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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        OLIVIA

      

      

      The blackish walls of the underground tunnel blurred on either side of the train. The pungency of too many bodies crushed into one space mixed with the unnatural scent of the subway—something mechanical and gaseous at once.

      On the other end of the car, a group of teenagers in school uniforms chatted loudly. A few middle-aged men in suits held onto the vertical poles and stared at their phones. A woman with long salt-and-pepper hair looked tired and worn, like she’d been on the train all night. We were a potpourri of culture and humanity, stuck in this stifling metal car.

      I flinched when a warm hand touched mine. Beside me, a little girl no more than five years old gently traced her fingertip along the platinum charm that adorned my wrist. The Tiffany bracelet had been a gift from my parents.

      “That’s so pretty.” She glanced up at me with mesmerizing brown eyes that widened when she smiled.

      “Thanks,” I said, returning her sweet smile.

      She was striking for being so young. A true beauty. But as I looked closer, she had dirt under her fingernails, and her clothes were browning at the hems. Beside her sat a woman I guessed was her mother. Lines of age and experience spider-webbed her tanned skin. She glanced between her daughter and me before speaking to her in a language I didn’t know, a series of reprimanding sounds and inflections. The girl’s hand fell away quickly, and she cast her gaze to the floor.

      No one ever said it, but I oozed privilege. I knew it. My upbringing clung to me everywhere I went. The truth of it made New York City the best and worst place for me to call home. Every day, extreme wealth met extreme poverty on the streets of this city. I’d been trying to work the middle ground, but I’d only ever known one life.

      I exited at my stop and left the bustling station for the busy street. I exhaled the community air I’d spent the past ten minutes breathing. The early morning breeze was cool through my light shirt. I tried to tighten my blazer around me, except it was fashioned not to button in the front.

      I turned the corner, and the building was already in sight. Only a block from the subway stop, the prime real estate would be home to our new fitness center—the project my brothers and I had been planning for months.

      My brothers, Cameron and Darren, had informed me that walls would be going up this week. Construction sites weren’t really my forte, but having been involved in the design and layout of our second location, I wanted to get a quick look at how the renovation was coming along.

      I paused before the entrance. A temporary sign was bolted above the doorway that read, Future Home of Bridge Fitness, A Donovan Property. A swell of pride filled me when I thought about everything my brothers had accomplished with this venture, without the financial backing of our parents. Cameron and Darren were making it on their own, even if our family’s wealth had provided every excuse not to.

      One step inside, and a different kind of pride stiffened my spine. The walls were going up indeed. Just beyond the entrance, a line of evenly spaced studs divided the entryway from the rest of the gym. I’d spent hours poring over blueprints with the architect, and that wall was not supposed to be there. Nonetheless, a worker was hammering nail after nail into the structure.

      “This wall doesn’t belong here,” I said, pointing toward the offending two-by-fours.

      The worker turned to me and then gestured to the other side of the room where two men were talking. “The boss is over there if you want to talk to him about it.”

      Without a second’s delay, I approached the men. “Excuse me,” I said firmly, barely able to harness my irritation.

      Both turned toward me. The older one had gray hair buzzed close to his scalp and soft brown eyes. The younger man stilled when he saw me. His blue-eyed gaze made a slow circuit up and down my body. I shifted my blazer again. Unfortunately, the morning chill had turned my nipples into tiny popsicles, and anyone with two eyes could see that now.

      I cleared my throat and prepared to rip him a new one. “We have a problem.”

      “What’s the problem, miss?” The older man frowned.

      “For starters, that’s supposed to be a glass wall. You need to tell him to stop. You’re wasting manpower and materials. This isn’t what the plans call for.”

      The younger man spoke up. “And who are you?”

      I cocked my head when his eyes narrowed slightly. The intense blue bored into me with an intensity that sent a shiver over my skin.

      “I’m Olivia Bridge.” I didn’t bother shaking his hand. Hopefully the name rang a bell.

      I straightened my spine, though I couldn’t compete with the height of the broad-shouldered man in front of me. From the neck up, he was fashion catalogue material. Chiseled cheekbones and a strong jaw, dirty-blond hair that fell haphazardly across his forehead, and full, refined lips.

      But this guy was a construction worker. Not my type. At all. His plain white T-shirt hinted at the muscular body beneath the cotton. His blue jeans fit well, snug around his thighs and bulging where his hands filled his pockets and in one more noticeable place. I averted my eyes quickly, noting the white dust that marked the denim at the knees.

      I silently reproached myself for checking him out. He obviously had no class since his gaze hadn’t left my breasts in the span of ten seconds.

      I cleared my throat, regaining his attention. “This is my project. I worked on this design.”

      His unaffected expression seemed to reinforce my anger with every passing second.

      I rolled my eyes with a sigh. “Maybe you’re not the one to talk to. Who’s in charge here?”

      The corner of his mouth lifted, and his careful stare shifted to the older gentleman. “Tom, you want to deal with this?” He gestured along the length of me, as if I were the problem that needed to be dealt with. “I’m going to check out the progress upstairs.”

      “Sure thing.” Tom rubbed his forehead as he guided me away. “So this is the wall you’re talking about?”

      “Yes, this was meant to be glass. All the way across. We want people to walk in and see the facility and everything we offer, not drywall. You need to take these studs out immediately.”

      “Okay.” He frowned. “There must have been a change in the plans.”

      I lifted my brows. “You have a blueprint. Why would you change the plans?”

      “This is a structural wall here, so I’m guessing instead of putting in reinforcements, Will modified the plans.”

      “Why would he do that?”

      He let out a soft chuckle. “Well, it’s a lot cheaper, for one.”

      I frowned. “I don’t care how much it costs.” My voice went up an octave. “This isn’t what we agreed on.”

      He sighed. “I guess I’ll have to run it by Will.”

      “Who’s Will? I thought you were the boss.”

      He laughed and rubbed his forehead again. “No, I’m just the GC. Will Donovan’s the boss. You just met him. He owns the building, so whatever he says goes.”

      “Oh.”

      Shit. The man I’d mistaken for an exceptionally good-looking laborer was Will Donovan, the investor and real estate developer whom my brothers spoke of frequently. I’d never met him, but I knew enough about him to know I’d probably pissed him off. Too bad for him. I wasn’t going to stop until I got my way.

      I put my hand on my hip and took a quick scan around the empty shell of a room. I should let this go, but I couldn’t. Cameron and Darren—all of us—had worked too hard to start cutting corners now. “I guess you’d better reintroduce me to Will.”

      “This way,” he said with a grimace before leading me through a long unfinished hallway and upstairs to the second floor.

      Will was leaning over a kitchen island, looking at blueprints that nearly covered the whole surface. He straightened when we entered. A quick glance passed between him and Tom, and I couldn’t tell if Will was amused or on edge. His height and the confidence in his stride as he approached gave me pause though.

      “Miss Bridge. You’re back.”

      “I am,” I said simply, curbing my tone now that I knew whom I was talking to.

      He nodded toward Tom. “You can get back to work. I’ll take care of this.” He glanced back to me. “What can I do for you?”

      “Tom explained the structural situation, but I’m concerned because this is not the design that we approved.”

      “Cameron has given me creative control.” He crossed his arms, and the motion showcased his firm muscled arms. A mild distraction as I processed those last words.

      “He has.” A statement. More like a statement filled with disbelief. Cameron couldn’t have done that. “I don’t understand.”

      “Part of my investment is in the build-out. If I need to make adjustments to keep us on budget, I will.”

      “You’re compromising our design and our brand. How do you expect us to pay you back when you’re ruining our design?”

      “I think you’re being a little dramatic over a wall, Miss Bridge.”

      I glanced around the open floor plan and quickly moved past him. I stopped when I stood under a wide arch that provided an opulent threshold between the kitchen and the living room of what I assumed would ultimately be a luxury condominium.

      I turned toward him and pointed to the arch. “Was this a structural wall?”

      “Yes.”

      “And I take it you were able to resolve that?”

      The corner of his lips lifted a fraction. “Obviously.”

      “To preserve the view?” I lifted my brow in challenge.

      “That’s a multimillion-dollar view, Miss Bridge. So is the room next to it. Needless to say, the budget allows for these things.”

      “Our fitness centers aren’t sweaty gyms for jocks. They are visually appealing. They welcome members and inspire healthy lifestyles. We want patrons to walk through the front door and experience that.”

      “Have dinner with me.”

      My lips parted, but no words came. I wasn’t expecting that major shift in the conversation. “Excuse me?”

      He cocked his jaw, and his tongue poked against his cheek, as if he were considering something. “We can go over the plans. I appreciate your passion for aesthetic. I’m sure we can find some common ground.”

      “We can find common ground right here. I’m telling you⁠—”

      “I’m your only investor on this project, and you’re challenging my choices. So you can continue pissing me off, or we can have dinner and discuss this further.”

      Blood rose to my cheeks as he walked toward me. Those slow confident strides were becoming more and more distracting. He paused when he was only a foot from me. His energy and dominance nearly set me back a step, but I held my ground.

      “Maybe I should just talk to Cameron about this,” I said, but the veiled threat came out shakier than I had wanted it to.

      “Let me know how that goes,” he said flatly.

      I lifted my chin, weighing his last sentence. One carefully worded call to Cameron, and Will could make sure I wouldn’t step foot in here again until the ribbon-cutting. I was protective over the design, but I knew Cameron wouldn’t do anything to compromise the timeline. And if getting my way cost me a night otherwise spent with reruns, fine. Obviously the current route wasn’t getting me far.

      “And the wall?” I crossed my arms as frustration and intrigue fought for control over my emotions.

      Amusement glittered in his eyes. Maybe from my persistence. Maybe because he knew I was about to agree to his invitation.

      “I’ll tell Tom to stop construction on it for now. Stand me up, and I’ll have drywall on it by morning.”

      I ground my teeth, biting down on all the expletives I wanted to hurl at him. “Fine.”

      He smiled, revealing a perfect set of straight white teeth. “I’ll have a car pick you up at eight.”

      
        
        WILL

      

      

      I had a weakness for rich girls. Maybe because I’d spent roughly half my life figuring out new and creative ways to get them to fall on their backs for me. But more than that, I enjoyed their layers. Or lack thereof, depending on the girl. I played a game with myself, trying to peg what their fathers did, what borough they lived in, what schools they went to. Out loud I pretended to care about any of it as a means to getting them to betray their careful upbringing and let me fuck them filthy.

      Over time I’d discovered that under every rich girl I met, there was a dirty girl waiting for the right guy to invite them out to play. That was me. I was that guy.

      I’d intended to pick Olivia Bridge up from her Brooklyn brownstone and eye-fuck her all the way to dinner. A prelude of the filthy things I planned to do to her—with her permission, of course. But my father had called me again, so she was riding alone, and I was stuck in my condo pacing through a conversation I didn’t want to have. I’d dodged my father’s calls all week, but I couldn’t avoid him forever.

      “How have you been? I haven’t heard from you in a while.” Forced affection strained his words.

      I rolled my eyes and held back an audible sigh. Bill Donovan rarely wasted time with formalities, which told me that he was getting desperate for my ear.

      “Cut to the chase, Dad. What do you want?”

      He was silent a moment. “I want to talk to you about contingencies if this investigation escalates.”

      I shook my head, angry all over again for the mess he’d gotten himself into. A mess that was quickly bleeding into my own affairs, despite the years I’d spent ensuring our businesses intersected as rarely as possible.

      “Do you think it will?”

      His voice was quiet and low. “I can’t say. We have the best legal money can buy, but if there’s an indictment, we’re finished.”

      The investigation into his and his business partners’ shady dealings funneling millions through a local charity had been going on for months. There had been whispers, but so far no charges had come down on them. If they did and he was found guilty, he’d be looking at restitution and the possibility of doing time at one of those resorts in upstate New York they called “jail” for white-collar folks like him and his cohorts.

      Worse, the damage to his reputation in the financial world would be irreparable.

      “It was an arts charity for underprivileged youth, for Christ’s sake. You couldn’t have picked someone else to scam out of their money?”

      He made an unintelligible sound on the other end of the phone. “I didn’t call to talk about that, Will. If any of us are charged, the business will suffer. All the investors will walk. I need you back in the ring until the situation stabilizes.”

      He’d been trying to pull me into the hedge fund he ran with David Reilly since its inception earlier in the year. I’d entertained a few cocktails and lunches with investors, but I wasn’t interested in that world. I had my own projects to nurse.

      “Don’t you pay people to run your businesses? You don’t need me.”

      “You’re the only one I trust. Especially under the current circumstances. Beyond that, it’s your money too.”

      “I don’t care about the money.”

      “You think you don’t care because you’ve never had to live a day of your life without it. I made damn sure of that.” His words whipped through the phone, sharp with truth and weighted with years of tireless effort that went into building a lifetime of wealth.

      Our relationship had always been matter of fact. The facts about the tried-and-true path to success. The facts about money and business. The facts about women, which in reality were his slanted personal opinions about the finer sex and their usefulness when it came to satisfying one’s personal sexual appetites. He was all fact and no feeling, and that’s how I’d been raised.

      According to his law, I should drop him like a bad fucking habit and move on with my life. I searched for empathy, but I could only muster mild concern and a massive dose of irritation that he’d been irresponsible enough to possibly get caught. Now I was at risk of being ensnared in his affairs when I was firmly committed to my own. The last thing I wanted to do was inherit his problems, or his hedge fund.

      “I don’t want to get involved in this,” I finally said.

      “The things that went down with the Youth Arts Initiative are a separate matter. The money in the fund is clean. You have my word. I can get back on track after all this, but not without your help. Just meet with me. I can lay it all out for you, and you can see what’s at stake.”

      I hesitated. He was in deep shit, and as much as I disagreed with his ethics, he was my father and I could at least hear him out—even if I wasn’t willing to stick my neck out to protect his money. Our money, considering I was his only heir and he’d rather burn every dollar than give a penny more to my mother.

      “I’m in the middle of a major renovation. I don’t have a lot of time right now.”

      “I’ll swing by the site this week. Won’t take long.”

      I didn’t want him anywhere near my project. “I’d rather you didn’t. Let’s meet for lunch. I’ll text you when and where.”

      “Okay. Thank you.”

      The hint of vulnerability in his voice scared me more than anything. Desperation where there’d been only righteous, fearless dedication to his work.

      I hung up and stared at the skyline through my window. Another million-dollar view. I had plenty, and my father was right. I’d never known a life without the security of wealth—wealth that he’d amassed by any cutthroat means possible, it would seem. I’d taken my share and played with it in my real estate ventures. But I’d never take his path—moving money between accounts and countries and investments. Options and futures and formulas that only made sense to money-chasers like my father.

      And when I finally decided to sit down with him, that’s exactly what he was going to try to sell me. A life I’d never wanted.

      I glanced at my watch and moved for the door. I was late, pissed off, and all I wanted was to take those frustrations out on the beautiful brat that was Olivia Bridge.
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        WILL

      

      

      The maître d’ led me to a private table for two in the back of Artu, the upscale restaurant I’d chosen for our dinner tonight. Olivia leaned back in her chair, staring at the brightly lit screen of her phone. Her legs were crossed at the knee under a black-and-white lace pencil skirt that hugged her hips and thighs. Her simple black top was tasteful and revealing at once. I guessed that every piece of her outfit tonight had been carefully chosen to appear professional, except those five-inch black heels that I wanted on either side of my ears.

      As I approached, her smile was tight and her shoulders stiffened. “You came. And to think you were worried about me standing you up.”

      She was upset. I held my tongue a moment because that little temper of hers was proving to be a weakness for me. I couldn’t wait to fuck the haughty right out of her. Blood flowed south when I thought about the lovely line of her body bending for me, arching under a screaming orgasm as I pounded my way toward my own.

      I sat down across from her and exhaled air meant for words I couldn’t say just yet. She wasn’t a bimbo at a bar. She was highly educated, armed with high standards and a sharp tongue. I had to deal with those circumstances delicately to get what I wanted, not to mention mitigate any potential fallout with her brothers after she heard my proposition.

      “I had to take an important call.” I draped my napkin over my lap. “Have you been here before?”

      “A couple times,” she said flatly. She did her best to ignore me by studying the menu.

      After a moment, the waiter came and took our orders. When he disappeared, the silence between us felt electric with possibilities. I raked her in, making up for the lost time.

      “You look lovely, Olivia.”

      She tucked a sleek strand of dark-brown hair behind her ear. She was fidgety, avoiding my eyes, silently telling me that she wasn’t immune to my blatant appraisal of her. “So you wanted to discuss the plans?”

      “I’d like to get to know you first,” I murmured.

      She took a deep breath and folded her hands together in front of her. “You know my brothers well enough. Why are you suddenly so interested in me?”

      “When I see something I want, I don’t waste time going after it. I’m a little impulsive that way.”

      “And what exactly do you want from me?”

      I exhaled softly. I wanted so many things…so many delicious and depraved things. I leaned forward and took her hand gently, bringing it across the table toward me. Her lips parted and her chest moved under a shaky breath. Soft olive skin slid like silk under my touch. Circling her wrist, I let the cool metal of her bracelet rest in my palm. A small charm hung from it. A crown with diamonds decorating the tips.

      “This is pretty.”

      “It was from my parents. A graduation gift.”

      My wheels began turning. I already knew so much about Olivia, the game almost wasn’t fair. Still, I couldn’t help myself.

      “Vassar?”

      “Smith.”

      I lifted my eyebrows in surprise. “Top tier, all girls. Interesting. Must be where you got that sharp tongue.”

      She laughed and pulled her hand back. “Four years without a bunch of elite chauvinists marching all over my words were refreshing, for sure.”

      “Women’s studies?”

      “Studio art. How about you? Oh, let me guess…” She pursed her lips like she was calculating. “Brown.” Her eyes lit up as she said it.

      I was silent, momentarily unwilling to admit she was right and in disbelief that she seemed to be enjoying a game I had invented a long time ago for my own smug entertainment.

      “Why Brown?”

      “Ivy league, because your family could obviously afford it. But trendy and progressive, because you don’t really fit the mold.”

      “Is that so?”

      “I don’t know a lot of guys with your resources who are getting dirty on construction sites.”

      I laughed out loud. “Ah, right. Good thing Tom introduced us properly. No way I was getting a date with you until you could establish my tax bracket.”

      She rolled her eyes, and I couldn’t hide the grin splitting my face. Getting under a girl’s skin shouldn’t be this much fun.

      “I’d guess what your father does, but I obviously already know.”

      “Same,” she said with a tight smile.

      Her quick reply knocked the wind out of me a little. My first instinct was always to defend my father to outsiders, but what he’d done was reprehensible. Didn’t change the fact that we were flesh and blood, though.

      “There it is. I was waiting for that.”

      A flash of remorse flickered in her cool blue eyes, like she wanted to apologize but had too much pride. I didn’t need her apologies or her sympathy.

      Under normal circumstances, I might be concerned about our family’s connection. Our fathers had both spent time on Wall Street and no doubt shared several business connections. But I cared less about her parents learning of the proposition I was about to make than how my father’s stained reputation could become an impediment to getting her under me.

      I sipped my wine and watched her do the same, enjoying the way her full lips met the delicate rim of the glass. Then her tongue swiping over her lips.

      “You’re single,” I said. She’d fucking better be.

      “At the moment.”

      “That’s good news for me, but why?”

      She lifted an eyebrow.

      “Beautiful, the best education money can buy, wealthy family. You should be married off by now. Or am I missing something?”

      She looked thoughtfully at her wineglass, twirling it by the base. “Not that it’s any of your business, but I only moved to the city a year ago, and I’m still getting settled. Getting ‘married off’ isn’t exactly a priority for me. Right now, the only thing I care about is helping Cameron and Darren get through this expansion. I’ve devoted myself to the project, and now you’re messing it up.”

      I drummed my fingers on the tablecloth. “Is this about the wall?”

      “This is about the wall and every other adjustment you plan to make that compromises our vision.”

      “What if I said you could have creative control on the renovation from here forward?”

      She blinked. “I thought you were on a budget.”

      I shrugged and pursed my lips. “Convince me not to be.”

      She swallowed, a new light in her eyes. “Well, there are certain aesthetics that will set us apart from everyone else⁠—”

      “Convince me tonight. At my place.”

      She shook her head slightly. “What are you saying?”

      “I think you know exactly what I’m saying. I’d like to get to know you better. Quite a bit better, in fact.”

      She stared silently, her soft lips parted. “You obviously don’t know anything about me if you expect me to sleep with you after a little dinner and wine.”

      “I may know you better than you know yourself.”

      She let out a short laugh. “I highly doubt it.”

      I riled at the challenge, and after her little comment about my dad, I felt compelled to set her straight.

      “You reek of privilege, Olivia. You pretend to be independent, but you still use your parents’ credit cards. Nothing drives you more than social expectation and a looming fear of failure. You’re naturally stunning, but that look of effortless beauty probably costs your parents a fortune. You’re high maintenance. From your designer hair cut down to your manicured little toes. I’d be willing to bet you hit the spa once a month to wax your pretty little cunt too, not because you’re getting laid but because being unkempt goes against your debutante religion.”

      “Fuck you,” she snapped.

      The murmur of conversation around us died down for a moment, but I didn’t bother checking to see which of our table neighbors we were offending. Instead, I exhaled a frustrated groan because I’d hit a nerve. And because now I couldn’t think about anything except her smooth pussy in my mouth.

      “I’d love to, princess. When’s the last time someone took you to bed and fucked you properly?”

      I half expected her to storm out on me. I’d offended her in multiple ways, and we hadn’t even hit the main course. But the determination in her eyes told another story. That spark of fire spoke of a willingness to hold her ground, or more, to fight back and win.

      Her cheeks were pink, and her hand trembled when she went for her wineglass again. If not for her age, I’d have wondered if she was a virgin. Either way, I guessed she was way overdue in the intimacy department.

      She swallowed and set her glass down hard. “You’re a pig.”

      I smiled. On to the next round.

      “I do enjoy the filthy arts. I think you might, too. What do you say, Olivia? We can enjoy a little rendezvous here and there, and in return, I’ll let you spend my cash like Monopoly money on the renovation. Keep your brothers happy. Keep me happy. And then I’ll keep you happy.”

      She lifted her chin. “You can’t buy me.”

      “I’m well aware of that. But this isn’t about the money. It’s about you getting what you want. And me getting what I want.”

      She crossed her arms tightly but didn’t say anything more. Poor little rich girl betraying her sensibilities. If the attraction was real, she could seduce herself with the prospect, her sensibilities be damned.

      I leaned in and gazed intently at her. “Let me be clear, Olivia. I’m not a guy you date, and I’m nowhere near husband material. I’m the one you mess around with until the right guy comes along—one your parents will approve of. But I’m rich and well connected enough for you to be seen with, and you’ll find out soon that when it comes to delivering orgasms, I’m rather dedicated to my craft. Once you say yes to me, you’ll be too busy coming to worry about your pride.”

      Her cheeks flushed a deeper pink, setting off the dazzling blue of her eyes. “You’re cocky, too. You forgot that.”

      I smirked, and the waiter took that opportune moment to bring our meals. She lifted her knife and fork and speared them into her steak without a word. I dismantled my sea bass with a little less vigor, occasionally glancing up at her, trying to read her. I wanted to ask her more about herself, but I also enjoyed the way my proposition and her consideration of it hung between us. A little awkward, but heavy and sexual too.

      I took my last bite and dropped my napkin on the table. The food was delicious and the company was fine, but I wasn’t nearly satisfied. I wanted Olivia Bridge naked, under me.

      “You’re considering my offer. Tell me what’s holding you back. What are you thinking?”

      Her cool gaze flickered to mine. “Are you asking for an answer or a confession? My thoughts are none of your business.”

      I shrugged slightly. “I’m curious.”

      “So am I.”

      
        
        OLIVIA

      

      

      “I’d love nothing more than to indulge that curiosity, Olivia.” Will’s words were low, confident, and laced with dark promises.

      I would have paid to disintegrate into the floor without another word. I was being reckless. Brazen. Inappropriate. No more inappropriate than Will, but now I was inching my way to his level. I was letting him get into my head.

      My negotiation skills might have been lacking, but I wasn’t naïve. When a man invited a woman to dinner—a confident, gorgeous, and decidedly single man like Will Donovan—chances were high that he factored in the possibility of sex. He knew it, and I knew it. And now I’d basically shown him all my cards.

      Going into this dinner, I’d had no intentions of sleeping with Will. That didn’t keep the delicious fantasy from poking its way into my thoughts, however. I was curious. Physically, I was attracted to him, but I was also drawn to his confidence and that edge that made him different from other prospects. I wanted to peel him back the way he was intent on peeling me back. But I had a feeling he was a lot better at it and that I was woefully out of my depth.

      The waiter cleared our plates and brought dessert menus. I tried to ignore Will and the silent push and pull that seemed to exist between us even when no words were being spoken. I studied the menu, attempting to buy myself time to get my head together.

      The truth was I hadn’t been with anyone since I’d left my father’s private investment firm nearly a year ago, and that experience had been less than pleasant. After enough wine to dull my reservations, I’d let my father’s newly appointed vice president at the firm take me to bed. The sex had been quick and passionless, but he was moving up fast in the company, so he was the one my parents were relentlessly pushing me toward. I wasn’t sure, ultimately, if I’d given in for him or for them.

      The next day, I’d called Cameron and made the decision to leave my job there and move to the city.

      Now I was sitting across from a man who sizzled with sex appeal and was all but guaranteeing physical pleasure. Plus, no strings beyond the added bonus of getting to have a voice in the renovation of my family’s next investment? He was challenging my sense of propriety, but he was also painting a picture that ran in stark contrast to anything I’d experienced.

      After a few minutes, I finally looked up to meet Will’s imploring gaze. “Are we getting dessert?”

      “We can. Unless you’ve decided to come home with me.”

      “I’ll have the cheesecake,” I said quickly, dropping the menu between us.

      He licked his bottom lip with a cocky smile. “Sounds delicious.”

      Dessert came and went, but I was too preoccupied with Will’s dangerous energy and his proposal to savor much of anything. We left the restaurant, and the car that had collected me earlier idled by the curb. Will’s hand rested lightly on my lower back. That small touch held the promise of so many more, heightening the physical ache that had been creeping up on me since we’d met. The ache made me want to give Will an answer that seemed unthinkable.

      I moved quickly toward the car, needing to create space between us. But before I could slip away, he caught my wrist and spun me to face him. With a soft push against the car, Will had our bodies nearly touching.

      “Will—” I gasped.

      His heated gaze lowered to my lips. “If you won’t give me an answer tonight, how about a kiss?”

      “No.” My voice was soft and uncertain.

      “Dare I ask why?” He leaned in but didn’t make contact. His breath puffed softly against my cheek. His cool and woodsy scent drifted over me, making an indelible imprint on my senses.

      The manageable measure of desire that had burned through my veins over dinner was spiking. A potent heat licked over my skin and settled between my legs. I swallowed hard, trying to find my strength. “Because if I kiss you, I may as well give you my answer now.”

      “I fail to see the problem,” he murmured.

      I placed a firm hand on his chest. “I think before I act, and you aren’t giving me time to think.”

      He moved back slowly. Tension lined his shoulders and crept up to his jaw, as if he were restraining himself. “Then think. But I want an answer by tomorrow.”

      “You’ll have an answer when I give you one.”

      He tapped his watch twice. “Clock is ticking. Need to close up that wall for the next inspection.”

      I opened my mouth to speak, but before I could throw any more sass at him, he guided me into the car and tapped the roof to signal the driver to go.

      As Will’s driver put the vehicle into motion, I relaxed against the cool leather and closed my eyes. I should have felt relief, but instead I was unsettled, stirred up with more emotions than I knew what to do with. All this and he’d barely touched me.

      The prospect of letting him get any closer was frightening, and all too tempting.
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      “So where’d you go last night?”

      “Huh?” I knit my brows together and glanced up from the haphazard sketches in front of me.

      Maya, my very pregnant sister-in-law, joined me in her living room with a bowl of oatmeal in hand. “I saw you take off in a car last night. Hot date?”

      She wiggled her eyebrows, and I tried not to laugh. Cameron emerged from the kitchen, the scowl noticeable on his face.

      My smile faded. “More of a business meeting.”

      “With?” Maya sank into the couch adjacent to me, rested the bowl on her belly, and took a spoonful to her mouth.

      “Will Donovan. I met him at the new location yesterday. He wanted to discuss…some design direction with me.”

      I felt guilty for lying, but if Cameron knew, his reaction would be murderous.

      “And how did that go?” Cameron’s deep voice filled the room, his overprotectiveness not to be missed.

      “Fine. I noticed some of the build-out wasn’t going to plan. I voiced my concerns, and he’s agreed to give me creative control.” As long as I agree to sleep with him.

      I wanted to flog myself for even considering it, but I’d woken up with Will’s proposition as prominent in my mind as it had been when I’d driven away from him last night.

      I’d cycled through all the emotions. Fury that he’d be so bold to think I’d ever consider it. Frustration that bringing up his bad behavior to my brothers would only hurt the project that we’d all invested so much into. And finally, a spark of intrigue at what such a misadventure could be like.

      He frowned, and for a second, I worried he could see the truth written on my features.

      “He picked you up in a private car to give you creative control over his investment?”

      “Something like that,” I said, my voice light.

      “So what did you think about him?” Maya asked.

      I shrugged. “He’s okay. Kind of cocky.” And rude. And incredibly sexy.

      Maya snorted. “Typical finance guy.”

      “He’s a real estate developer. And typical or not, he’s the one who’s putting his money on the line,” Cameron said.

      He was right, and I probably should have cared more about Will’s very important investment. But in this moment, I was more concerned about the way my body paid attention when he was near. His easy and confident way irritated me as much as it aroused me.

      “He was making changes to the plans,” I said, without looking at my brother directly.

      “If it’s a problem, I can step in, Liv. This needs to stay on schedule.”

      “I’m aware of that. So is Will. Trust me,” I said, hoping to reassure him.

      His expression remained taut. “Okay. Well, keep me in the loop.” He softened when he leaned down to kiss Maya. “I have to head to the gym and take care of some things. You okay?”

      “I’m good.” She smiled, her brown eyes glittering when they met his concerned expression.

      He gently rested his hand on the swell of her belly. “Call if you need anything. Anything, okay?”

      “I promise. I will. Now go to work, and I’ll try not to go into labor while you’re gone.”

      He kissed her again and left us.

      When the door clicked shut behind him, Maya blew out an audible breath. “Sorry. He’s gone into big-brother-overprotective-daddy mode lately.”

      “I know. He’s always been like that. Probably will only get worse now.”

      She put her bowl to the side and folded her legs up on the couch. “So tell me what really happened with Will.”

      I widened my eyes a fraction. “Nothing. That’s pretty much it.”

      She canted her head. “Don’t bullshit me, Liv. I’ve seen Will. He’s a dream. Any sparks?”

      I shrugged because I didn’t know what to say. Sparks had flown, along with an indecent proposal and some very inappropriate banter. I couldn’t risk telling Maya because it might get back to Cameron. I trusted her, but he was her husband and their confidences came first.

      “He’s definitely not husband material,” I said, using Will’s own words.

      She fiddled with the tail on her long blond braid. “I don’t think many single guys are. But you have to start dating at some point. You can’t stay cloistered in your apartment downstairs forever.”

      I let out a short laugh. “I’m sure the last thing Cam wants is for me to start bringing dates home.”

      “He’d get over it. Eventually.”

      I shook my head, because he wouldn’t.

      Between Cameron and Darren hovering constantly, I could hardly give a guy a second glance at the gym, let alone my number. Even if I did, the prospect of entertaining any kind of normal dating relationship opened up another world of problems. My parents’ world, specifically. I’d seen what they’d put Cameron and Darren through with their romantic relationships, but I wasn’t like my brothers. They were fiercely independent, strong-willed in the face of our parents’ judgments.

      Frank and Diane Bridge weren’t letting me slip away into the arms of just any man without one hell of a fight. They’d all but promised me this. I wasn’t in the mood for that fight.

      “I have plenty of time to date. I want to focus on the business right now.”

      “Listen, Cameron is going to have his hands full when the baby comes. Between that and work, he probably wouldn’t notice if you shaved your head. Promise me you’ll try to get out there a little more. I’d offer to be your wing woman, but you know.” She gestured to her very pregnant state with a silly smile.

      I laughed. “I’m not in any rush, but I’ll give it some thought, okay?”

      Oddly, I couldn’t envision jumping into the dating scene, but I could imagine taking Will up on his ridiculous offer.

      Being with him could be safe because he wasn’t a prospect. Neither of us wanted a relationship, and he wasn’t someone I’d have to measure up against my parents’ or anyone else’s standards. Truth was, this arrangement could be perfect.

      Or it could be a complete disaster.

      “What are you working on?” Maya pulled me from my tumultuous thoughts and pointed toward my notebook.

      “Just sketching some things out for the baby’s room.”

      Maya had enlisted my art major skills to paint a mural for my nephew’s nursery, but I’d yet to begin.

      “You should start soon. My due date is a few weeks away, but I have no idea when this little guy will decide to show up.”

      “I know. I want it to be perfect though.” I’d gone through a dozen drafts, but nothing felt good enough.

      “Anything painted with love by his auntie will be perfect. Just go for it. Have fun with it.” She smiled warmly, but her gentle encouragement wasn’t enough to nudge me out of my creative funk.

      I hadn’t painted since graduation. I’d been thrown into work with my dad and pushed into dating someone I had zero interest in. The turmoil should have driven me toward an outlet, but I’d been too busy starting over in the city to tap that passion. I’d latched onto Cameron’s life instead, ignoring the one thing that used to really make me happy.

      “Hey.”

      Maya’s concerned gaze came back into focus. “What?”

      “You went someplace else for a minute. What’s on your mind, Liv?”

      I sighed and tossed down my pencil. “I don’t know. It’s been almost a year since I moved in, and I still feel…off somehow. Like I’m treading water and have no idea where I’m supposed to go next.”

      She was thoughtful a moment. “Is there anything I can do?”

      “No, you and Cam have already done so much. I’m living in your house. I feel like a total leech on your life sometimes.”

      “Don’t be crazy. You helped Cam turn this place into

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/white-square-pv.jpg
PAGE
&
VINE





OEBPS/images/text_title.jpg
Oret the Cdge





OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Over the Edge
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Chapter One
      


      		
        Chapter Two
      


      		
        Chapter Three
      


      		
        Chapter Four
      


      		
        Chapter Five
      


      		
        Chapter Six
      


      		
        Chapter Seven
      


      		
        Chapter Eight
      


      		
        Chapter Nine
      


      		
        Chapter Ten
      


      		
        Chapter Eleven
      


      		
        Chapter Twelve
      


      		
        Chapter Thirteen
      


      		
        Chapter Fourteen
      


      		
        Chapter Fifteen
      


      		
        Chapter Sixteen
      


      		
        Chapter Seventeen
      


      		
        Chapter Eighteen
      


      		
        Chapter Nineteen
      


      		
        Chapter Twenty
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Bonus Scene
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Meredith Wild
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Copyright


      		About the Author


      		Also by Meredith Wild


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/ote-1800x2700.jpg
ONE GOOD GIRL. TWO MEN VYING FOR HER HEART.
THREE PEOPLE ON THE EDGE OF LOVE







OEBPS/images/ote_logo_gray.jpg





