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Award-winning and
bestselling author Sharon C. Cooper

brings you another
exciting romantic suspense…

 


OPERATION
MIDNIGHT

 


No bad deed goes
unpunished…

Former Navy SEAL turned private
investigator, Cameron “Wiz” Miller, has loved only one woman, his
ex-wife, Olivia. She’s beautiful, talented and the sweetest person
he knows. With plans to remarry her, there is nothing she could ask
of him that he wouldn’t do except…one thing.

 


Olivia has loved Wiz since high
school. He is her hero. Her protector. She understands his
hesitation to search for the woman who left her for dead.
Forgiveness has been a long time coming, but Olivia has
made peace with what happened. Wiz hasn't. For him,
forgiveness is not an option.

 


But the sins of the
past have come back to haunt Wiz, placing Olivia in
danger. He must tap into his military training and every
alliance he has formed over the years to save her. But will it be
too late? Will he and Olivia ever get that
happily-ever-after?


Prologue

 


“I want her
dead.”

Wiz paced the length of the small,
musty cellar, his pulse pounding in his ears. He wished the steady
drumming would drown out the anger seeping into his soul. Wound
tighter than a man staring down the barrel of a semi-automatic gun,
he took a few cleansing breaths to release the anxiety roaring
through his veins. It wasn’t working. Nothing was
working.

He kept moving. Except for his combat
boots stomping against the dusty concrete floor and the low hum of
a nearby furnace, the space was quiet. Gagged and bound, flanked by
his two best friends, the woman who had slithered into his life and
almost destroyed everything he held dear, sat glaring at him. She
wiggled in the hard wooden chair trying to free herself to no
avail. Her eyes, cold and unyielding followed his every move,
making him hate her that much more.

He stopped and stood before her,
feeling nothing but disgust. Red, glassy eyes and the slight shakes
confirmed she was high. Hell, considering her condition, she
wouldn’t even feel the torture he intended to inflict on her, but
it would help him. It would help him try to piece his life back
together. It would help him feel less guilt for not being on
American soil to protect his wife. It would help him get
retribution for the life this bitch had taken.

A life for a
life.

“Wiz, think about what
you’re planning to do here,” his friend Quinn said, his gloved hand
propped against the closed door and the low rumble of his voice
cutting through Wiz’s thoughts. “Let me handle this.
I can take care of everything and you can head
back to the hospital. Your wife needs you. Besides, you have too
much to lose.”

“I’ve already lost almost
everything and thanks to this woman, Olivia is fighting for her
life.”

Wiz had no doubt that his friend could
make this woman disappear. Quinn, like Wiz, was a Navy SEAL. But
unlike Wiz, Quinn had been on several special military teams
participating in some of the most dangerous black ops. Q was good
at what he did. Damn good. Legendary for his ability to disappear
and make his enemies disappear.

“This is something I have
to do,” Wiz finally said, turning the ornamental handle of his
tactical combat knife back and forth in his hand. “I want her to
feel what I feel. I want her to know what it’s like to have your
heart jerked about and then ripped out of your chest.”

“Well, if we’re going to do
this shit, let’s get it done,” Malik said.

The large flashlight Malik held
trained on the woman didn’t wobble despite the fact that he held a
Glock 41 in his other hand, aimed at her head. As a weapons
specialist, he was comfortable with any type of firearm and rarely
hesitated to use one. He was a strike first and ask questions later
kind of guy.

Neither of Wiz’s friends thought twice
when he requested their assistance in finding the person
responsible for Olivia’s abduction. Enduring Bud/s together, the
Basic Underwater Demolition/SEAL training, they had vowed then to
always have each other’s back—no matter the situation.

“This isn’t you,” Quinn
reiterated and stepped closer to Wiz.

No, it wasn’t him. The navy might have
trained them to be killers, but not this way. Wiz had never
imagined that he would one day be driven to take a woman’s
life.

No women. No
children.

He stared into unflinching eyes. Eyes
so familiar, yet so different.

A whole new wave of rage pounded
through his veins. No. This wasn’t a woman. The female sitting
before him was a monster. Only a monster could do the things she
had done. But no more. Never would she be able to hurt Olivia
again. Never would she get the opportunity to hurt another living
soul.

“You know I’m with you all
the way in whatever you decide to do, but think about this. There’s
no turning back,” Quinn said. “This bitch isn’t worth losing
everything you’ve worked so hard for.”

Q was right … again. Olivia was lying
in a hospital fighting for her life thanks to the piece of trash
who was now glaring at him.

He ripped his gaze from hers. Bile
rose to his throat remembering the condition his wife had been in
when he left the hospital. No amount of military training could
prepare him for the devastation of seeing the only woman he had
ever loved battered, bruised, and barely holding on to her
life.

Olivia’s
missing.

Thirty-six hours ago his father’s
words had almost brought Wiz to his knees and they still played
around in his head. A retired navy man, Sergeant Major Andrew
Miller didn’t rattle easily, but Wiz had heard the concern in his
father’s voice when he called. With connections Wiz could only
dream of having, his dad had made arrangements for Wiz to head back
to the U.S. immediately.

He and his SEAL team had just returned
from a rough mission in Myanmar, and all Wiz wanted to do was leave
the depressed country and head home. However, hearing his wife was
missing wasn’t what he had expected the moment they touched down in
Germany on their way to the U.S. When Quinn and Malik were told
what was going on, they hadn’t hesitated to take leave.

Wiz’s world had been thrown on its
axis when he finally talked with his father. An icy fear had surged
through his veins after being given more details regarding Olivia’s
disappearance.

Despite surviving in some of the
world’s most dangerous jungles and perilous waters, nothing was
more terrifying than hearing the news that something had happened
to his wife.

He, Quinn, and Malik had boarded the
waiting plane. Eighteen hours later, they were in Chicago searching
for Olivia. Quinn sought help from the underground world of gangs,
and they found Olivia half dead in a drug house.

Wiz shivered at the memory. He had
never experienced that type of fear in all of his life. Fear that
he had lost the one woman who made his heart beat every day. The
one woman whose smile alone could light up his world. And the one
woman who he would lay down his life for.

He turned back to the person
responsible. She should have been a person Olivia could count on,
but instead she had been the one who left her sister to
die.

The walls of the dark, damp cellar
closed in around him. In the musty hellhole, rage gripped him,
constricting the little air fighting to get to his
lungs.

He had to do this. He had to end this.
Because of her, he had nearly lost the one person he couldn’t live
without. And despite what his wife had endured, Wiz knew that if
she ever found out what he was about to do to her twin sister, she
would never forgive him.

I just have to make sure
she never finds out.


Chapter One

 


Ten years later
…

 


“May I have this
dance?”

Cameron “Wiz” Miller stared down at
the woman who had captured his heart. His pulse still sped up
whenever her big brown eyes zeroed in on him. Olivia Miller, his
ex-wife, was the most beautiful woman inside and out. Twenty-two
years since the first time he spotted her, his love for her was
stronger than ever. And that smile. God, that smile had gotten him
through some of his darkest days and still made him weak in the
knees.

“Of course.” She accepted
his hand.

He led her to the middle of the dance
floor. Their engagement party was winding down and he couldn’t wait
to take her upstairs. They were staying at the Four Seasons Hotel
Chicago and had reserved a suite for the weekend. Though he was
dog-tired, Wiz couldn’t wait to get her alone. Between being
stranded at Reagan Washington National Airport due to bad weather
and his gut churning with trepidation for reasons he couldn’t
pinpoint, he needed to keep Olivia close. He wasn’t sure if
exhaustion was the only cause for the unease, but experience had
taught him to never ignore his gut.

“I love having you in my
arms,” he whispered into her hair, placing a kiss against her
temple and holding her tighter than he probably should. Her scent,
a combination of baby powder and roses, wrapped around him like a
warm embrace. He hadn’t seen her in three days, but it felt more
like a month.

The trip seemed even longer knowing
that she had the flu. The last thing he had wanted to do was leave
her behind in Chicago.

The unexpected one-day business trip
to D.C. had sprawled into three. It had been risky leaving her only
days before their engagement party, knowing that he could miss it,
but the trip couldn’t be helped.

Business was booming. Not only was he
a private investigator, but he was the new Systems Security
Director for Supreme Security Agency, a personal security company
his best friend, Malik Lewis, had founded. Wiz’s role required some
travel since the agency was starting to expand outside of Chicago.
After retiring from the Navy years earlier, they had both started
their own businesses and had often helped each other on their
individual cases. Becoming partners, officially, seemed to be the
next logical step.

“I’m so glad you made it
back in time.” Olivia laid her head against his shoulder. “I’ve
been looking forward to tonight for the last two months. Sometimes
I can’t believe we’re at this point in our relationship.” Her eyes
met his. “I can’t wait to be your wife again.”

“I feel the same
way.”

His gaze took her in from
her long dark hair falling in waves around her shoulders, to the
strapless champagne-tone dress hugging her slim, shapely figure.
After so many years, his body still responded to the sight of
her. He had never stopped loving her even
when she divorced him, vowing that one day she would be his again.
When he said his wedding vows the first time, he meant every word.
There wasn’t another woman who made him feel the way she did. She
tempted him in ways he never thought possible, and he would crave
Olivia—and only Olivia—until the day he took his last
breath.

“Are you feeling better?
Have you eaten anything besides the soup I ordered for you?” He
studied her face. Her voice still sounded a little throaty, but her
eyes were clearer. Unlike the day before he left town, when she had
been sneezing, coughing, and sleeping a lot.

“I feel better. Still
haven’t been able to stomach any heavy food since my throat is a
little sore.” She cupped his cheek and stared into his eyes. “I’m
just glad you didn’t catch my cold. Oh, and did I happen to mention
that I’m so glad you made it back to Chicago in time?”

“Let me think.” He squinted
down at her. “I do seem to remember you saying something like that.
As a matter of fact, I think you’ve said it at least ten times in
the last couple of hours.”

“Oh.” A shy grin spread
across her beautiful mouth.

He lowered his head and his mouth
covered hers, devouring its softness. He’d had an aching need to
kiss her the moment his plane touched down. It never ceased to
amaze him how having her in his arms still did wicked things to his
body. Granted, their relationship had been off and on thanks to his
military days and their divorce, but he had never stopped loving
her. Never stopped referring to her as his wife. And now that they
were engaged to be remarried, there was no way he was ever letting
her go again.

Lifting his mouth from hers, he gazed
into her eyes, keeping his arm around her waist. She licked her
lower lip and a small smile graced her mouth. He kissed her again,
deeper this time, thinking it wasn’t enough. He wanted to throw her
onto his shoulder and carry her to their hotel suite.

“All right, break it up
over here.”

Wiz turned to find Tyler and Dallas
Hollister standing behind him.

“Don’t tell me you’re
leaving already,” Wiz said.

“The night is still young,”
Olivia added, but then glanced at her watch. “Well sorta.” They all
laughed.

“Yeah, we have to go rescue
the babysitter from the twins,” Tyler explained.

“But we didn’t want to
leave without saying bye and congratulations again,” Dallas said,
pulling Olivia in for a hug. “We’re so happy for you
guys.”

They had met the Hollisters when
Dallas was being stalked and Wiz had been commissioned to
investigate the situation. During his probing, Wiz had discovered
that one of the partners of the firm Dallas worked for was the
mastermind behind a huge Ponzi scheme. Since then, their
relationship had grown into a friendship.

After saying their good-byes, Olivia
stepped back into Wiz’s arms.

“They’re taking the food
away. Did you want anything else?”

“Nah, baby, just you.” He
nuzzled her neck until she giggled like a schoolgirl. Though he
still felt a little uneasy, being near her did calm him some. Her
sweet, tranquil disposition always brought him a level of peace he
couldn’t get from anyone else.

Wiz caught sight of Malik and his
fiancée, Natasha, as they made their way toward them.

“We’re going to head out.
Great party.” Malik gripped Wiz’s shoulder. “You can fill me in
about D.C. on Monday.”

Wiz nodded.

“And, Ollie, we’ll see you
later.” He kissed her cheek, but she swatted his arm.

“Malik, what did I tell you
about calling me that? You know I hate that name,” she chastised
playfully. Wiz shook his head and Natasha rolled her eyes. Olivia
and Malik went through the same ritual every time they saw each
other. She claimed to hate the nickname Malik had given her, but
Wiz thought she secretly liked it.

Wiz hugged Natasha, kissing
her on the cheek. “Congrats again on the
engagement. You have to be a helluva woman to bring this guy to his
knees.” An hour ago, Malik had popped the question on the dance
floor. Wiz thought he would never see the day that his friend would
propose marriage. Anyone who knew the giant of a man knew that the
last thing on his list of things to do was to get tied
down.

Natasha held her hand out in front of
her, the large diamond on her finger sparkling under the lights.
She looked up at Wiz and Olivia. “Thank you. I’m still in shock. I
hope Malik’s surprised proposal didn’t steal much of your
spotlight.”

“Oh please.” Olivia waved
her off. “We are so happy for you two. When you and I finish
planning my wedding, we’ll have to get started with
yours.”

“Deal!”

The women shared a long hug before
Olivia said, “But when we start doing all of our running around for
the wedding, you have to leave the big lug at home.” She nodded
toward Malik.

“Now you know he follows me
everywhere I go.” Natasha and Olivia laughed and fell into
conversation as Wiz and Malik exchanged a look. Neither of them
found it funny considering only months ago there was a brutal
attempt on Natasha’s life that sent Malik into a
tailspin.

“All right, can I get you
back into my arms so we can finish our dance?” Wiz asked Olivia
after Malik and Natasha walked away.

“You can have anything you
want from me,” she replied saucily, flashing a smile that had him
thinking to hell with the dance. He would rather have her flat on
her back with her legs wrapped around his waist and him deep inside
of her.

“Be careful, woman,” he
growled close to her ear. “I haven’t seen you in days and I’m ready
to have my way with you.”

She laughed. “I know, but no way am I
passing up an opportunity to dance the rest of the night with
you.”

Wiz pulled Olivia close and
they swayed to the tune of Luther Vandross’s “Still in Love” as if they danced all
the time.

“I’ve missed you.” She
rested her head on his chest.

Wiz placed a kiss on the top of her
head, feeling her body mold into his.

“I know, but even a longer
business trip than planned and a delayed flight couldn’t keep me
from getting to you. I’m glad we agreed that we would limit our
traveling for work. I don’t like leaving you here by yourself, nor
do I like you traveling alone.”

As a world-renowned artist, Olivia
traveled around the world, her work featured in some of the most
famous galleries as well as national art magazines. He was proud of
her success and since reuniting, he traveled with her whenever he
could.

“You’re so overprotective.
I was shocked you didn’t sick one of Malik’s bodyguards on me while
you were away.”

He had thought about it. That nagging
sensation from earlier, which still lingered, had started days
before he left Chicago. Normally when he got that churning in his
gut, something bad happened soon after.

“Are you okay?” Olivia’s
voice broke into his thoughts.

He pulled back slightly. “I’m fine.
Why do you ask?”

She gave a slight shrug.
“It seems you’ve been distracted lately and like now, you’re tense.
Even our telephone conversations while you were away felt as if
something was going on. Is
there something going on? Is there something I
should know?”

He wasn’t sure how to respond. He
didn’t want to worry her, especially since he didn’t know what his
problem was. And he didn’t want to lie since he never had before.
The moment the thought popped into his head, a time in their past
came to mind. A time when he hadn’t been completely honest with
her.

He shook the thought free, their
bodies swaying in sync. “Everything is fine. Actually, better than
fine. Do you realize that in one month, two weeks, and three days,
you’ll officially be my wife again?”

She leaned back and laughed, her eyes
sparkling. “I can’t believe you’re actually counting down the
days.”

His brows drew together. “Aren’t you?”
He dipped her, causing her to squeal and burst into a fit of
giggles before he pulled her back up. His number one goal in life
was to keep her happy and her infectious laugh was music to his
ears. “I was even thinking we should get married
sooner.”

“Cameron, I can’t wait to
marry you, too. However, January first is right around the corner.
The day will be here before we know it. Besides, the last time we
were married in a courthouse. This time I want a beautiful wedding
with your family and our friends there.”

They had originally planned
to marry the month before, but had postponed due to their traveling
schedules. They agreed then that they would make changes in their
careers to where neither of them would have to travel as much. In
addition, she had insisted that he not take on assignments that
would put him in any unnecessary danger, which was partly why she
had left him nine years ago. He had his reasons for not fighting
the divorce at the time, but now he was
playing for keeps.

A half an hour later, after everyone
had left, Wiz wrapped his arm around Olivia’s waist and guided her
out of the banquet room.

“I’ll be right back. I need
to stop by the banquet manager’s office and sign off on the bill.
Want to walk with me or meet me upstairs?” Earlier, she had
complained about her feet hurting. Why she insisted on wearing
four-inch heels was a mystery to him.

“It shouldn’t take that
long. I’ll wait near the elevator.”

“Sounds good. Be there in a
few.” He kissed her and walked in the opposite direction. When he
arrived at the banquet manager’s office, the door was locked. So he
headed to the front desk.

Wiz slowed his steps when
the unnerving feeling from earlier returned. He glanced around as his gaze quickly took in the lobby area.
Two people stood at the hotel’s check-in desk. Over to his left,
the concierge spoke quietly to a couple near his booth and a small
group of men congregated in a sitting area off to the
side.

Nothing seemed out of place. So what
was the problem? Something had the hairs on the back of his neck
standing at attention. His years in the military had taught him to
never ignore his gut feelings and his gut was telling him that
something wasn’t right.

After not seeing anything out of
place, he shook the thought loose and ran his hand down the length
of his paisley print tie. Tonight he needed to just focus on his
wife.

He talked with the front
desk clerk and made arrangements to meet with the banquet manager
to square up the next morning. Anxious to
get back to Olivia, Wiz agreed to stop by the office before they
checked out the next day.

Heading toward the elevators, he took
another glance around, feeling as if he were being watched, but
still saw nothing out of the norm.

Man, you need to get a
grip.

“I’m not interested,” Wiz
heard Olivia ground out just as he turned the corner. She shook out
of a man’s grasp and sidestepped him.

“Oh come on, baby. Don’t
be—”

Wiz snatched the guy by the back of
his jacket and slammed him against the wall. He cringed at the
amount of alcohol seeping through the man’s pores.

“What part of
not interested don’t you
understand, asshole?” Wiz growled close to the man’s ear and jerked
his arm behind his back.

“Ow!”

Wiz smashed the side of the drunk’s
head against the wall, trying like hell to rein in his anger as to
not snap his neck.

“Th-that hu-hurts,” he
stuttered, his words slow and slurred.

“Cameron, please,” Olivia
said in a panic. Her hand wrapped around his bicep trying to pull
him away. “He’s drunk. He didn’t mean any harm.”

“He messed up when he put
his hands on you.” Wiz added more pressure to the guy’s arm,
lifting it higher up his back until he cried out again.

“Baby, please let him go.
You’re causing a scene and someone just went to get
security.”

“Good. I’ll let his ass go
when they get here. But in the meantime, there’s a few things I
need to say to this punk.”

“What’s going on here?” a
hotel security guard thundered from behind Wiz as another
approached from the side.

“What’s going on is this
sonofabitch put his hands on my wife.”

“Okay. Okay, let’s just
calm down. Is that true, sir?” security asked the drunk.

“I-I didn’t mean …” Wiz
increased the grip on the guy’s arm. “Ow! I-I’m sorry.”

“Okay, sir, we can take it
from here. We need you to release him,” the second security guard
said.

Wiz whispered into the drunk’s ear,
“You got lucky this time. If you even look at my wife or put your
hands on another woman and I find out, your ass is mine.” He
released him, but not before giving his arm another upward tug for
good measure.

Wiz stepped back and rubbed his hands
down his face, adrenaline still soaring through his veins. With
deep breaths in and out, he tried to slow his pounding heart as
they took the man away. Seconds ticked by before he turned to
Olivia, who was leaning against a wall with her arms folded in
front of her and her eyes narrowed.

“Let’s go,” he said, a
slight edge in his voice.

“What’s going on with you?”
she asked when he guided her over to the bank of elevators. “You’ve
been uptight since you got back this morning. No, actually, since
days before you left and I want to know what’s wrong. That,” she
pointed her thumb to the area they’d just left, “wasn’t
you.”

Olivia was right. Though he would
admit to being the jealous type and definitely overprotective when
it came to her, he rarely lost control or reacted before thinking.
As a matter of fact, for the past week he hadn’t quite felt like
himself. Impatient, anxious, unfocused, and now quick to anger was
definitely not him.

The elevator arrived and they stepped
on. Wiz was glad they were alone. He moved to the back of the car
and rubbed his eyes. It had been a long time since he’d felt a
sense of foreboding, but tonight that uneasiness was stronger than
ever.

Whatever was going on with him, he
needed to get it under control so he could be ready for whatever
was coming … because something definitely was coming.


Chapter Two

 


“I’m sorry.”

“What are you sorry for?”
Olivia asked, and pushed the button for the forty-second floor.
“Sorry for manhandling the guy? Or for going all … all vigilante on
the man? You almost snapped his neck.” She stood in front of Wiz,
her arms folded as she looked him over. Well over six feet tall
with startling green eyes that were almost hazel and rarely missed
anything, he stared right back at her. His blemish free café au
lait skin tone had a slight reddish tint, probably because he was
still a little riled.

What happened to her gentle giant?
Sure he wasn’t one to take crap from anyone, but for the past
couple of weeks he’d been edgier than normal, and at times short
tempered with people. He wasn’t a big talker, but lately he had
also been quieter than usual.

“I’m sorry if I embarrassed
you.” He sighed and cupped her cheek, caressing it with the pad of
his thumb. Lowering her eyes, she leaned into his touch, feeling
her defenses melting away. Damn her body for responding to the
slightest touch from him. He dropped his hand and pulled her close,
kissing the top of her head, something he did often. His large hand
slid lower, cupping her butt. “We don’t know what his intentions
were or whether or not he was defenseless and, sweetheart, you know
that. You’ve had enough self-defense training to know that you can
never be too careful.”

She nodded in agreement. She really
didn’t know what the man’s intentions were, but she hadn’t felt
threatened, even when he touched her arm.

“Besides, there’s no way in
hell I’m going to let some man, any
man, put his hands on you and not say something to
him.” He squeezed her butt and lowered his head until their mouths
touched.

She moaned against his lips and he
held her tighter. He was too irresistible for her to stay mad at
him. With every touch, her body surrendered to his will and nothing
else mattered.

God I love this
man.

Slowly allowing her to come up for
air, he stared into her eyes and said, “You’re mine and you’re very
important to me.”

Every now and then he spewed words of
possession, and with the grasp he had on her ass, he clearly didn’t
want her to forget it. How could she? She felt the same as he and
probably would have had a similar reaction if a woman had been
coming on to him.

“Maybe I could have handled
the situation differently, but,” he shrugged, “I lost it there for
a moment. His ass is lucky I didn’t do more to him.”

Olivia dropped her head to his chest.
So much for his apology.

The elevator opened onto
their floor and Wiz wrapped his arm around her waist as they headed
to their suite. She slid her arm around his back and leaned close.
God she loved this man, even if he did get on her nerves
sometimes. She couldn’t wait until they
were married. When she asked for a divorce, over nine years
earlier, it wasn’t because she didn’t love him. No. Her feelings
for her ex-husband had never waned.

She had never stopped loving him. Due
to outside sources, they had gone through so much those first few
years of marriage that she had lost herself. On top of that, as a
SEAL, when Wiz received calls in the middle of the night saying
they were going wheels up, leaving on a mission, after a while she
couldn’t handle it. She couldn’t handle not knowing where. She
couldn’t handle being left behind for months on end. Most
importantly, she couldn’t handle not knowing if he would
return.

Olivia didn’t know why she thought
putting distance between them would help her worry less or better
deal with her own issues. If anything, her love for him and fear
for his life had grown fiercer, at times crippling her from living
her own life. During the years of their separation, she poured
herself into her work, her art, while she continued her education
to obtain her Master of Fine Arts degree. Now she could admit that
back then she had been functionally depressed, unhappy and mentally
in a dark place, but still able to do her day-to-day
responsibilities.

She had also been afraid. Afraid of
losing Wiz the way she had lost the rest of her family. For
whatever reason she thought staying married to him would make her
more vulnerable to hurt, to loss.

They arrived at their room and Wiz
opened the door, allowing her to walk in first. Olivia was curious
to see how the evening would end. The sweltering heat that had
traveled between them on the dance floor less than an hour ago had
cooled. And she had a feeling that things were going to get even
chillier when she asked him to do something for her. Something she
was sure he wouldn’t want to do, but probably would since he rarely
said no to her.

Olivia kicked off her shoes and left
them near the “L” shaped sofa before moving to the large windows.
She stared out into the night, not surprised to see fat snowflakes
floating around. It was mid-November and the thirty-two degree
weather was still better than minus five degrees they had
experienced in Chicago days earlier. After one last glance at the
city lights glittering from nearby buildings and traffic at a
standstill below as if it were morning rush hour, she closed the
curtains.

Turning to walk back the way she came,
she stopped in her tracks.

Wiz had already tossed his jacket as
well as his tie onto a nearby upholstered chair and had just pulled
his shirttail out of his slacks. Their gazes connected and he knew
what she wanted. She loved watching him undress. He took his time
undoing the buttons on his dress shirt, and shrugged out of it,
tossing it on the chair with the other items. Her mouth watered as
his muscles contracted with each move. The intricate details of a
tattoo, a massive eagle with its wings spread wide, covered his
upper back.

When he slowly turned toward her, the
tattoo on his left shoulder—bearing her name in bold, block
letters—sent warmth to her heart. Then her gaze took in his
chiseled chest.

Magnificent.

His broad shoulders, huge biceps, and
an eight pack that a personal trainer would envy was on full
display. The man’s body didn’t have a lick of fat and she couldn’t
wait to run her hands over every toned inch of his beautiful
physique.

He dropped his pants, leaving on his
black, boxer briefs, showing off powerful thighs, and long, toned
legs. It was all she could do not to run across the room and leap
into his arms.

Flawless.

Clearly the heat between
them hadn’t cooled as much as she first thought.
His gaze caressed her body so intimately it was
like she could feel his touch. Feel his large hands slide slowly
down the length of her body. Feel every stroke of his fingers and
the erotic heat that they transmitted.

It might have only been a few days
since they’d been intimate, but in the past few weeks, she couldn’t
seem to get enough of him. If she wasn’t thinking about kissing his
full, luscious lips, she was imagining him being buried deep inside
of her.

“I recognize that look.” He
adjusted himself and she squeezed her thighs together when the
intense ache in her core intensified.

“And what look is
that?”

“The one where you want to
rip off all of my clothes and jump my bones.”

Olivia laughed. “Oh, you know me so
well.” They moved forward at the same time, meeting in the middle.
His briefs barely contained the erection that was now pressed
against her belly. “And I see that you’re ready for me,” she
purred.

“Sweetheart, I’m always
ready for you.” He captured her lips, kissing her with a hunger
that rivaled hers. The velvet warmth of his
mouth sent desire shooting throughout her body. Everything he did,
he did with precision, and kissing was no different as his tongue
tangled with hers and he explored her mouth. It felt so good to be
in his arms, but she needed to ask him something. Something that
couldn’t wait. But his demanding lips didn’t let up and she didn’t
want them to.

Maybe they could talk later … much
later, after they got reacquainted.

With one last peck against her lips,
he lifted his head and then touched his forehead to hers. “Why
don’t you tell me what’s on your mind.”

Unbelievable.

There had to be some type of vibe she
gave off whenever she wanted to discuss something with him. Because
it never ceased to amaze her how he could sense certain
things.

“What are you thinking
about?”

He moved behind her and lowered the
zipper of her dress. Inching the silky material down her body, he
placed feathery kisses on the side of her neck and goosebumps
spread everywhere his lips touched. Her body trembled and her knees
went weak, but he had an arm wrapped around her waist holding her
steady.

He lifted her hair off her neck and
his mouth worked its way down. “I see you’re wearing one of my
favorite bra and panty sets,” he mumbled against her shoulder. She
wondered if he realized that he said that about every set she
wore.

Olivia leaned back against him,
shutting her eyes when his big, strong hands covered her breasts.
She moaned as he tweaked her nipples until they were hard pebbles
pushing against her lace bra.

This man knew how to make her hot and
wet. His mouth went back to her neck, licking, nipping, and biting,
sending erotic tingles to the tip of her toes.

Oh yeah, they could talk
later.

“Tell me.”

Okay so much for talking
later.

But she couldn’t think straight with
his hard body grinding against hers and the heat from his hands
shooting sparks to every nerve ending. And those lips… She groaned.
She was defenseless when his lips touched her skin.

To her dismay, he stopped the
mind-altering torture and wrapped his arms tight around her, his
breathing as rapid as hers. Clearly he was trying to get himself
under control. He turned her and his hands slid slowly down the
sides of her body, stopping on her hips.

“Talk to me.” He backed her
out of the living room and into the bedroom, not stopping until the
back of her knees bumped the edge of the bed.

Olivia sighed dramatically. “Well, if
you must know, I was thinking about the wedding present I want you
to give me.”

A smile tilted the corner of his mouth
before laughter rumbled inside his chest. Considering how
distracted and uptight he had been most of the night, it was nice
to hear him laugh.

“Isn’t marrying me gift
enough?” He gripped her bottom and lifted her onto the bed as if
she weighed nothing and then laid down next to her. Lying on his
side, he propped himself up on his elbow. “Why do I have to get you
a wedding present?”

“I’ll admit, marrying you
is the best gift of all.” She ran her hand over his hard chest,
loving the way his muscles contracted under her touch. “But I know
you’ve been trying to think of the perfect gift.”

He pulled back slightly, drawing her
attention to his eyes. “The only way you would know that is if
Natasha said something.”

“Well, she didn’t actually
come out and ask me what I wanted you to get me, but considering
all the questions she’s been asking, I figured you must have
solicited her help.”

“And here I thought I was
the only P.I. in the family.” He glided the tip of his index finger
down between her breasts and didn’t stop until he reached the top
of her lace panties. “So … if I were trying to think of the perfect
wedding present for you, what would make you happy?”

Olivia folded her bottom lip between
her teeth, suddenly hesitant in asking him for what she wanted. For
the past couple of weeks, she’d toyed with how to present her
request knowing that it wasn’t going to go over well.

His hand covered her belly and shook
her, regaining her attention. “What is it? What do you
want?”

No. Now was not the right time for the
argument that she knew would ensue. She rolled onto her back and
slid under the cool sheet, pulling it up over her chest.

“You know there’s nothing I
wouldn’t do for you.” He stared into her eyes, concern on his face.
The love she saw almost made her whimper. She knew he meant it, but
knowing there was nothing he wouldn’t do for her made it even
harder to ask.

“Tell me.”

She sat up and leaned her back against
the headboard, bringing the sheet up with her. Seconds passed
before she met his gaze again.

“I want you to find my
sister.”

He froze. Didn’t move, didn’t blink
and though she was staring at him, she couldn’t even tell if he was
breathing. That love she saw brimming in his eyes only moments ago
… vanished.

Wiz raised up slowly, his gaze never
leaving hers. She could count on one hand the number of times he’d
been angry with her, and sad to say, each time centered around her
twin sister, Keisha.

Olivia watched his whole demeanor
change before her eyes. His beautiful green eyes had darkened into
narrow slits, his jaw tightened, and the bed covers fisted within
his hand. She wasn’t afraid of Wiz, but at the moment, this was a
side of him she hadn’t seen in years. Not since the last time she
had seen Keisha.

“Cameron, please say
something.” She scooted to the far side of the bed and stood,
wrapping her arms around herself.

“Say something?” The venom
behind his words almost made her take a step back, but she stood
her ground. She wanted to see Keisha and if anyone could find her,
it was Cameron.

“I know how you feel about
Kei—”

“No!” He stabbed the air
with his index finger with such force, it was a wonder he hadn’t
wrenched his arm out of the socket. “You have no fucking idea how I
feel about her, because if you did, you wouldn’t ask this of me.
You wouldn’t even say her motherfuckin’ name in my
presence!”

Olivia’s breath caught and she reared
back, stunned by the fury bouncing off him like vicious waves
crashing against the shore. Never had he raised his voice at her,
nor had he ever cursed at her. She knew he wouldn’t be happy with
the request, but she had no idea he would freak out this
way.

Olivia and her sister hadn’t spoken
since the last time Keisha had called crying, saying that she was
in trouble and needed money. Alcohol and drugs had been her
constant companion, so back then, Olivia hadn’t been surprised to
hear that Keisha was in trouble with her dealer. Problem was, each
time Olivia bailed her out, Keisha’s life went right back into a
downward spiral, often times pulling Olivia into the
whirlwind.

But being born three minutes before
Keisha, Olivia had taken her role as the older sibling serious from
the moment they started kindergarten. And now, looking back, she
wondered if she’d done all she could do for her sister. Maybe if
she had talked her into going to rehab sooner, she could have saved
her.

Olivia stared across the bed at her
hero, her protector, sure that he was remembering the number of
messes Keisha had pulled her into. Wiz had always been protective
of her. Though he never said, she was sure it had a lot to do with
not only Keisha’s shenanigans, but also the way his mother died.
Killed by a man who lacked mercy all because he wanted her vehicle.
His mother had resisted and the carjacker shot her in the head.
Cameron was eight at the time and his sister, six.

It broke Olivia’s heart to see him
this mad, especially since she was the cause. The red tint to his
light skin was proof that he was holding back the rage brewing
inside. If that weren’t a clue, the way his fists were balled at
his sides were good signs that he was about ready to blow. But
Olivia couldn’t back down. She needed him to do this for
her.

“Cameron.”

He still didn’t speak and she searched
her mind for the right words to convince him, but her throat
tightened. They continued to stand on opposite sides of the
bed.

“I can’t believe you’re
asking me to do this. Have you forgotten all the shit she put us
through … put you through? Pick an incident that she dragged you
into, any incident, and tell me you don’t remember. What about the
last time, Olivia? The last time when …” His face contorted in
pain. “You will never know the fear I felt when I found y—” he
choked, unable to finish his sentence.

Olivia hurried around the bed and
reached out to him, but stopped when he took a step back. An ache
lodged in her chest. He didn’t even
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