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In Marlowe’s Maverick , Rachelle Vaughn introduces Ryan, Gavin, and Coop—the sexy hockey players who despite not sharing a last name, are brothers at heart. And for Gavin Bozymowski, the thrill of a lifetime is about to arrive in a surprising package… 


Red Valley, California seemed like a good place for Marin Marlowe to start over and reinvent herself. Here, cleaning houses for a living, Marin scrubs toilets, washes windows, and dreams of a more meaningful relationship than the one she has with the paper towel hunk and the bald guy on the cleanser she uses. The upside of her thankless job gives her a behind-the-scenes look at Red Valley’s wealthiest residents. At Gavin Bozymowski’s house, she likes what she sees behind door number one. A peek inside his massive walk-in closet reveals rows upon rows of custom-made suits and more designer ties than she could shake her mop at. Her newest client might spend most of his time traveling, but when he’s home, Marin can’t resist the sharp-dressing, smooth-talking hockey player.
After Gavin wakes up to find a gorgeous stranger standing at the foot of his bed, he wishes his heart wasn’t off limits. When Gavin shows Marin the finer things in life, she wishes she wasn’t so far out of his league—and out of his reach. A rough-and-tumble guy like Gavin giving her the romance she’s always dreamed about? Seems bizarre! Then again, crazier things have happened under the sunny California sky.
Marin is sure she has no place in a community like Harlequin Hills, but Gavin knows differently. Marin belongs here with him, and convincing this sexy, stubborn woman will be a challenge no bad boy could resist…

Connect with Rachelle Online:
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Visit www.rachellevaughn.com for updates and subscribe to Rachelle Vaughn’s newsletter for exclusive content, giveaways, and special offers!
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Dear Reader,

Welcome to the Bad Boys of Hockey trilogy!
In Riley’s Rebel, you met Ryan, Gavin, and Coop—three sizzling hockey hunks who are brothers at heart. And for Gavin Bozymowski, the surprise of a lifetime is about to arrive on his doorstep in a mysterious package. Gavin has done some growing up—all of the Copper Punch Boys have—and has even made peace with his hell-raiser brother, but Marin Marlowe is barely keeping her head above water. The prestigious gated community of Harlequin Hills in sunny Red Valley, California seems like a good place to start over.
Marlowe’s Maverick is a book about two wonderful, heart-bruised people who have nearly stopped believing in love, even though it’s blooming all around them. Oh, and did I mention that a wild cougar isn’t the only predator prowling their normally quiet little community? Yep, there’s a mountain lion in the area, but it’s not the one causing all the trouble.


Welcome to the neighborhood!
Rachelle Vaughn






  
  Prologue



Thirteen years ago
Copper Punch Cove, Alaska

Gavin Bozymowski scooted off the mattress and tiptoed out of the tiny room he shared with his older brother. He didn’t have to worry about his bed squeaking and waking anyone up because his mom could never afford to buy him a real bed frame. The flimsy mattress he slept on on the floor was shoved into the corner to make the most of the small space.
His brother was sprawled across the second-hand futon that served as his bed. The only time Bron looked peaceful was when he was asleep. The rest of the time he was busy fighting his way out of their hometown of Copper Punch Cove, Alaska, literally and figuratively.
Gavin had chosen a different route of getting back at fate for dumping him in a single-wide in the shittiest part of town. He directed all of his energy into hockey while secretly hoping the sport he loved with every beat of his twelve-year-old heart would be his ticket out.
Bron could fight every kid in their school until he was bruised and bloody, but until he formulated an escape plan, there was no way he was going to get out alive. Or without sharing the same fate as their mother anyway. Madelyn Bozymowski worked three jobs to put food on the table and a leaky roof over their heads. She could have given up hope years ago and given in to the siren call of drug and alcohol abuse, but she’d put her head down and her nose to the grindstone and worked her ass off so her sons wouldn’t be out on the street.
So, Gavin took a page from his mother’s book and worked his ass off, too. Except he knew he wouldn’t settle for mediocre. Top Ramen and food-service jobs were not in his future. He’d one-up his mom and make her proud of him in the process.
In the trailer’s only bathroom, Gavin sighed and looked at himself in the mirror. What stared back at him was familiar. The features—the thick dark eyelashes and strong powerful gaze—had been passed down to him through the generations. He saw a nose he’d grow into, grayish blue eyes he’d inherited from his father, and shaggy hair his mom was always nagging at him to get cut. But a trip to the barber wasn’t free, so he went without. She’d already been generous enough to buy him hand-me-down hockey gear and that shit wasn’t cheap. But it was essential.
People said Gavin looked like his father and he had to carry that knowledge around with him for the rest of his life. On occasion, both he and Bron had to hear how they were a “spitting image” of their father—whatever that meant. What it meant to Gavin was that every time he looked into a mirror, he was reminded of the man who had left them way too soon.
Now he and Bron were fatherless and their mom was saddled with a mountain of debt. Why couldn’t someone else’s dad have died in place of Gavin’s? If things were different, then Gavin wouldn’t have to worry about his mom so much and be the one to look out for his brother even though Bron was older. Two years might not sound like a lot, but the gap between them felt more like twenty. Most days it didn’t even feel like they were related.
Grief and stress did strange things to the body. At twelve, Gavin had already found a few gray hairs and several had sprinkled in around his ears. Hoping they were simply a fluke, he’d secretly used his mom’s tweezers and taken care of them. He wished he could blame the premature gray on his current female troubles, but the girls at school were simply flaky and a little wacko. He had no trouble reeling them in. It was the getting them to stick around part he was having difficulty with.
He shoved thoughts of Hayden and her long silky hair aside. What did he care that she’d dumped him with no explanation?
Getting ready didn’t take long. A comb through the hair and a couple swipes of deodorant later, Gavin was ready to go. Finished in the bathroom, he went back to his room and dressed for the rink.
He was careful to be extra quiet because his mom was just getting to bed after working the graveyard shift at the diner. She could have chosen to escape the hell of living without the love of her life by sticking a needle in her arm, but she’d decided to provide for her boys by any means necessary. And that included standing on her feet for eighteen-plus hours a day, juggling more jobs than a single mom should have to.
Gavin dressed warmly and doubled up his socks, knowing his toes would freeze without the extra insulation. Located north of Fairbanks, the weather in Copper Punch Cove was cold enough to have ice outside and winter lasted from mid-October to early April.
“You off to play pond hockey with the freaks?” his brother asked from his bed.
Gavin ignored the jab about his two best friends and shoved his arms into his jacket. “Wanna come? We could use a fourth.”
Bron snorted so vigorously he started coughing.
“Sshh,” Gavin hissed. “Mom’s asleep.”
Even though the doors were closed, the walls in their trailer were paper thin and Bron had the annoying habit of thinking about himself above everyone else.
“I guess that’s a no,” Gavin snapped at his brother. “I’ll be back in time to walk with you to school.”
“Not going.”
Gavin’s shoulders slumped and he quickly straightened them. Looking disappointed would only make his brother dig his heels in even more. “You know what Mom said about you missing any more classes…”
“She’ll get over it. Give those two fucktards you call friends a big, wet kiss for me.”
The only thing Bron hated more than hockey was Gavin’s friends. Gavin suspected the hatred was simply veiled jealousy because he’d never been able to find anyone who’d have his back like Ryan Wade and Charlie Cooper. What was especially great about Wader and Coop was the fact that they didn’t give a shit about Gavin’s living conditions. They simply liked Gavin for who he was and because he had mad skills on the hockey rink.
Scowling, Gavin grabbed his stick and his bag of gear and headed out the door, careful not to slam it behind him, even if he wanted to.
He had no desire to follow in his brother’s sloshy footsteps. That’s why he was up at the butt-crack of dawn when the mercury was hovering below freezing. Because he had skills to develop and a talent to hone and he couldn’t do that while lying around on a busted futon feeling sorry for himself.
The full force of the frigid wind blasted his face, but he put his head down and walked into it. In Alaska, the achingly cold winters lasted for what felt like forever. Lucky for Gavin, he loved playing hockey as much as he didn’t mind the cold. Hockey was a sport so complex it kept him from getting bored.
And pond hockey was freedom, and he wouldn’t trade that for anything.
The chilly temperature was perfect for playing pond hockey. Once he and the boys started playing and got their heart rates up, they wouldn’t even notice the nip in the air.
A lot of people grumbled and complained about winter and how they were tired of shoveling endless amounts of snow, but Gavin never wanted the season to end. As long as winter held on with icy, brittle fingers, he could shoot pucks at the pond with his friends, playing chicken with the daylight as the sun sunk behind the mountains. Those were the few times when he was truly happy.
Ryan would have that fierce and determined look on his face and Coop would crack jokes about anything and everything. And Gavin would fling the puck into the yawning net and then take in the beauty of the wilderness sprawling around them. He smiled during those times because all three of them were working toward the same goal.
The pond was up ahead in the distance and Gavin knew he’d better pick up the pace if he wanted to get there before Coop. Ryan would be the first one there. He always was. Not because he had a shitty home life to escape but because he was determined to become the greatest Alaskan-born hockey player the United National Hockey League had ever seen.
Gavin quickened his pace into a jog, making sure to keep his steps flat-footed to avoid taking a header into the slippery packed snow. Ryan was going to have to start getting up earlier in the morning because Gavin planned to get to the UNHL first.
Gavin would miss his mother—Bron not so much—but he figured that once he left Copper Punch after he graduated, she’d be grateful for having one less mouth to feed.
“Damn,” Gavin grumbled to himself as he reached the pond. He should have gotten up earlier, but he’d tossed and turned all night long.
Ryan and Coop looked up when they heard him approach.
Ryan frowned. “You’re late.”
“Hayden broke up with me,” Gavin replied, still a little dazed. It wasn’t a valid excuse, he knew that, but she’d been the sole reason for his sleepless night.
“She finally realize you’re not Mr. Popular Braydon Raines?” Coop asked.
Braydon Raines was the most popular guy in their seventh-grade class and was captain of the basketball team. You name it, he had it. Everything was handed to that kid. Good grades, pretty girls…
“That sucks,” Ryan said, the frown still on his face. Being late for the Sunday game had put the frown there in the first place, and Gavin’s excuse caused it to stick around for the duration.
Girls.
What good were they anyway? They always expected you to read their minds. And when you didn’t say or do the “right” thing, they freaked out and went ballistic on you. And broke up with you so they could live happily ever after with some douche named Braydon Raines.
“She was psycho anyway,” Coop supplied. “I heard she—”
“Coop.” Ryan shot Coop a warning look. Now was not the time to make matters worse.
“Sorry, bud,” Coop apologized to Gavin. “Did she at least let you get to third base?”
Gavin grunted his response and plopped down onto the bench. Suddenly he didn’t feel like playing hockey today. This kind of heartbreak made his twelve-year-old body ache. First Rissa and then Hayden. He’d dated half the girls’ softball team before he realized they were all just out to get him. To break his heart and bail when someone more popular came along.
He’d said the L word to Hayden and look where that got him.
And no, she hadn’t allowed him to run the bases. He didn’t know which was worse. Getting his heart stomped on, or not being able to say he’d touched a girl’s boobs.
“I say we vow to stay away from girls altogether,” Ryan suggested.
“And what?” Coop chimed in. “Become monks or something?”
“No. I just mean that we don’t let ‘em get too close, you know? Have a little fun and then sayonara.”
“Sounds like a plan to me,” Gavin said with gusto. It was the best idea Ryan had had all year.
The idea of not having a girl on his arm at school dances and functions might take some getting used to, but not having to feel this sick feeling in his gut appealed in more ways than one. “Sign me up.”
“What about you, Coop?”
“I’m in like Flynn.”
“So, do we pinkie swear or do a blood oath, or what?”
“Pinkie swear.”
“Pinkie swear,” Ryan and Gavin answered quickly.
Gavin put on his skates and laced them up with renewed enthusiasm. Hockey had never once let him down. Hayden and Rissa and all those other girls could choke on their rich new boyfriends. Gavin would get his someday, along with a fat contract from the UNHL team of his choice.
“Daylight’s burnin’,” Ryan said.
Coop nodded. “Let’s get a game goin’, fellas.”
After a few hours on the ice, all Gavin wanted to do was head home, scrounge up something to eat, and bone up for his English test the next day. But Ryan was like a dog with a bone and would shoot pucks until the old man in the sky dimmed the lights and shooed them home.
So, Gavin stayed and lined up a row of pucks in front of the net to practice his shooting accuracy. He’d rather fail English than have Ryan and Coop make the freshman hockey team without him. He’d rather break his own stick in half than have those two idiots leave him behind in Copper Punch while they went out and made names for themselves.
Gavin would head back to the rink after school every day that week and put a couple more hours in on the ice. His mom worked late every night, so he didn’t have to worry about rushing home. Bron would be on his own, but Gavin didn’t have any control over his brother’s shitty decisions. Bron would make them whether Gavin was there to supervise or not.
Positioning his body in a hockey stance, Gavin practiced his weight transfer and shot at the corners of the net. Top right, bottom right, top left, bottom left. With each shot, he was mindful of keeping the puck under control because if it bounced on him, his shot wouldn’t be as accurate. He kept a low follow-through and rolled his wrist over, incorporating quick release and power into his accuracy.
Because if you were going to miss the net, there was no point in shooting at all.
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Chapter 1



Present day
Red Valley, California

All eyes were on Gavin Bozymowski as he stood at the end of the rink at NorCal Center, hockey stick in hand, skates digging into the ice beneath him.
As the last shooter at the UNHL All-Stars Accuracy Shooting Competition, Gavin had to unload the pucks quickly because it was a timed event. The time to beat was 12.6 seconds, set by Jakub Cavanaugh of the Denver Blizzards. The current record holder, defending champion Ben Price, had hit all four targets in nine seconds.
Shooters took passes from the corners and had to knock out the four targets in the least amount of time. There were four targets, one in each corner of the net. The high corner targets were the toughest to hit. There were always a couple of easy targets and always the one target that wasn’t your sweet spot, your go-to shot. The strategy was to get the higher targets out of the way first.
All Gavin had to do was make it look easy.
Representing the Pacific Division, Gavin dominated the timed event. In the first round, the puck had rolled on him and cost him time. And the next one hit the crossbar. It had taken three tries to get the top right target. In the second round, he extended his lead and easily beat his competition.
Ryan Wade and Charlie Cooper, Gavin’s best friends and Red Valley Ravens teammates, passed him the pucks right into his wheelhouse. Once he nailed the upstairs targets in quick succession—one, two—he got into the rhythm and went low and destroyed the last two—three, four.
Gavin’s time was 7.4 seconds and the home crowd nearly cheered the roof off the building.
It felt good to be on top of his game. The climb had been a bitch, but damn, the view was spectacular.

      [image: ]Gavin drove his Audi R8 Spyder through the gates of Harlequin Hills and toward home. After spending the weekend at the All-Star Competition and then a three-day road trip to Canada to play the Ontario Flurry and the Quebec Caribou, it was good to be back home in California. 
Gavin cruised past the tennis court and the horse stables. The only ponies he concerned himself with were the ones beneath the Audi’s hood. He didn’t play tennis either. Chasing around a fuzzy fluorescent yellow ball wasn’t his style. He did enough chasing after pucks on the ice at the NorCal Center. Golf was more his speed, when he had the time for it. It took precision and concentration and he had his own putting green right outside his back door.
The gated community offered prestige, peaceful privacy, and protection, and had a general store, a pizza parlor, and a bar called Joon’s. Having extra security and peace of mind was important, especially to an athlete who traveled so often. Half the games Gavin and his teammates played during the season were on the road. Staffed by private security guards, Harlequin Hills was secure enough to resemble a fortress, and access to the community was restricted to confirmed property owners and their guests. The steep HOA fees were worth every penny.
Despite all the added security, some bad things had happened behind these gates in the last several months. In the last year, four women had been found murdered in the woods near the walking trails that circled around the community. And just when everyone thought the bastard had been caught, a copycat had stepped in to continue his gruesome legacy. As much as Gavin tried not to think about it, it was difficult to not be deeply moved by the horrific things some people were capable of.
But dwelling on the problem wouldn’t do any good. So, Gavin pulled onto Raven’s Ridge and thought about other things.
Gavin wasn’t the only Raven who called Harlequin Hills home. Ryan and Coop had purchased houses here, too. Even though they weren’t bound by blood, they were brothers in every other sense of the word. As teammates and friends, their loyalty to each other had been tested dozens of times over by the grueling sport they played, dicey relationships with gold-digging women, and a rocky sea of family obligations.
The exaggerated stories of the Copper Punch Boys took on a life of their own. Rumors had circulated claiming that they were each dating a supermodel, had multiple illegitimate children with Hollywood starlets, and spent twenty grand a night on champagne. In reality, there were no models, they weren’t anybody’s baby-daddy, and champagne was too dehydrating to consume when you played eighty-two games a season.
Gavin pulled up to the custom-built five bedroom, five bath, 7600 square foot home on Raven’s Ridge. This place was a far cry from the drafty trailer he grew up in back in Copper Punch Cove. Instead of a leaky roof and a shared room with his brother, now Gavin had a house with every amenity a guy could ever dream of. An outdoor kitchen, climate-controlled wine cellar, man cave, heated pool, spiral staircase, spa-inspired master bath, two-sided fireplace, marble floors and countertops, upgraded appliances… All surrounded by the picturesque greenery and mountains that made Red Valley, California the ultimate place to live.
He’d commissioned a local architect to build the modern contemporary right on the cliffside with views of the valley stretched out in front of it. It had an open layout and the large expanses of glass let in lots of natural light.
Glad to be home, Gavin parked the Audi in the garage, grabbed his overnight bag from the passenger seat, and strode out to the patio. The rectangular lap pool matched the clean, horizontal lines of the house.
Gavin dropped the bag on the porcelain tile deck, stripped out of his clothes, and dove into the inviting water. Back and forth, he swam laps with strong, steady strokes. A half hour later, he hauled himself out of the pool and shook the water from his hair.
Compared to Copper Punch, his new life in Northern California was like night and day.






  
  [image: ]
Chapter 2


Marin Marlowe eased her foot off the gas of her aging Honda Civic as she approached the guard-gated community of Harlequin Hills. An egret, elegant and regal in its appearance, waded through the marshy pond next to the entrance. 
Driving through the gates always made her nervous, which was ridiculous considering she was here five, sometimes six days a week. The community simply looked intimidating, but she supposed that was exactly how it was designed to look to outsiders.
She knew all of the guards by name, and this morning Jenna Riley greeted her from the gatehouse window. As usual, Jenna’s hazel eyes danced with laughter and her pixie-cut hair was tousled to perfection. At first, Jenna had reminded Marin of a wood nymph—right up until she’d spent more than half a minute talking to her. Jenna might have the hair and bone structure of a pixie, but she was as tough as they came.
Jenna was in the process of fulfilling her dream of becoming a fish and wildlife warden and had already been accepted into the eight-month academy. Her bouncy enthusiasm had increased tenfold now that she was engaged to Ryan Wade, star center for the Red Valley Ravens hockey team. Between planning the wedding and preparing for the game warden academy she was attending next year, Jenna was on overdrive.
That was one of the things Marin liked most about the real world. The options. If you didn’t like where your life was headed, you could make a change.
“Marin!” Jenna exclaimed. “You came back.”
Marin frowned, confused at Jenna’s choice of words. “Of course.”
“Every time I see you drive through these gates, I’m surprised you don’t just flip a 180, peel out, and put this crazy place in your rearview.”
Understanding, Marin nodded. Harlequin Hills hadn’t necessarily been a dream destination lately. To everyone’s surprise, four female residents had been raped and murdered within weeks of each other and dumped beside one of the walking trails, left to be discovered by unsuspecting joggers. The perpetrator had been caught—in a roundabout way—but then a copycat had picked up where he’d left off. Whoever he was, there was a killer lurking in Harlequin Hills, preying on its residents. The media had dubbed him the Hills Killer.
“Be careful out there,” Jenna advised Marin. “Whoever this new sicko is, his taste in women is a lot younger than the first one.”
“I will.”
“Hey, on a lighter note, I just spoke to Everly, and she said we’re on for Friday night. You’ll be able to come, right?”
“Sure.” Just because Marin had started a new life for herself didn’t mean she had big plans for Friday night. Although, drinking margaritas with Jenna and Everly would be more fun than anything else she could think of. Or afford.
Dwayne Maynard, Morado Security’s senior guard and Jenna’s lazy coworker, pulled up on the golf cart they used for patrolling. Marin waved goodbye to Jenna and let her get back to work picking up Dwayne’s endless slack.
Marin was relieved she didn’t have to wear a uniform like Jenna and Dwayne. The thought of conforming to a unifying dress code again made her skin crawl and was one of the reasons she’d left the commune. She’d made sure she could be her own person and dress how she wished in her new life. Not that she dressed in outlandish clothes or anything. Her current wardrobe consisted of mainly thrift store sweater sets and jeans, but at least she’d chosen them herself and not someone else. Compared to how she’d been required to dress before, pants and bright colors were drastically different. Even jeans removed her from her old comfort zone. Now she embraced the change and craved the unfamiliar.
On work days, Marin opted for loose-fitting jeans and a T-shirt. Comfort was a requirement because she spent so much time bent over and on her hands and knees. Cleaning houses wasn’t the most glamorous job on the planet, but the pay was decent, her boss was kind, and she got to spend most of her time alone. There were worse jobs, worse fates. She knew from experience.
While the residents went to work to earn their millions, Marin arrived at Harlequin Hills with the other servicepeople. The landscapers, pest control technicians, and water delivery vendors all drove in and out of these same gates, each of them simply trying to earn a living.
After the first murder, everyone had become a suspect in the community. Marin hated knowing that any one of the people she saw day in and day out could be capable of cold-blooded murder. Therefore, she didn’t think about it, and tried to go about her day without looking over her shoulder every two seconds.
The first time Veronica Valdez, Marin’s boss, had driven Marin through the gates of Harlequin Hills, her jaw had dropped and her eyes had practically bulged out of their sockets. The homes dotted around the valley and surrounding hillside were nothing like she’d ever seen before. The landscaped yards and ornate architecture were like something out of a magazine. What a person could possibly do to be able to afford such an estate was beyond Marin’s comprehension.
Most homes in gated communities looked alike. But in Harlequin Hills, each property was architecturally different and had its own unique personality. One thing they all had in common was opulence, and lots of it. They all boasted gourmet kitchens, an outdoor oasis, and more amenities than the average home.
Marin had been blown away by all the different types of architecture all in one place. The mansions that dotted the rolling hills were a work of art. From the curved eaves and gambrel roofs of a Dutch Colonial to the open porches and stone details of a Craftsman, they all deserved to be ogled at and admired. She couldn’t imagine owning a house like that and keeping it locked away, hidden from the general public.
Soon, Marin discovered that the community of Harlequin Hills was made up of a diverse hodgepodge of doctors, lawyers, investors, celebrities, and athletes. They were simply the only people in August County who were rich enough to buy a plot of land here.
To save time, some days Marin and Veronica teamed up on houses and split the tasks. Veronica tackled the bathrooms and Marin dusted and vacuumed. Today, Marin was going solo.
This morning, she was scheduled to clean a house on Eagle’s Nest East that belonged to Laurence Bambauer, the owner of the August Valley Bank. And when she was finished with Bambauer’s colonial fortress, she’d head over to Dr. Singh’s Mediterranean-style villa on Cormorant Court to mop a completely different set of tiles and scrub an entirely different set of sinks and toilets. Travertine, porcelain, or marble, it didn’t matter which. They all had to be sparkling clean by the time Marin let herself out the door hours later.
Some clients paid extra to have their laundry done, others paid to have their dry cleaning delivered. Service was customizable. Anything could be bought as long as the price was right.
Besides cleaning windows and ceiling fans, Marin and Veronica also did dozens of little things that their clients probably didn’t even notice. Like
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