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      It was the first Christmas Celina Maxwell had spent with her boyfriend, Cameron Hauk.

      Boyfriend. She still got stuck on that word.

      Twenty-eight years old and Cam was the first boyfriend Celina had ever had.

      Not for lack of offers. There was an endless line of men trying to get into Celina's pants, and every one would have killed the guy in front of them to be her boyfriend. And why not? She was a hot piece of ass. And rich, on top of that. A fucking hot, rich piece of ass.

      But she didn't give a fuck about men. She was a fuck 'em and chuck 'em kind of gal. Men were needy and insecure and generally stupid. And they were the worst kind of stupid, the kind that was too stupid to know they were stupid. As soon as they realized you were smarter than them, as soon as they saw they weren't the center of your world, they would try to dominate you by force of will or force of fist. They'd insult you, overtly or subtly. They'd bully you. They'd gaslight you and try to make you doubt yourself or feel inferior. Or they'd resort to straight up physical intimidation.

      Celina had learned a long time ago how to take care of herself. And she'd learned a long time ago not to trust men for shit.

      She'd also learned that when a woman who knew what she was doing actually stood up to a man, the man would crumble nine times out of ten. Nine times out of ten, they'd immediately flip from a puffed-up dickhead to the sniveling shitstain they were.

      So, no. Celina had never had a boyfriend. She'd had lovers. Lots of them. Some of them more than once. But never a boyfriend.

      Until Cam.

      Cam was so unlike any man Celina had ever met that she often wondered if he was the same species. Maybe Celina had discovered the next evolution of the male Homo Sapiens. Cam might be the first. Since she'd discovered him, Celina had the right to name his species. Homo Celina. Cam was the very first Homo Celina on record, and Celina had decided to keep him all to herself.

      They'd spent that Christmas in Celina's San Francisco beach house. No snow, but plenty of sea spray. Instead of sleigh bells, they heard crashing waves outside the window. When the tree tops glistened, it was from the fog that had rolled in overnight. It wasn't a white Christmas, but it wasn't too shabby, either.

      Truth be told, they'd spent most of the day in bed, exchanging gifts. Over and over again. Cam's broken ribs had finally healed from the rifle shot he'd taken in his Kevlar vest two months earlier. The bruise had faded completely, and Cam could finally laugh or take a deep breath without wincing.

      Which was a damn good thing, because Celina was starting to go nuts from sitting around the house. They'd been sequestered there for the duration of Cam's recovery. Make no mistake, it was a big house, and there was plenty to do there. A theater room, an art gallery, the lab where she worked on her latest tech projects. There was plenty of tech to play with, a beach out back, a view of the Golden Gate Bridge from the deck. The basement had a full weight room, a training room, and a gun range. There was no reason to be bored, but Celina still found herself antsy after so long in one place. She liked to move, to be engaged in something. A job, a project, anything.

      Which is what drew her to her laptop on the morning after Christmas. In the cool, quiet air of the empty house, their tiny three-foot Christmas tree on a table in the corner by the hearth, ornaments winking in the morning sun, she put an empty coffee cup on the tray of the machine and started it brewing. She stood at the counter in the kitchen, bent over the keyboard.

      Something had been stolen from Cam. A pair of glasses. Very special glasses. Augmented reality was technically correct, but too narrow a term for what these glasses could do. They could show you any people in your vicinity. They could help you see in the pitch dark. They could magnify text from across the room, let you read over the shoulder of someone a hundred yards ahead of you. They would let you communicate clearly with less than a whisper, and they would identify any weapons or potential weapons that might be around you. That's in addition to the usual things, like face recognition, information overlays, internet searches, and the like. And that was only scratching the surface.

      They were very special glasses, and very valuable ones.

      Someone had stolen them, and Celina had a pretty good idea who it was.

      The glasses had GPS tracking on them, of course. And, of course, the idiots who had stolen them either didn't realize that or hadn't been able to figure out how to turn it off. Which confirmed that they were men.

      One man, in particular. Attorney General William Jenkins. Soon to be President William Jenkins, if the election next November played out the way it looked like it would.

      Shortly after they'd been stolen, Celina had traced the glasses to Jenkins' office in the Department of Justice building in Washington, D.C. She'd hacked into the security system there and confirmed it with the camera feeds from the office. The glasses had sat there for a little while until Jenkins had finally found someone smart enough to tell him what the glasses were.

      Once they started to move again, Celina tracked them to a wealthy town in Westchester County, outside of New York City. To the home of an old acquaintance of Celina's, in fact. Kat Nestrom. A woman.

      Which is why the GPS tracking signal stopped shortly after the glasses arrived.

      Kat was no fool. She and Celina had led remarkably similar lives. Both the daughters of tech innovators who had changed the world, cashed out when the world got its grubby mitts on their hardware, then changed the world again. Kat's father, Christopher Nestrom, had designed the first PC an actual human would want to use, then essentially perfected the mobile phone. Celina's father had worked on the back-end, pioneering the way information moved through the internet, then developed the cryptographic techniques that were now ubiquitous for information security around the world.

      And both, coincidentally, had been working on a pair of augmented reality glasses when they died in sudden, unexpected ways.

      When Cam's glasses arrived, Kat did the first thing that Celina would have done. She figured out what signals the glasses were sending and shut them down. From what Celina understood, Christopher Nestrom had turned his workshop into a Faraday cage of sorts. Kat might have brought the glasses down there and got lucky, or she might have actually disabled the GPS. Either way, she'd done the smart thing and switched off Celina's ability to track the glasses.

      So, Celina would do the next best thing. She'd contact Kat directly.

      Cam came into the kitchen in pajama bottoms and a t-shirt, his bare feet padding over the tile, his shaggy hair still mussed from sleep and sex. He stretched like a cat, his arms reaching up toward the ceiling, lifting the bottom of his shirt to expose the ridged muscles of his belly, the sharp V that led below the waistline of his bottoms. By force of habit and irresistible attraction, Celina's eyes traced the line of that V. Her body instantly heated.

      She was addicted to that man. She had no idea why, but she'd given up fighting it a long time ago. It was instinctive. Chemical. She couldn't keep her hands off of him. Couldn't keep her legs off of him. Couldn't keep anything off of him. She wanted to ravage his body every fucking time she saw him, smelled him, heard the low tones of his voice, the heat of his whisper against her ear, the soft touch of his hands on her.

      She groaned involuntarily.

      Cam came out of his stretch and looked at her, then smiled that sly smile that also drove Celina wild, and walked around the counter to stand behind her. He nuzzled her neck, slipped his hands under her shirt and ran them slowly down the sides of her breasts, across the flat of her belly, under the band of her loose sweatpants and over her bare thighs. Celina let her head loll back, giving Cam more access to her neck. She reached behind and put her hands on his ass, pulled him against her from behind, felt him stiffen.

      She was addicted, hopelessly and irrecoverably addicted. There was no point in resisting.

      By the time they finished, Celina's bare ass was on the counter, Cam standing naked between her legs. Her coffee was cold on the tray of the coffee maker, the laptop shoved against the backsplash of the counter.

      "Good morning," said Cam with a smile once he'd caught his breath.

      Celina kissed him deep, sucking hard on his lower lip. "Fucking great morning, I'd say."

      "Didn't mean to interrupt you," Cam said, turning to the coffee machine. Celina admired his muscular ass and his long, lithe, wide-shouldered back. He dumped out Celina's cold cup and started another one, then pulled a cup from the cabinet for himself.

      "No need to apologize," said Celina, hopping off the counter and collecting her clothes. She grabbed Cam's pants and t-shirt and threw them at him, then dressed herself.

      "What were you up to?"

      "Working on your glasses," she said.

      "Yeah?" He handed her the cup of coffee, then turned back to the machine and started his own. "What did you find out?"

      "Jenkins finally pulled his head out of his ass, took them to someone who knows what they're doing."

      "Well, he is a busy man. You know, keeping crime off the streets, taking bribes, running for president." He drummed his fingers on the counter while he waited for his coffee. "Who'd he take them to?"

      "An old friend of mine," Celina said, leaning against the counter and sipping her drink.

      Cam had interrupted her before she'd had her first sip. Sex was always a good thing to wake up to, but the rich, heady scent of the coffee, the smooth bite of it as it hit her tongue, was what Celina's body always craved in the morning.

      "The daughter of a friend of my father's," Celina continued. "You met him, actually. You probably met her, too."

      "What's her name?" asked Cam, turning and bringing his steaming cup to his lips.

      "Her dad was Christopher Nestrom," Celina said, watching those lips slip around the rim of his glass cup. Fucking addicted. "Her name is Kat."

      Cam choked a bit on his coffee, and Celina felt a stab of jealousy at the look on his face. She figured he and Kat might have a history. Cam had told her the story of his time with the Nestroms. Two or three Christmases ago, now. It was a good story, full of mystery and intrigue, greed and lies, and a murderous family. And, she had always assumed, a fair amount of sex. Kat and Celina had similar attitudes toward men, and toward sex. And Cam was hard to pass up.

      Celina had assumed as much. But seeing it confirmed by the stricken look on Cam's face sent a jolt of jealousy through her that she'd never felt before. Cam was hers. She wasn't about to share. Not even with Cam's past.

      It was ridiculous. She had a past riddled with lovers. Cam was entitled to his own. It was unfair of Celina to be jealous of someone Cam had been with years before. Celina was smarter than that. She was bigger than that. Jealousy was something that weak people felt, people who didn't believe in their own worth.

      She kept her eyes on Cam's face as he wiped the spilled coffee from his face. She brought her cup to her lips, took another rich, biting sip, and tried to pretend the jealousy she felt wasn't real.
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      Cam nearly choked on his coffee when Celina said the name.

      Kat Nestrom.

      He should have guessed. Perry Maxwell and Christopher Nestrom were the only two people on the planet who could have invented augmented reality glasses that actually worked. And Celina and Kat were the only two people smart enough to continue what their fathers had started.

      According to the tech news sites, Perry and Christopher had once been rivals, then had become friends once they'd both become unfathomably wealthy and disillusioned with the tech world. And, according to Celina, William Jenkins had been Perry's political protégé for a time, so it made sense that he would have met the Nestrom family at one point or another. Given the circumstances the last time Celina and Jenkins had met, Jenkins couldn't come to Celina for advice on the glasses. His only recourse would be Kat Nestrom.

      The same Kat Nestrom Cam had spent a wild Christmas with two years earlier. The same Kat Nestrom Cam had slept with, and who hadn't wanted Cam to leave.

      The same Kat Nestrom who had helped her family kill their father.

      "He took the glasses to Kat?" said Cam.

      Celina nodded as she sipped her coffee, her eyes watching Cam closely.

      He didn't know why he felt so nervous all of a sudden. Kat was in his past. He'd been with her for three wild days. He'd met her on a train, had never seen her before, and hadn't talked to her since. She didn't even know Cam's real name. He'd been using his Sam Davis alias that whole time. What they had was a fling, an intense, crazy fling. What he had with Celina was real. There was no comparison.

      He knew that. And Celina did, too. Didn't she?

      "So what do you think we should do?" asked Cam. "Do you want to steal them back?"

      Celina shook her head. "That would be fun," she said, "but I don't think it'll be necessary." She took another sip of coffee. "Kat and I go way back. I'll just give her a call."

      "And what? Ask her to give the glasses back?"

      Celina frowned and nodded slowly.

      "You're right," she said. "It probably won't be that easy." She frowned for a moment longer, then snapped her fingers and looked up at Cam, her face bright. "I know." She smiled broadly. "I'll invite her out here."

      Cam could feel the blood drain from his face.

      "What?" His voice came out in a weak croak. He cleared his throat. "Why would you do that?"

      "It's always easier to talk to someone in person," Celina said. She drained her cup and set it in the sink, then came over to Cam, put her hands on his hips, and pulled them hard against hers. "I can be very persuasive in person."

      Cam laughed nervously and threw back the rest of his own coffee. Kat Nestrom and Celina Maxwell were two of the strongest, most brilliant people he'd ever met. If the two of them got together, they could reinvent the entire world.

      And if the two of them got together with him in the room and things went sideways, they could burn the whole world down.

      Cam put his arms around Celina and kissed her deep. The feel of her in his arms, of her pressed against him, of her soft lips on his, it calmed him. He loved Celina. He knew that in his core. He'd never loved anyone like he loved Celina. And she knew that, too. Cam had nothing to worry about.

      Celina smiled at him, then turned away. She picked up her phone from the counter to look up Kat's number.

      There was no reason for Cam to be nervous. Kat was in his past, and she would stay there. They were all adults. They could work together productively and let the past be the past.

      He rinsed his cup and set it back in the machine. He definitely needed another coffee.

      Celina spent fifteen minutes on the phone with Kat, but that was enough for them to arrange for Kat to come out to Celina's house in just two days. Celina offered to send her jet to pick Kat up, but Kat demurred. She had some business to attend to in Silicon Valley, she said, so she'd come on her own jet.

      Rich people.

      Unlike a lot of people in her financial circumstances, Celina didn't have staff beyond what her father had employed before his untimely death. A housekeeper came in once a week to tidy things. A chef came in twice a week to prep meals. Celina made sure to call them both and let them know there would be a house guest coming in. They asked how long the guest would be saying. Cam gulped when Celina said she didn't know.

      Things were weird for the next two days between Cam and Celina. They did the same things and said the same things, but there was a frenetic tension behind it all that wasn't usually there. Cam didn't know if the tension was coming from Celina or if he was projecting his own nervousness. Cam kept reminding himself that there was nothing wrong, that the problem was all in his head. But the tension remained, all the same. They both pretended not to notice it, but by the time the day of Kat's arrival came, they were bouncing off of each other like superheated atoms in a pressurized chamber.

      Celina could have ordered a car to pick Kat up from the airport, but she decided to do it herself, instead. From Celina's home on the ocean side of the Golden Gate Bridge, they drove down Route 1 toward Half Moon Bay, where Celina had instructed Kat to land. It was a cool, sunny day, so they took Celina's four-seater Aston Martin DB12 convertible. She took the corners like a Formula 1 driver and the Aston responded in kind, the twelve-cylinder engine roaring along with the sound of the sea to Cam's left.

      The day could not have been more beautiful. The sun sparkled off the blue-grey water, spreading out to the horizon in every direction. Dark rocks jutting from the curves of the land formed a stark, scenic contrast to the white foam crashing against them. Lines of pelicans, massive wings spread wide, glided over the water, searching behind the waves for schools of fish to dive-bomb and eat.

      The two-lane road wound like a serpent through the green and yellow scrub that clung to the steep hillside above them to Cam's left, and the cliffs to his right were steep enough and stark enough to give just a bit more thrill to the high-speed turns that Celina pushed the Aston through. As if Cam's stomach needed more to churn about. The closer they got to the airport, the more he felt like he would just hang his head over the side of the car and let his barf spray all over the road behind them.

      Celina wore large black sunglasses and a scarf over her head to keep her hair from flying. She looked like Audrey Hepburn, if Audrey Hepburn were a bit more beautiful and a hell of a lot more bad-ass. Celina turned to Cam, saw him watching her, and grinned back as she took a fifty-degree curve at seventy miles per hour without even looking.

      Cam's seat belt was already securely buckled. His hands were so tight around the oh-shit handles he'd lost feeling in them. He trusted Celina, but centrifugal force was centrifugal force, so he hung on as best he could and tried to enjoy the ride.

      He'd enjoy it more if knew what to expect at the end of it. Despite the unspoken tension, Celina had acted oddly breezy about the whole thing for the last two days. He wasn't surprised that she would be totally fine with meeting an ex-lover of Cam's, but her overly-casual attitude felt somehow off to him.

      Cam and Celina had only been together for a little while. Their one-year anniversary would be on March 4, just over two months away. But they'd spent more time together in ten months than some married couples spend in ten years. He knew her pretty well by now. Celina was not the kind of woman that anyone could ever know completely, but Cam had developed some reliable instincts over the last ten months, and his instincts were telling him that all was not as it seemed with Celina right now.

      Kat Nestrom was the opposite. He'd only known her for three days or so, and that was two years ago. In those three days, Kat had met him on a train, whisked him to her house for the holiday, introduced him to her family, fucked his brains out over and over, killed her father, and tried to talk him into staying after he'd gained enough leverage to convince her family to let him leave with his life. She was gorgeous, impulsive, headstrong, and unbelievably smart. Before Celina, Kat was the most formidable person Cam had ever met.

      Celina had taken that title from her. And now the two of them were going to meet. Head-to-head. Two great champions battling for the title of the Greatest of All Time.

      And yet somehow Cam felt like he might end up feeling like the goat in the end.
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      It wasn't a test. Celina didn't test her boyfriends.

      To be fair, she'd never had a boyfriend. No one had ever passed her tests before.

      But this wasn't a test. She would never test Cam. Tests were for those needy, insecure girls who spent half their day doing their hair and makeup, the other half of the day picking out their outfit, then spent all night clinging to the arm of some boring loser who was only using them for sex. They would test their loser boyfriends to assure themselves that their instincts were wrong, that he wasn't leering at that carbon-copy tit balloon across the bar, that he wasn't cheating on her every time she turned her back.

      Tests were for fucking idiots. And Celina was the furthest thing from an idiot.

      Which made the churning in her gut all the more inexplicable. It had started the moment she saw where the tracking dot on her laptop was headed. Cam had told her all about that crazy Christmas at the Nestrom's. It read straight out of an Agatha Christie novel. Locked in by a winter storm. A murder whodunit. Cam bargaining for his life at the end, promising not to tell the authorities what he knew.

      And a torrid love affair with Kat Nestrom. The beautiful, beguiling Kat Nestrom.

      Good for Cam. Kat was smoking hot. Hell, Celina would fuck her. She almost had, one wild night when they were younger.

      But Celina was just as hot, just as smart. There was no reason for Cam to choose Kat over her. He'd never mentioned any regret about leaving her. She'd killed her father, for fuck's sake. Cam was anti-violence, said he had terrible luck with women because every woman he fell for turned out to be a murderer.

      Celina thanked whatever higher power did or did not exist in the universe that she hadn't pulled any triggers herself. Lord knows she would have, given the chance. Cam himself had talked her out of wringing fucking Vernon Stratham's neck when she'd had the chance.

      But Cam could change his mind. He could bend his own rules. Love could do that. Love worked in mysterious ways. Or maybe that was God. Whatever. Love made people do stupid shit.

      Was she actually insecure? Celina Maxwell, insecure about a man?

      Fuck.

      She gunned the engine on the DB12, the tires screeching as she drifted around one of California Route 1's iconic curves. She grinned over at Cam. He looked like he was about to blow chunks.

      Good.

      Celina couldn't help the thought. It just popped into her head. It wasn't fair. Cam hadn't done anything wrong. So he'd fucked Celina's biggest rival. So what? He hadn't cheated on her. She knew that because she was looking at his head on his shoulders, not mounted on the fucking wall in her game room.

      Now she was thinking vindictive thoughts. Jesus, what was wrong with her? If this was what having a boyfriend was like, she didn't want any part of it. She was behaving like all those idiot women she hated. Next thing you knew, she'd be looking at herself in the mirror, wondering if her ass was too flat and her tits too small.

      She had to pull her shit together.

      She pushed away the jealous thoughts and focused on the feel of the road. Through the leather steering wheel of the Aston, she could feel the texture of the asphalt, every groove and nook. She tuned into the rhythmic feel of the weight of the car shifting from the right tires to the left tires and back as she took the curves at speed, using the width of the road, letting the car drift where the curves were particularly sharp. She'd installed a sensor on all of her cars that would look a quarter mile down the road for oncoming traffic. A small green light on her console screen let her know the road ahead was clear.

      The way Celina drove, the airport at Half Moon Bay was only ten minutes down the road. Just a few miles north of Half Moon Bay itself, the tiny airport was Celina's destination of choice. It was close, it usually wasn't crowded, and the airstrip was just long enough to handle all but the most ostentatious of private jets.

      She glanced at the console screen again. She'd hacked the system long ago, of course, so she could display whatever she wanted. At the moment, the screen showed a real-time view of the location of Kat's plane. It was on final approach, just as Celina came through Moss Beach, the last curve before the airport. Perfect timing.

      She thought through the plan. Meet Kat on the strip, introduce her to Cam, watch them both for any sign of latent attraction, watch Cam for any hint of deception.

      Fuck. She was doing it again.

      Well, what the hell. Never hurt to be cautious, right?

      Since when was that a motto she believed in? That sounded more like something Cam and his mother, Paulie, would say. They were the ones who liked to research a job to death before going to work. Celina had to admit that it was smarter that way, but a lot less exciting. And it took way too long for her. Patience was not one of her strengths. Probably something she should try to work on.

      She started over. Get Kat, introduce Cam, go back to the house, and eat some food on the deck. It would be late afternoon by then, nearly dark. They'd eat, drink, talk, catch up, watch for signs of Cam's duplicity.

      Fuck.

      And then Celina would talk to Kat about the glasses.

      Celina figured one of two things was going on. Jenkins might have told Kat nothing, said he'd come across these odd glasses and was interested in learning more about them. Or he could have cut her in on a deal and promised to give Nestech, Inc. favorable treatment in his administration if she helped him out. He could have told her exactly how he'd found the glasses and told her his intentions.

      The problem was, Celina couldn't be sure what those intentions were. She and Cam had already struck their own deal with Jenkins. As far as Jenkins knew, the incriminating evidence they had about him—his dirty donors, his connections to organized crime, the hits his head of campaign finance had ordered on various individuals, including Celina's father—had been destroyed in exchange for Paulie's release from prison and a complete pardon for her past crimes. Jenkins had held up his end of the deal and, as far as he knew, Celina and Cam had held up theirs.

      It was bullshit, of course. Digital files were ubiquitous. Jenkins had to take Celina's word that there were no other copies. And Jenkins was no idiot. He'd be looking for more certainty.

      But what was his involvement, really? Celina had come away from their meeting feeling like Jenkins was in the dark about Stratham's dirty dealings, especially the murders. And Celina's bullshit detector was top of the line.

      Jenkins was a master politician, though. Her father had taught him everything he knew about managing people, navigating competing interests, dealing with large-scale issues and even larger-scale egos. But Jenkins had come into that training with a set of natural skills that were remarkable. His ability to control his emotions, to act on command, would have earned him a shelf full of Oscars if he'd gone to Hollywood instead of Washington. It was possible that he was good enough to fool even Celina's bullshit detector.

      Celina had to assume the worst. She had to assume that Jenkins knew all about the murders, that he'd even approved them. That would explain why, as far as Celina could tell, Vernon Stratham was still working in Jenkins' campaign, still in the same position of authority. She certainly hadn't seen any news stories about a scandal in the ranks of the leading contender for the presidency. And this would absolutely be a scandal, if the news broke.

      Which was all the more reason why Jenkins was unlikely to let it go.

      The question was Kat Nestrom. Was she a pawn in Jenkins' political chess game, or was she the queen about to make a key move to protect the king?

      Celina was about to find out.

      Kat's jet taxied to a stop outside the main hangar at the airport as Celina pulled the Aston onto the tarmac.

      "Do you mind waiting here for a minute?" Celina said to Cam. "I want to say hi myself before I blow her mind by introducing you."

      "She doesn't know I'm here?" asked Cam.

      "She knows I'm bringing my boyfriend, Cameron Hauk." Cam beamed at her. They didn't use the boyfriend/girlfriend words very often. Celina felt a little thrill herself when she said it. "But as far as she knows, you're Sam Davis."

      "Right." Cam nodded. "I'll wait here."

      Celina leaned over and gave him a long, deep, lingering kiss, running one hand up the inside of his thigh as she did. She felt Cam harden under her finger, gave the outline of his cock a quick, playful stroke with one finger.

      Gotta give the man something to think about when he sees Kat again.

      Celina got out of the car and stood by the front bumper as the ground crew chocked the jet's wheels and the engines whined down to a low idle, then stopped altogether, the swirly pattern in the front of the turbines slowly spinning to a halt. The jetway door popped open, then swung down, the gangway stairs unfolding gracefully as it did.

      Celina strolled toward the stairs, her arms folded, watching the dark doorway. Waiting.

      Kat would probably keep her waiting, anticipating, for a few moments longer. That was her style.

      Kinda bitchy. Kinda cool.

      Mostly bitchy.

      Fuck.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            4

          

        

      

    

    
      From inside the convertible, Cam watched Celina wait near the jetway stairs. His knee bounced uncontrollably in front of him. He chewed on his thumbnail.

      Why was he so nervous? He had zero interest in Kat Nestrom. Yes, she was gorgeous. So was Celina. Yes, she was stupid smart. So was Celina. There was nothing Kat could offer that Celina didn't already give him, and he and Celina had so much more. A deep connection, a boundless passion, a real love.

      It was real love, wasn't it? It felt like it to Cam. Did it feel that way to Celina, too?

      The wind kicked up, coming off the ocean in a stiff blast. The Half Moon Bay airport was right next to the water. Cam could literally walk a few hundred yards straight off the runway and off the cliff into the Pacific Ocean.

      In that moment, waiting for Kat to come out of the plane, the idea didn't sound half bad.

      He watched through the windshield as the wind streamed Celina's hair around her face, pressed her loose shirt against her back and her flowing high-waisted pants against her legs. It outlined her slim figure. Cam let his eye trace the curve of her ass, the line of her leg.

      Kat Nestrom had nothing on Celina Maxwell. Nothing.

      Celina took three slow steps forward toward the bottom of the stairs, and Cam's eyes traveled up them to the door of the plane. Kat Nestrom stood there.

      And his heart flipped three times.

      Or was it his stomach?

      It had to be his stomach. He felt like he might throw up.

      Kat stood at the top of the steps in a trim black business suit and large, dark sunglasses. Even from a distance, the suit commanded professional respect with its perfect cut and its obviously expensive material. With Kat's regal bearing, the look was intimidating as hell.

      Adding to the intimidation were a few extra touches. The high-heeled jet-black shoes, the low cut white blouse that revealed a deep wedge of chest and just a hint of the inside edges of Kat's breasts, the way the blazer and the pants accentuated every one of Kat's many curves. Where Celina exuded power, razor-sharp intelligence, and passion, Kat projected wealth, sex, and unassailable sovereignty. That was Kat in a nutshell. That image oozed from every one of her pores.

      Cam shrank down a little in the leather car seat and shifted so that most of his face, from Kat's angle, was hidden behind the post of the windshield. He watched through one unobstructed eye as Kat stepped down the stairs, her long, dark hair shimmering in the bright sunlight, streaming behind her like a silken sheet.

      The two women hugged—briefly, but warmly—and stood chatting for a moment before Celina gestured toward the Aston with one arm.

      Showtime.

      Cam took a deep breath and climbed out of the car, keeping his head down and his back turned toward the approaching women.

      "Kat Nestrom," said Celina, "I'd like you to meet Cam Hauk." She paused for a moment. Cam thought he heard a little steel in her voice when she added, "My boyfriend."

      Kat said, "It's a pleasure to meet the man who finally tamed⁠—"

      As Cam straightened and turned to face her, Kat's voice caught in her throat and her eyes went wide. She'd been holding her arm out to shake Cam's hand, but after a moment of surprise, she threw herself at him instead, wrapping her arms around his neck and burying her face against his skin.

      Instinctively, Cam's arms came up around her. He held her lightly, staring shocked and wide-eyed at Celina. She looked very annoyed.

      Kat ran one hand along the back of Cam's neck. The touch of her fingers and the floral scent of her perfume, warmed by her skin, brought back a flood of memories. Pleasant ones. Very pleasant ones.

      Uncomfortably pleasant ones.

      Kat pulled out of her hug, slid her hands to Cam's cheeks, and kissed him, full and long, on the lips, not giving Cam a moment to react, to step back, to break the embrace.

      The kiss held all the passion Cam remembered. He didn't return the passion—he no longer felt it for her—but his body remembered those lips. It remembered every curve and angle of the figure pressed against him. How could it forget?

      "Jesus, Kat," muttered Celina.

      Kat broke the kiss. She took a step back, running her tongue slowly over her lips, slid her hands down Cam's arms to his hands, held them as she scanned his body from head to foot and back again. She looked at him, her dark eyes shadowed with lust.

      He remembered that look, too.

      "You look good, Sam," she said, her voice a low growl.

      "Um..."

      Celina stood beside Cam, slid her arm around his waist and pulled him hard against her side.

      "He does look good, doesn't he?" she said with a smile that said I will eat your guts raw and grin while I do it. Cam wasn't quite sure if that smile was for Kat or for him. Probably both.

      "And his name is Cam," Celina continued, "not Sam."

      Kat's brow furrowed as she glanced from Celina back to Cam. Cam nodded.

      Kat's expression shifted to one of amused intrigue. She gave his body another quick scan.

      "Well, well," she said, her tone sultry. "What other surprises do you have for me?"

      Celina pulled open the car door and flicked the lever to flip the passenger seat forward.

      "You can sit in the back, Cam," she said, then glared at Kat. "Behind me."

      Cam cleared his throat and got into the car.

      This was going to be a lovely visit.

      The drive home was uneventful. The wind was so loud that Cam could barely hear what they were saying in front, and they weren't turning to talk to him, anyway, so he just sat back and tuned out, closing his eyes and letting the whipping wind and the crashing waves ease the nausea he felt from the twists and turns in the road and the tension in the air.

      When they arrived, Celina's chef had put out a beautiful spread on the deck and pushed back the sliding wall so that the living room flowed unbroken to the outside air. They all dug in with relish, sitting at one end of a long outdoor table. Celina and Kat chatted about friends and colleagues they had in common, catching up and making small talk.

      The tension from the airport seemed to have drifted away on the wind during the car ride. Cam mostly sat and listened and watched the two friends reunite, marveling at the subtle shifts in Celina's energy as she slid back into old habits, old ways of being around this woman she'd known since she was a child. In many ways, they were very similar, with their backgrounds, their wealth, their beauty, their personal tragedy.

      But in a few ways—a few very important ways—they couldn't be more different.

      The sun dropped to the horizon while they ate and treated them to a gorgeous sunset at the end of the meal. Celina pressed a button on a remote control and ignited both the fire pit on the deck and the fireplace inside the house.

      When they had all eaten their fill, they moved to the lounge chairs around the fire pit, glasses of white wine in hand.

      Between the food, the wine, and the tension that was still palpable, Cam felt sleepy when his head hit the back cushion of the lounge chair. Kat excused herself to change out of her business suit. Celina offered to show her to her room, but Kat waved her off. She was going to snoop around the house at some point anyway, she said. Might as well get it done now.

      Celina took the chair beside Cam, already slid close enough for them to touch each other easily.

      "Kat seems to remember you," she said lightly.

      Cam sighed. "I noticed that."

      Celina put her hand on Cam's thigh, stroked the inside lightly.

      "How much did you notice?"

      Cam turned his head toward her on the cushion. She turned hers to him.

      Cam gazed at the line of her cheekbone, gilded in the glow of the fire pit. He reached out and ran the back of his hand over it, across her cheek. He touched the back of one finger to her full, soft lips. She pursed them, kissing his finger lightly. She caught it between her teeth and bit down lightly. Her gorgeous, beguiling green eyes watched him, glittering in the firelight.

      "There's nothing between us anymore," Cam said softly.

      She stared at him for a long moment. He let himself fall into her stare.

      "I think she'd disagree."

      Cam set his wine glass on the deck, took Celina's hand in his, and rolled onto one shoulder to face her. He kissed the back of her hand, then her fingers, then rolled it and kissed her palm. He held her hand warm against his cheek.

      "She can think what she wants," he said. "She can do what she wants."

      "She can be very convincing."

      "True," Cam nodded. "But I know what I want."

      "Mmm," Celina smiled slyly. "Do you?"

      The sky had darkened, and the shadows of the fire cast her face in a gorgeous, golden light. Cam felt a swelling in his chest. It took him a moment to realize what it was.

      It was love.

      "I do," said Cam, and he'd never meant it more. He wanted to spend every day with Celina Maxwell, every day for the rest of his life. Nothing would make him happier.

      "That's good," said Celina, her smile spreading. Then the smile faltered. "But I know Kat. She's not going to give up easily."

      "She can try," said Cam, though he hoped she wouldn't. "But it takes two people to make a relationship."

      "Three works, too," said Kat, her voice distant, "if they're naughty."

      Cam and Celina sat up and turned to look behind them. Kat sauntered through the open doors from the living room, dressed in flowing white pajama pants, a white camisole, and a long, fuzzy white cardigan sweater. From a distance, it looked like a normal set of pajamas, but as she came closer, into the light of the fire, Cam could see that the pants and the camisole were made of some kind of sheer fabric. In most light, they looked silky. But when the light caught them just right—and the firelight seemed to be just right quite often as Kat sauntered toward them—Cam could clearly see the dark areolae of her nipples, the swell and curve of her breasts, and a thin, tidy strip of her dark pubic hair below her waistband. In the right light, the outfit left nothing to the imagination. Kat might as well have been naked.

      Which, Cam was sure, was exactly what she wanted him to imagine.

      She slowed her walk as she approached, being sure to give them both plenty of time to watch, then slid a third chair up on the other side of Cam, even closer than Celina's chair, and lay down, stretching her arms above her head and arching her back before settling down.

      "Jesus fuck, Kat," muttered Celina.

      Kat turned her head toward them both, her expression as open and innocent as freshly fallen snow.

      "What?" she said lightly. "Did I interrupt something? What are we talking about?" Her eyes glittered in the firelight as she gave a wicked grin.

      "Okay," said Celina, standing from her chair and draining the last swallow of her wine. "I think I'll put on my pajamas, too." She turned to Kat. "My real pajamas."

      "You don't like them?" asked Kat, looking down at her outfit and pulling the shirt down as if she were inspecting it. Instead, all she did was pull the fabric tight enough that Cam could clearly see the curve of her breasts and the peak of her nipples, hard in the cool night air, even without the right lighting.

      "I'll bring you a blanket," said Celina, "before those giant nipples of yours freeze off."

      Cam listened to them spar. Some men would be overjoyed to have two beautiful women fighting over him, but Cam just felt sick to his stomach.

      He was a thief, and a damn good one. When it came to a job, he could boldly break into a secure facility or play a role and fool someone to get information or distract them. He did his homework, came prepared, and had the skills to handle anything. He feared nothing and no one.

      But, like most people, when it came to real life he preferred to avoid confrontation. And when it came to women, he'd always been fairly passive. He'd been lucky enough that women had always approached him.

      And now he had Celina. That was all he needed, all he wanted. The last thing he wanted was Kat Nestrom trying to steal him away.

      Celina disappeared through the open wall into the living room. Kat tossed her long hair back and turned to her side on the lounge chair, facing Cam and propping her head on her elbow against the back of the chair.

      She was a beautiful woman, and she knew it, knew how to use every bit of her sexuality to get what she wanted. The firelight limbed the curves of her body. It reflected in her dark eyes, like the fire was burning inside her instead of the fire pit.

      She set her free hand on the curve of her hip and arched one eyebrow at Cam.

      "It's good to see you"—she frowned for a moment—"Cam."

      She laughed, a light, entrancing sound. She moved the hand from her hip and set it on Cam's hand in a friendly, playful way that Cam knew was anything but.

      "It's going to take me a minute to get used to that," she said.

      She ran her hand lightly, casually, up Cam's forearm.

      "Looks like it's just you and me," she said, watched her hand trace over his skin. She flicked her gaze up to his eyes from under her lashes. "What should we do?"

      Cam gulped.

      "Cam." Celina stepped out of the darkness back onto the deck. "Why don't you come upstairs with me and get changed?"

      "Coming," he said gratefully, springing up from the lounge chair and rushing inside with Celina. She glared at Kat, took Cam by the elbow, and led him inside.

      Yep, he was right. This was going to be a lovely visit.
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      Celina did her best to control her fury.

      Her best, in this case, was not great.

      She wanted to smash Kat in her beautiful face with the sharp end of a moving bullet. She wanted to rip those gorgeous tits off her fucking body.

      And she wasn't any happier with Cam, either. He'd just sat there, gaping, while Kat lay there basically naked and threw herself at him. Celina wanted to scream at Cam, punch him in the face, and kick his ass. And then fuck his brains out, just to show Kat that she could. Or scream and punch and kick while she was fucking him.

      That wasn't too far off of reality, some nights.

      Fucking hell, Celina. She shook her head. Get your shit together.

      She pushed Cam up the stairs to their bedroom, pushed him a little faster, a little rougher than necessary, all of these thoughts spinning through her mind.

      Fucking Kat Nestrom.

      Celina loved that bitch. They'd been peas in a gold-lined pod when they were growing up. They had the same attitude toward men and toward life. They took the world by storm, drinking and fucking and throwing their money around like sailors on shore leave at night, then leading parts of their fathers' business like bad-ass bosses during the day, effortlessly making decisions middle-aged middle managers had sweated over for weeks, and minting money while they did it. They were both gifted with the same attitudes, the same acumen, the same assets.

      And the same taste in men, it seemed.

      Celina loved Kat, and she fucking hated that bitch.

      They'd fought over men in the past, competed with each other. But that was always for a one-night stand or a quickie against the bathroom wall. It was just a game, and men were easy targets. There weren't many men out there who would say no to a woman asking for a quick fuck, let alone a fuckbomb like her or Kat. It was quick and easy and the men were just betting tickets at a horse track, important for the moment, but ripped up and thrown on the floor without a second thought once the race was over.

      But Cam was different. He was no one-night stand. Cam was the real deal.

      And Celina was pretty sure Kat felt the same way.

      Same taste in men, right?

      Fucking bitch.

      They got upstairs to their bedroom and Celina pushed Cam through the door. He turned around, expecting her to say something, but she just stalked past him into the changing area instead.

      The changing area was a large, square room with doors on all four sides. One door led to the bedroom, where Celina had come from. In the center of the room was a low tufted bench flanked by two valet stands. The stands had a wide tray for jewelry, a low shelf for shoes, fixed hangers for shirts and pants, and a tall hook for dresses or suit coats. Along the walls were dressers holding their jewelry, t-shirts, underwear, and pajamas. The doors on either side of the room led to large walk-in closets that held the rest of their clothes, one for Cam and one for Celina. The fourth door led to their large bathroom, with a soaking tub with plenty of room for two and a massive doorless shower, as well as vanities and the usual bathroom fixtures.

      Everywhere Celina looked, she saw a place that she and Cam had made love. The tufted bench, the floor of the changing area, bent over the dressers, pressed against the racks of clothes in the walk-in closets, in the shower, in the tub, on the tub, even on the fucking toilet.

      And everywhere she looked, Celina couldn't help but see images of Cam fucking Kat in all those same places.

      She swore softly, yanked off her rings and earrings and threw them onto the changing stand, and practically broke the buttons from her blouse as she undid them. She still hadn't gotten control of herself, and the last thing she wanted to do was unleash some lame-ass tirade on Cam. If he saw her crazy jealous side—the one she didn't even know she had until a few days ago—she'd push him away. By the end of the night, he'd be begging Kat to take him away from his fucked-up girlfriend. And Kat would be more than happy to oblige.

      Celina removed her blouse and bra and shimmied out of her
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