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Chapter One

Maverick

“We’re going to be late.”

I looked over the top of my phone at Cameron’s Italian loafers and slumped deeper onto the cold marble bench, trying to find a comfortable position. Goddamn thing was hard as fuck and cold enough to numb my dumb ass. Whoever designed this place had to be a sadist motherfucker.

“We’re supposed to be there by ten.” He paced the length of the floor-to-ceiling windows in the hotel lobby and back again. “Where the fuck is O?”

I knew Cameron well enough to know his question was rhetorical and anything I said would piss him off more. He got this way when he was hungry or when things didn’t go according to plan.

The platinum blonde rocking traffic-cone orange like a boss, his soulmate—his word, not mine—perched on the other end of the bench however… “She’ll be here any minute.”

That just made him grumble something unintelligible and resume pacing.

I usually considered Sasha’s inability to read the room, much less her fiancé’s mood, endearing, but tonight, I was in my own hell and trying to keep my shit together.

I glanced back at my phone to the little black heart winding the streets of Vegas. Privacy was sacred to me, and I hadn’t wanted to be a part of the location-sharing app, but Sasha had insisted, pointing out that we should know where to find the body should one of us go missing. More likely, she wanted to keep tabs on Cameron.

Not that he would ever cheat on her—the dumb fuck fell in love at first sight—or that I was judging her motives. Hell, I’d taken full advantage of tracking Olivia Martinelli, the missing link to our pack of trust fund babies.

Thrown together as a study group during our freshman year of college, we’d become friends, and eventually, because of—or maybe, despite—our dysfunctional parentage, the four of us had formed a family. The jock, the nerd, the fashionista, and the goth girl. We had each other’s backs, no matter what.

Like the Sigmas, my former fraternity brothers. Take it to the grave brothers. We’d done a lot of stupid shit in college and kept each other’s keys to the closets that housed the skeletons we’d collected over the years.

A text notification appeared across the top of my screen, then another. Speak of the devils… Two of them, anyway.

Avery: You got this.

Bryce: Don’t give up.

They meant well, and Gage would probably jump in at some point, but my skin crawled at the reminder of what I was about to do. Sweat dampened my palms. I gave them a thumbs up and scrolled back to the location app.

Cameron paused mid-pivot, his arm slashing the air at his side. “You shouldn’t have sent the car. She could have taken a taxi and met us there.”

“Stop being such a baby.” Sasha held up her phone. She’d been following Olivia’s progress as well. “She’s just down the street.”

“She’s here.” I shot to my feet, leaving my stomach behind, as the limousine rolled to a stop under the porte-cochère. Had she really never noticed the app’s delay? It drove Cameron crazy.

Brushing past him, I exited the lobby and hit a wall of dry, desert air. The sun had set an hour ago, but it was still a hundred degrees. The driver opened the back door to an empty backseat.

Arm braced on the door, I ducked my head inside, searching deeper into the cavern of the limo. Bare feet with toenails painted stoplight-red rather than Olivia’s signature licorice-black slid into view, and for a second, I thought I had the wrong car. But then, the rose tattoo on her ankle assured me otherwise.

That and the long, slender, sun-kissed legs that had become my obsession. Fuck, they were glorious. And just like Pavlov’s dog, my dick sat up and begged, trained by the numerous times I’d nutted to fantasies of those legs anchored around my hips while I railed into her.

One day away from Olivia had been too long. I should have stayed behind instead of flying in with Cameron and Sash. They’d have probably enjoyed a mile-high moment.

“Hey,” she purred, luring my gaze to bright green eyes that twinkled with humor. Her full, red lips parted into a mesmerizing smile.

The lazy grin that spread across my face was instant and easy and hid every salacious thought in my degenerate brain. “Hey.”

She patted the spot next to her. The hem of her short, black dress rippled on a breeze, and I caught a glimpse of red lace. My dick stretched another inch.

Is she trying to fucking kill me?

Her head tilted to one side, her smile slipping. “Is there a change of plans?”

“No.” I climbed in, resisting the urge to kiss away her confusion, an urge I’d stifled more than once since she’d come to work with me last January. Instead, I sprawled next to her and leaned deep into her space, my body brushing hers from shoulder to knee. “FYI, it’s going to be one of those nights.”

With a muffled groan, Olivia smoothed her skirt down to mid-thigh and drew her legs in close as Sasha entered the limo behind me. She hadn’t made room or covered up like that for me.

I smiled inwardly, relishing the idea of her deliberately posing for me, trying to get my attention. Or maybe I was reading her all wrong. Women had been flirting with me since I was fourteen. I knew how to read the signs. But Olivia was different. She’d been immune to my charm from the beginning.

Granted, I hadn’t really turned it in her direction. She’d never been my type.

I wasn’t dead though, and I’d mapped every curve on that smokin’ hot body, every silken wave of her hair, the fullness of that sassy mouth, all coated in black. But even after a year, when she’d admitted the goth thing was only a façade to piss off her dad and she finally let Sasha cajole her into a makeover for homecoming—who knew she was a blonde?—I couldn’t see past her attitude.

The girls I dated were demure, eager to please with a mere crook of my finger. Olivia was as opinionated and outspoken as they came, no doubt the influence of five brothers. She was more likely to kick a man to his knees than get down on hers.

Besides, by then she’d become a good friend. My best friend. Still was. But it was different now. Or maybe I was.

“It’s about fucking time,” Cameron bitched, sliding in beside Sasha and slamming the door.

Olivia leaned forward to exchange air kisses with Sasha then offered the same to Cameron.

I frowned. Where the fuck were my air kisses?

Instead, she handed me a corkscrew and the bottle of Louis Roederer Cristal Rosé I’d ordered when I sent the limo to pick her up. Okay, she’d arranged both the limo and the champagne last week, but I did send the car for her.

Fuck air kisses. When I kissed Olivia—and I would kiss her before the night was through—there would be tongue and teeth, hands exploring, and skin on skin. The kiss would be full-on deep, dirty, and unforgettable, and neither of us would be able to fucking breathe.

“Sorry, I was late,” she said to Cameron as she settled against the seat again, three fluted glasses in one hand, a single in the other. “I was writing the best man speech for Mav and couldn’t think of anything nice to say about you.”

I chuckled as I peeled away the foil wrapping and twisted the screw into the cork. I loved that she wasn’t afraid to call Cameron out on his bullshit. Or anyone else, for that matter, including me.

Cameron took her teasing as she’d meant it. He even managed a half-hearted smirk as he swept his hair off his forehead and straightened his tie. “Fuck you, O. That VIP lounge cost twenty-five K tonight. Fucking DJ drove up the price, and I don’t want to waste a single minute of what I’m paying for.”

“The wedding dress I never got to wear cost twice that,” Sasha said with a roll of her eyes, “and you don’t hear me complaining.”

I winced at Sasha’s reference to the second wedding they’d canceled last year after arguing over the venue or some other stupid shit. I don’t remember what they fought about the first time, but they’d made it all the way to the church. What a shit show that had been.

The cork popped, startling a squeal out of Sasha. Olivia laughed, the sound as intoxicating as the rosé fizzing over the top. I slurped up the foaming bubbles and was rewarded with another soft giggle. Maybe later I’d hear it again when I licked champagne off the valleys and plains of her belly. Then I’d head south and make her moan.

“At least you got to fly in Mav’s new luxury jet this morning.” Bracelets jangling on her wrist, Olivia pointed an empty glass at Cameron. Poor guy. He was getting it from all sides. “My flight was delayed, and I had to fly coach. Ugh, crying babies, snoring old men, some girl filming content for a YouTube channel.”

“Liar.” I’d read the itinerary and flight details in the email she sent earlier this week. “You flew first class.”

Rather than accepting the flute she offered, I wrapped my fingers around hers to steady it as I poured. Her eyelashes fluttered like black butterfly wings, and I wasn’t sure whether the response was out of surprise or if my touch seared her skin the same way hers did mine.

Either way, she recovered quickly with a work-with-me-here glance, one where that perfectly arched brow tugged the corner of her mouth into a frown. “Not the point, Maverick.”

Feigning a grimace, I released her to offer the glass to Sasha. On the inside, I couldn’t help but grin
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