained, trying to hide her amusement.“Hookups,” I
repeated slowly. I widened my eyes in shock. “Hookups? Are you telling me Colin is having
casual sex with strange women?”“Quite possibly.” Emmy smirked. “Not sure how casual, of
course.”“Well, that little…scamp.” I shook my head. “I hope he’s being safe. I’ll have to ask him.
Or perhaps I’ll save us both the embarrassment and simply buy him a box of condoms as a
reminder.”This caused more laughter.“I’m not particularly interested in sex with a stranger,
girls.”“We know that,” Emmy assured me. “But maybe just meeting some nice men? At least
trying?”Becca leaned forward, earnest. “Even if you find someone to be friends with. Go out to
dinner with—or a movie. You always loved to dance. Wouldn’t it be nice to go with someone?
That wouldn’t be so bad, would it?”I mulled over her words. “No, I suppose it wouldn’t. But I
have no idea how to do that dating app thing.”Liv pulled her laptop from her bag and handed it



to Becca. “But we do.”I sighed as I watched Becca’s fingers fly over the keys. I wondered what I
had just gotten myself in to.And I knew, without a doubt, this had been their plan all
along.Dinner at Bentley’s was, as usual, wonderful. I was able to spend time with Addi, feeding
her, having cuddles, her little body warm and soft in my arms. I left not long after dinner,
insisting I was too tired for their movie marathon. Frank, Bentley’s driver, took me home—all the
boys had been drinking, so Bentley had him on standby to take everyone home safely. There
were hugs and kisses all around when I left. The girls never mentioned the dating app, for
which I was grateful. I wasn’t sure how the boys would react to the news, and I hadn’t yet
decided to go ahead with the idea.Late Sunday afternoon, I sat in front of my laptop, looking
over the profile Becca had created for me. She insisted she had done thorough research on the
various “apps,” as she called them, and that Mature Matchups had a good reputation, didn’t
promote promiscuity, and many of the profiles on the site were people like me—looking for
someone to socialize with, a friend to have dinner, see a movie, “hang out,” as she called it.“No
hookups?” I asked, straight-faced.She bit her lip. “Um…”I patted her hand with a grin.
“Teasing.”“If romance enters the picture, then it does,” she assured me. “If not, having a friend
to go out with isn’t a bad thing, is it?”I had to admit she was right. When Max became ill, our
social life had changed—not that it was ever the same as other couples. We were very close
and enjoyed each other’s company. With the huge age difference between us, we were mostly
shunned when we were first married so we had relied on each other for everything. Max was
my best friend, shopping partner, confidant, and lover—all rolled into one. Over the years, we
made some couple friends, but with his busy career and schedule, those times were limited. I
was fine with it—I had been a bit of a loner, preferring reading and taking courses over other,
more social activities. My husband and grandkids—especially Colin—kept me busy, and my
life, once I met the BAM boys and Bentley opened his company, had revolved around them.
Now, my nights and weekends once spent with Max, were long and empty at times.Perhaps a
friend wouldn’t be such a bad thing. If I went into this idea seeking companionship instead of a
romantic interest, I might find someone whose company I would enjoy. Someone who could
help make me feel a little less lonely.I scanned the profile once again. It was exactly as Becca
promised. A simple picture, a brief bio, and the language was correct. Nothing suggesting
anything except looking to meet someone my age with similar interests to be friends. It was
perfect.Yet, I couldn’t bring myself to press the “activate” button on the screen.I shook my head.
I was being silly. Nothing ventured, nothing gained. And the girls had gone to so much effort
and assured me unless I gave out the information, the profile was private, and I could delete it
at any time. Before I could change my mind, I clicked the button, then shut the lid and hurried
away from my desk as if the machine itself were going to start spitting out names of “matches.”I
went to the kitchen and poured a glass of wine.As Aiden would often say—I was too old for this
shit.Monday morning, my phone buzzed with another incoming message.“You have a match.”It
had started about an hour after I clicked activate. I hadn’t realized Becca had added the app to
my phone as well. I had muted the sound, but it still vibrated every time, and even in the pocket
of my suit jacket, it made itself known.Once again, Bentley’s gaze strayed to my phone as it
signaled another message.“Are you sure you don’t have to get that, Sandy?” he asked, his
brow furrowed.I shook my head. It was rare my phone rang at work these days, but this
morning, it was going off constantly.“It’s fine,” I assured him. “I somehow got on a call list. I’ll
handle it when we’re done.”Aiden spoke up. “I can take care of that for you, Sandy. Give me
your phone, and I can get it to stop.”“No!” I exclaimed, my voice rising a little.All three partners
looked surprised at my reaction. Reid was late this morning, having an appointment outside of
the office. I was glad of that fact since Reid knew me so well. Even though the girls had said



they wouldn’t say anything about the dating site, now that I had activated my profile, I knew it
was going to come out eventually. I was in no hurry for the boys to know what I had done. I had
a feeling none of them would approve, and I wasn’t in the mood to handle their objections or
worries. They were all very protective of me.“It’s fine,” I insisted. “I’ll handle it. Now, you were
saying, Bentley?”“Ah, yes.” He frowned but let the subject drop. “I am going to see a couple of
places this afternoon with Van that have come up unexpectedly. Can you clear my
schedule?”“Of course.”“Richard is flying in next week to firm up some new ideas for Phase Two
of the towers,” Maddox stated. “You’ll need some extra bagels in the kitchen.”I smiled as I jotted
down the reminder. Richard was one of my favorites, and I looked forward to his trips here. I
had a feeling they were more frequent than needed since Becca was here every day, but he
had a close bond with Maddox, and the partners respected him immensely and appreciated his
personal touch on the account.“On it. I’ll get that vegetable cream cheese he is so fond of in as
well.”“He gets all the good stuff,” Aiden moaned.I laughed, indicating the plate of Danishes on
the boardroom table. “I don’t think you go short, Aiden.”“We’re your favorites, right?” he
countered. “You love us best. Especially me.”“I don’t think so,” Maddox snorted. “Sandy digs my
vibe. I’m her fave.”“I highly doubt it,” Bentley interjected. “I found her. She was mine first,
therefore it stands to reason she prefers me over you two clowns.”“You’re all wrong. I’m her
favorite,” Reid announced as he strolled in. “Richard is second, and you three pull up the rear.
Exactly where you should be.”“I don’t think so,” Aiden huffed. “She’s been ours longer, so we
rank higher. Right, Sandy?”I stood, snapping closed my notepad. “A mother never has
favorites.” I winked. “At least, that is what we tell you all.” But I patted Reid’s cheek as I went by,
making him grin.Reid threw himself into a seat. “Told you.”Aiden cursed loudly. “I hired you. I
can fire you too.”“Nope. Sandy won’t let you. I’m her favorite.” Reid plucked a Danish off the
plate and took a big bite. “Besides, you love me too, you big lug.”“Not if you keep eating my
Danishes.”“Will you two shut up?” Bentley groaned. “This is an office, not a playground.”But he
winked at me as I left the office. I shut the door behind me with a smile. It didn’t matter how old,
rich, or successful they were, they would always be my boys.They were all my favorites. I
adored each one of them for their own special reason. They all needed me in some fashion,
but Reid’s need was the deepest of them all, and I had responded to that need the moment I
met him. But they were all lights in my life.My phone buzzed again, and I sighed.Maybe that
should be enough.Hell broke loose about three o’clock. Reid rushed past my desk, casting a
worried glance my way as he hurried by, disappearing into Aiden’s office. With a frown, I asked
the person I was speaking with on the phone to repeat themselves, only to be startled by the
loud curse coming from Aiden’s office. Seconds later, they both disappeared into Maddox’s
office. I shook my head, wondering what crisis was occurring now. Something big in IT land or
a glitch in the security system Reid was diligently working on, adding upgrades or tweaking.I
had my answer soon enough when the three of them appeared in front of my desk. Their
countenances were serious, and they looked upset.A flicker of fear went through my
chest.“What is it?” I asked. “Bentley? Is he all right?” I had spoken with him not long ago, and
he said he was on his way back to the office. Had there been an accident?Aiden shook his
head. “Bent’s fine. He’ll be here in a moment. We need to talk to you.”I furrowed my brow. “Fine.
About?” My gaze fell to Reid’s hand. He was holding his phone, which was nothing new, but
what was on the screen explained the intensity of their expressions and the tense set of their
shoulders.My profile on Mature Matchups was on his phone. And the protective, worried faces
were exactly what I knew would happen if they discovered it.“My personal life is not up for
discussion,” I stated mildly.“Sandy.” Aiden bent forward, his voice low. “These sites can be
dangerous.”“Becca checked it out.”“Becca should have minded her own business,” Reid stated



in an uncharacteristic snarl.I glared at him. “She was trying to be helpful.”“By hooking you up
with a stranger?” Maddox mumbled. “That isn’t you, Sandy.”I crossed my arms. “I am not
hooking up with anyone. I am not on Tinder or any of those other apps that cater to sex for fun.
It’s a site that helps mature people find others of similar likes to engage in the pleasure of each
other’s company. It’s my life, my decision. You three need to stay out of it.”They stared at me,
and I had to bite back a smile. Given how I found the entire process taxing and couldn’t even
bother checking my matches, I had no idea why I was defending my choice—except that it was
my choice.Bentley appeared at my desk, his hair disheveled as if he had run his hands through
it repeatedly. “Sandy.” He scowled. “We need to talk about this.”I stood and faced them all.
“What needs to happen is the four of you go back to your offices and to the business at hand.
What I choose to do or not do in my private life is my concern, not yours.”“Your safety—”“We’re
worried—”“So many nutjobs—”I held up my hand. “Boys. Enough. If I see someone I would like
to meet, I would do so in a public place. I would also make sure someone knew where I would
be. I would never give out any personal information until I was certain I trusted the individual.” I
shook my head. “You know me better than to think I would act foolishly.”Bentley spoke,
frustration evident in his tone. “By joining one of these sites, you are being foolish.”I was done.I
sat down. “Easy for you to say since you go home every night to your family, Bentley. As do all
of you. My world changed when Max died, and I’m trying to find my feet again. Meet some new
people and perhaps not be alone so much. I am not entirely comfortable with the whole idea,
but at least the girls understood and tried to help, instead of acting dismissive and treating me
like an old woman who doesn’t know what she’s doing.”They all had the grace to look
ashamed.Bentley shook his head. “Sandy, we don’t think that. We’re just worried.”Aiden looked
pained. “We want you to be happy, but this scares me.”Maddox grimaced. “You never said
anything.”
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Interest: ABC Corp Book 4), Loved by Liam (Vested Interest: ABC Corp Book 3), BAM-The
Beginning (Vested Interest), The Summer of Us - A Small Town Second Chance Romance
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Ida Robinson, “100's of Stars!!! In One Word, AMAZING!!!. I have loved all of Melanie's books,
but her Vested Interest series simply stole my heart. It all started with Bentley, but Sandy was a
part of all the books from the get go. I always hoped that we would get her story and she's
have her own HEA. To say that this book did her justice is a complete understatement!!! This
book was everything wrapped up in a story that I read in hours because I couldn't put it down!
Sandy has always been the glue of BAM. She 's also been the surrogate mother to all of them.
She is loved, valued, and respected by all the men involved with BAM. Simply put, she's
amazing!!Jordan works for BAM and has seen what Sandy means to the office. He's also been
her friend for years. They were each married to other people, who they eventually lost to
illness. This left them on their own for the first time in decades and lonely. Jordan had been
attracted to Sandy for awhile but didn't feel she was ready to accept him as a romantic partner.
So, he bided his time.All it took was a lunch date for them to start exploring a relationship. It
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was beautiful to watch. As a woman in her fifties, this gave me hope that age doesn't slow
down romance!! They had friendship and passion that was just amazing! It wasn't all smooth
sailing, but like mature adults, they worked through whatever bumps that came across. I'm so
happy that they did too!!!Of course, all the BAM guys were there to play the protective son's! It
was wonderful to see all of them together, I've missed them. It's sad to think that this series is
over, but it went out with a spectacular story!!This book will give you all the feels. I laughed,
swooned, cried happy and sad tears, and rejoiced in family. So well worth it!!”

BookBoleyn, “The second act springs forth from friendship to flame!. Melanie is just
determined to make us go thru the tissues when we read her books, and Sandy is definitely no
different. It is full of heart and family and love and humor.Ever since Max passed, I've been
waiting for Sandy's second chance at romance because there was no way she was being left
on the shelf to collect dust.This was everything I'd hoped for!!She and Jordan, once fellow
widowers sharing their grief, become everything the other needs. They loved their spouses but
they're still young and both of them are lonely.I love how the 'boys' react initially to their Sandy
rejoining the world of dating. That the women are the ones who get things moving. And that
Jordan is already part of the family.Heartwarming and passionate and absolutely, fantabulous!!
Stars to infinity!It was fantastic reading a book with an actual mature couple in it too!! And,
omgoodness, they are just as passionate as everyone else!!Loved, loved, loved!! Frisky, fiesty,
fun, and fabulous!!I received a review copy.  I am voluntarily leaving an honest review.”

Sandra , I am 64 years young. I love God, my husband,children,grandchildren ,and live.. I also
love reading my Bible and books Ø=ÜÚØ=ÜÚØ=ÜÚ, “I love Sandy and Jordan story. Just another amazing
by Melanie Moreland and I'm going to miss this series so much. Ø=Ü–Ø=Þ� I hope the author doesn't
mind me using a highlight from her book...Ø=Ü–Ø=Ü™Ø=Ü–Ø=Þ� ENJOY IT YOURSELF!!.. I sat up, shock
moving a bit fast, isn’t it?” I shrugged. “Well, as you pointed out earlier, we aren’t getting any
younger. In the meantime, we can furnish it together, making it ours. When you’re ready, you
can move in.” He winked. “Hopefully, if I do my job right, soon.” “How would your kids feel about
that?” He pursed his lips. “I think they would want me to be happy. Gina and Warren are coming
soon for a week to help me sort some things and take what they want from the house and
what’s in the warehouse. You can meet them, and we’ll take it from there.” “Have it all planned
out, do you?” He grinned. “That’s my job, you know. I organize and facilitate. Bentley calls me
an expert.” “Yes, he does.” “Think about it, Sandy. That’s all I’m asking.” “Yes.” “Yes, you’ll think
about it, or yes, you’ll move in?” “Both? I just need a little time, Jordan.” He kissed me. Slowly
and sweetly—I felt his adoration and love in that kiss. “I love you,” he murmured. It felt so good
to hear those words, and to say them back. “I love you too, Jordan.” He was smiling as he
kissed me again.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “5++++ stars!. There are so many things I want to say that I do not know
where to start. Another AMAZING book by Melanie Moreland. A great a great writer that has
me transported into the story as if I am there. If you are reading this post believe me when I
say I LOVE the BAM family. The storyline and characters are phenomenal length spot the with
Some twists but not overly ridiculous. ALWAYS love when characters return and babies are
included. I just need to give a huge shout out to Melanie for the awesome epilogue!!!! Lately my
readings from other authors give three paragraphs and call it done. Melanie gave a long
fantastic epilogue other authors should strive towards. Then...Melanie included a bonus
reading! If the epilogue is an indication of future writing I am all in and excited. If I could not



already LOVE her work...this secured how much I enjoy her writing. I would highly recommend
any of Melanie's books and be confident most readers would as well. Now, to be fair, this is not
my typical style reading material. My normal go to reading material is bdsm. However, whatever
Melanie writes I can say I will purchase and confident I will enjoy reading. This series will be
one in five a multiple re-read for me. THANK YOU MELANIE!!!”

Joyce Hiebert, “The perfect series finale!. After falling in love with the BAM boys, I was so
intrigued by the woman who formed them, who kept them on the path to astronomical success
in love and life. I was not disappointed. In fact, this book exceeded all expectations and made
me fall in love with them all over again. This is a story about love in all it’s glory, in all it’s forms,
in all its glorious stages of life.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “A great series. I don't want to see this series end.The characters are all
so lovely. Kind yet strong, some were broken but all came back, new and improved.I've not
been able to choose a favourite character. But after this book? It may have to be Sandy.
Although, she did sound matronly in the beginning. 57 is not old, although lol, that may be
because I'm older than that and feel young.Looking forward to binging more of Melanie's
books. Good job, girl!”

Cathy, “Beautiful conclusion to the series. This is the last book in the BAM Vested Interest
Series and I am not ready to let them go.I feel like I know the characters so well having read
from the beginning with Bentley so this one had me emotional from the outset. The story of a
mature relationship, both Sandy and Jordan have known love and loss, but are ready to move
forward and try something new. Sandy deserves to be happy, we've watched her look after
each of the BAM boys in her own way and it was good for the focus to be wholly on her story
for a change. The boys are so cute in this one, and each time they spoke to Sandy they had
me all emotional. I loved that she didn't take any of their nonsense, but they all knew how to
touch her heart.I felt it was a perfect end to the series, although I hope we do get to see them
all again because I've become attached.”

Pamela Waddell, “Sandy. I am gutted this series is over, that this is the final story. But I am so
happy that we are ending with Sandy’s story. She is the linchpin of the Vested Interest series.
Sandy has been there from the start. Before there was BAM, Sandy was there. Sandy was the
guiding light for all our BAM boys and their tech genius, her favourite, the son she never
had.There was so much emotion in her story. There were tears more than once but every one
of them was worth it. This is a fabulous story. I love Sandy, her story everything I wanted it to
be. It is a lovely goodbye to everything BAM, giving the woman who’s been there for everyone
else her HEA.”

Loz811, “Amazing. OMG this whole series has been fab! Every book has made me laugh, cry
and feel every emotion I between. I feel like the characters are so real I couldn't wait to find out
more & each story was as good as the last - if not better. Though I must admit I have a soft
spot for Reid and Sandy x”

Joanne, “Sandy. Nice tale of sandy finding love a second time and wrapping up the bam family
and G.I. it an update of how many kids they each have...”

Annepogson, “A fitting conclusion to the series. I loved this book and thoroughly enjoyed the



whole series, only sorry it has ended!”

The book by Melanie Moreland has a rating of 5 out of 4.7. 443 people have provided
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