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      I hate airplanes. I’m told they are safer than cars but I think that’s bull. There’s no way a flying death machine can be safer than something on the ground. If my best friend hadn’t insisted on getting married halfway across the country, I wouldn’t have to think about this. I tried to convince my friends to drive with me but they were not feeling an almost thirty-nine hour drive. Lame. 

      “You okay?” Grant asks, touching my shoulder gently. My eyes are closed but I peek one open to nod at him. 

      “Is she okay?” Grace asks from across the aisle. They all knew my fear of flying but they had never seen it in action. Four years of college and I had persuaded them to drive to Florida each time we took a vacation. 

      “She’s all right,” Grant answers but I can tell he’s worried. He’s been stuck to my side since we stepped foot in the airport. He had brought a sleeping pill that I fully intended to take, until I woke up sick to my stomach today. The last thing I wanted was to get sick in my sleep or something. 

      “Did I pack my sleep mask?” Kate asks anxiously from behind us. I hear her ruffling through her carry on bag. 

      “It’s on the outside left pocket,” I say without opening my eyes again. 

      “Ah! Thanks, babe!” she says happily. “See, this is why Violet is my maid of honor,” Kate adds to no one in particular. 

      Kate and I have been best friends for as long as I can remember. Neither of us can remember how we met except that it was in college. We became best friends, roommates, and now I am her maid of honor. I am fully prepared to make sure this wedding goes off without a hitch. Except their getting hitched, haha get it? 

      Clearly this altitude is getting to me. 

      Kate doesn’t have any family and Austin’s aren’t exactly on board with the wedding. So I have made it my mission to make sure everything else she wants is perfect. Which is why I am swallowing my deep rooted fears and roughing it on this plane. She wanted the five of us plus a few other friends to be there, but we are making the weekend of us. It is only Thursday and we have wedding fun planned all weekend. 

      The man next to me starts snoring and I wonder once again why flying is the preferred way of traveling. Kate and Austin had lucked out sitting next to each other, even Grace and Harry are in a row to themselves, but Grant and I are stuck next to this stranger. I suppose he isn’t the worst person I could be sitting next to, although I should’ve brought some earplugs. 

      “Only four more hours,” Grant whispers. I know he’s trying to be helpful but that might be the worst thing I’ve ever heard. 

      “Ugh,” I groan. 

      “Can we talk about the wedding? Did you decide if you want to share a room?” he adds quietly. 

      I’m grateful that at this moment my eyes are closed. Grant and I have been friends for a while, but at some point last year we took that inevitable step when all your friends are together and hooked up. It was good, so we continued and stayed friends with benefits. We scratch each other’s itch and it is safe. We are both in grad school and way too busy to date. But lately, Grant has been hinting that he wants more than that from me. 

      I like him and he is a good guy. He is sweet and great in bed, but there is something holding me back. I don’t entirely know what, but I can’t commit until I figure out what it is. So I have been trying to keep my emotional distance and not cross any new boundaries that may give him the wrong idea. 

      I’m about to let him down gently, that I’d like to keep my own room, when I get hit with a wave of nausea. I clamp my hand over my mouth and run to the bathroom a few rows away. I can hear my friends call after me worriedly but I don’t stop. Thankfully it’s empty and I empty my nonexistent breakfast down the airport toilet. 

      I groan, trying not to think about how I’m hunched over a toilet that god knows how many people have used. I throw up twice more before washing my hands and throwing some cold water on my face. There’s a light knock on the door. 

      “Occupied!” I groan. Hadn’t they seen me run in here?

      “Violet? Are you okay?” It’s Grant. I sigh. 

      “I’m okay,” I lie. I feel like a hungover mess and I hate how the plane is rocking slightly. Do all airplanes do that?

      “Do you need anything?” he asks through the door. 

      “No, I’m okay.” I can sense he’s torn but ultimately I hear him walk back to his seat.

      I look in the mirror, I am never one to wear too much makeup so at least I don’t have to worry about that being messed up. My face looks pale and clammy, I thought I’d be able to hide this at least until after the wedding. Maybe I can pass it off as airplane sickness, is that even a thing? People can get carsick, after all. 

      My plan was to grab a test the moment I got back from the wedding, but I can tell I need one sooner than later. I’ll have to sneak away and grab one from the hotel or something, I mean it’s Vegas. They have to have pregnancy tests, right?
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      When I agreed to be the photographer for Austin and Kate’s wedding, I didn’t realize it would be coming just after a whirlwind month of chaos.

      But here I am, standing just outside the baggage claim of McCarrean International Airport, waiting for an Uber to take me to the hotel. Or is it Harry Reid Airport? I’ve seen both names, and I am too damn tired to give a damn. I am exhausted, having just flown in from New York after a week-long fashion shoot. I am more than ready to collapse into my king-sized suite.

      I hop into the first taxi that pulls up, dragging my suitcase and camera bag in with me into the back seat. “The Palazzo at the Venetian Resort, please,” I ask the driver, my voice still filled with sleep. I watch the lights of Las Vegas go by with my head resting against the back of the seat. As much as I want to take it all in, I know I’ll have time to after getting some sleep.

      When the driver pulls up to the hotel, I pay him and drag myself out of the car. With my suitcase wheeling behind me, my oversized purse on one arm and my camera bag slung over the other shoulder, I make my way to the check in desk.

      “Hi, checking in for Dakota Knight.” I slide my ID across the counter to the woman standing in front of the computer.

      “Hi!” she answers, far more chipper than I can handle at the moment. “Welcome to The Palazzo.” She takes my ID and starts tapping the keys. I watch as her chipper smile begins to falter.

      “Everything okay?” I ask, exasperated and already fearing the worst.

      “Um, yes. One moment.” She holds up her finger and gives me a weak smile. I know that smile. It means something is wrong, but she is pedaling for an answer as quickly as she can.

      “It’s a king suite, if that helps,” I offer, feeling the worry build.

      “I’m so sorry, Miss Knight, we don’t have anything booked for you.”

      “What do you mean you don’t have the king suite booked? For Dakota Knight. I booked it two months ago!” 

      “I’m so sorry, ma’am. I—I don’t see anything here for that name.”

      “Nothing? Maybe it accidentally went under one of the other suites?”

      She shakes her head. “No, I’m sorry. There’s nothing here.”

      I let out a heavy sigh. This is not happening. “Fine, can you get one for me now?” At this point, I’ll take a twin-sized bed if it means I could just get some sleep. I wouldn’t be able to sleep sideways but at least I’d be able to sleep.

      I watch her falter again. “We don’t have any left. With it being wedding season, it’s fully booked.”

      “Wha—what?” I stutter as my eyes grow wide. “You don’t have a single suite. Anywhere. In this entire hotel?” I can hear my voice rising and the redness in my cheeks rises with it. I am not the type to get heated with anyone in customer service. I’ve dealt with that enough in my own profession. But right now, I am running on no sleep and east coast time. I don’t have the energy to keep my voice down.

      I watch as the desk clerk sputters and gives me a weak smile. “Let me get my manager.” She scurries away before I can apologize. I let my head fall to my forearms crossed on the desk. My bag slides from my shoulder, making a loud thump to the ground—not that I give a damn right now.

      I can feel a small crowd of people filling in the counter space around me but I make no effort to move. I’m not risking anyone else swooping up any possible rooms for me to stay in.

      I hear as someone else begins to check in. “Kate Samuels. We’re checking into the honeymoon suite.”

      Before I can hear anything else, the first clerk clears her throat. I slowly lift my head. The moment I see her face, I know she doesn’t have anything good to say. 

      “I–I’m so sorry, Miss Knight.” 

      I see who I could only assume is the manager standing right behind her, as if waiting for me to lose my shit. 

      Which I almost do. I start to raise my finger when I feel someone’s hand on my shoulder. I’m about to whip around and give this person a piece of my mind, too, when I see a girl that appears to be about the same age as me but with long, dark brown hair. She has soft, brown eyes. I can see a touch of mascara that’s pooled at the edges of her eyes and something in me wants to reach out and wipe it away.

      What the hell? I ask myself. But before I can think too much more on it, she speaks up. 

      “Hey, are you here for the Knight wedding?” Her voice is soft, smoothing out my rough anger. She reminds me of some of the models I’ve photographed, but I can tell she’s nothing like them. One look at her tells me she’s got a soft heart. Her brown eyes are inviting, making me want to get close to see what she’s hiding behind her stunning beauty.

      “Um, yeah. I’m the photographer. But they don’t have my suite.” 

      “You–you could stay with me?” I can hear her trepidation as she says the words. 

      “Really?” 

      “I mean, yeah.” She shrugs and I see a tall guy come walking up behind her, gently placing his hand on her shoulder. And I can tell in this instant there is something more between them. Or, more so something more that he wants. The way she ever so slightly tenses up tells me she’s not on the same page as him.

      “What’s going on?” he asks, looking between us. 

      “Her–” She looks at me, realizing she doesn’t even know my name.

      “Dakota,” I interject. 

      “Dakota’s reservation got lost and they don’t have any more rooms to stay in.”

      “Oh, shit,” he mutters, and I can see the gears working behind his eyes. And he’s not exactly thrilled. 

      “Yeah, so I offered to share my room with her. I mean, I have a double and I don’t really need a double.” 

      I watch as the guy leans in toward her to say something. I try to hear them without being obvious, but I’m interrupted by someone else patting a hand on my back. 

      “Dakota! You made it!” I recognize Austin’s voice immediately and feel my shoulders relax. 

      Ever since we were kids, Austin and I were close. Closer than any of our other friends and their siblings. And as we grew up, we grew even tighter. We needed to when our parents didn’t approve of our career and lifestyle choices. Not only did our parents find it unorthodox that I preferred women over men to share my bed with, but they also thought I was reckless to choose a life as a freelance photographer. 

      Then, Austin got hit with the disappointed parents. He also went down the artist path–as a kickass tattoo artist. 

      As much as it sucks to not have supportive parents, at least we have each other. Whether it is a two a.m. phone call where I end up in a mental breakdown because the entitled model doesn’t think she needs to listen to me, no matter how many times I tell her that I am her boss when there is a camera involved. Or it is a six a.m. series of text messages from Austin, telling me all about how he proposed to Kate. 

      And now, here we both are, standing in this luxurious Vegas hotel so my brother can say “I do” to the only person he’s loved possibly more than me. 

      “Is this the famous Dakota?” The sweet voice draws me back to the moment in front of us. 

      Austin has fully wrapped his arm around my shoulder now and I see the woman I recognize from photos as Kate walking toward me with her arms outstretched. She’s just as tall as Austin, with long blonde curls and wearing a pink sundress. If not for her arms and legs covered in tattoos I would wonder what they have in common. 

      At first glance they’re total opposites, until you learn she’s also a tattoo artist. Because of my busy schedule, extensive traveling, and their quick engagement, we haven’t gotten the chance to meet yet. 

      “Dakota, this is my fiancee Kate. Kate, this is my older sister Dakota.” He smiles as Kate leans in for a hug. I’m a bit taken aback, but I accept the embrace. 

      “It’s so great to meet you! Austin has told me so much about you. We truly appreciate you offering to take our wedding photos.” 

      “It’s the least I can do.” I turn back to the chipper receptionist who clears her throat. She was surprisingly patient through all our introductions. 

      “Sorry, but have we figured out a plan of how to move forward with the room?” she asks, looking between me and my possible savior. Shit, I haven’t asked her name. 

      “You’re sure you don’t mind?” I look at her again. 

      “Nope, the room is under Violet Roy.” She steps forward as the receptionist types it in. 

      “Yes, your room is ready, and we’d like to offer a discount for the troubles.” She smiles and hands Violet and I our room keys. 

      The man behind her is glaring. What the hell is his problem? He clearly isn’t the boyfriend if she isn’t staying with him this weekend. 

      “Lemme introduce you to everyone else.” Austin smiles as a bellhop takes our luggage. 

      His other friends are introduced as Grace and Harry. Grace is a petite Asian brunette with bold lips and a great sense of style. I’ll have to ask her later where she likes to shop. Harry has his arms around her, a tan complexion, and a variety of tattoos up and down his arms. The guy behind Violet is Grant. He shakes my hand with a subtle eye roll as I decide I don’t like him very much. He is only a few inches taller than me and the most striking thing about him is his hazel eyes. But I’m not concerned with him anymore. I don’t have the energy to figure out what his deal is. I only have the energy for crashing into a bed. 

      “So, how about we all freshen up and then head down the street for dinner?” Austin chimes in. 

      I can’t help but let out a loud groan.

      “What, Dakota. You don’t eat anymore?” Austin teases. 

      “I eat. But I also sleep. And right now, I need sleep.” I start toward the elevator, not even waiting for them to catch up to me.

      “Fine, take a nap. Meet us for dinner in about an hour?” Austin punches the round button, illuminating the twentieth floor button. 

      Again, I roll my eyes. “Don’t forget us peasants down here on eighteen.” I playfully push past Austin, smacking the button with my index finger. 

      The elevator jolts and started rising. I can feel my vertigo starting to hit but I push it down. I am not about to explain to a group of strangers how I always want to curl up in a ball when riding an elevator. 

      I waste no time pushing out and into the hallway as soon as the doors slid open. “1802…1802,” I keep muttering to myself as I lead most of the pack down the hallway. Grace and Harry find their suite, barely waving good-bye before slipping into their room. Grant finds his room next to theirs and I watch as he stares after Violet, expecting her to follow him. 

      I actually thought she was when she pauses, letting me go ahead to find the room. But as I slide the key card into the slot and hear the little beep as the green light illuminates, I feel her presence just behind me. I push open the door and step in, fully ready to just go collapse on the first bed I get to.

      Except, there is only one bed. 

      One. Bed. 

      Two people. Two strangers. 

      “What the fuck,” I deadpan, dropping my bag to the floor. 

      Violet isn’t paying attention as she comes crashing into my back. “Oh, shit. I’m sorry,” she starts, but I feel her breath hitch when she realizes why I stopped. “This was supposed to be a double. I–I distinctly remember talking to them on the phone and they said they only had doubles left. I didn’t want to pay for a whole extra bed, but they said they wouldn’t charge me for the extra. So I just took it. But this isn’t a double.” 

      I can already tell that Violet has a tendency to ramble when she gets nervous or is trying to figure something out. 

      “I’m sure there’s a pullout bed in the couch.” But as the words come out, I know there isn’t. One look at the tiny sad excuse of a couch tells me that there is nothing below those cushions. 

      “The bed is big enough,” Violet offers, but it sounds more like a question.

      “Um. Yeah. Sure.” 

      This isn’t going to be awkward at all. Sure, I’ve slept with straight girls before. But I’ve always known them longer than two hours. And there isn’t much sleeping usually. 

      “Well, I know you want to take a nap and I need to freshen up so…” She trails off as she turns her attention to the bathroom. 

      “Yeah, sounds good,” I mumble before picking up my bag and throwing it on the bed. 

      As soon as she slips into the bathroom, I peel off my leggings, slip my bra off, and dive under the sheets. At least the bed is comfortable. 

      I don’t even hear the shower turn on before I fall asleep. I feel myself stir awake when I hear the bathroom door creak open. I pry one eye open and see as Violet tip-toes to where she’d left her bag, in nothing but a towel. 

      Her long, dark hair is sticking to her bare back, and I can see where it has soaked through the towel. I watch as she leans over, digging through her bag with one hand while the other holds her towel in place
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