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        “Marry me here.

        Now.

        In Vegas.”

      

        

      
        Trapped in a corner, my only way out was the ruthless billionaire who put me there.

      

        

      
        In the three years since, we’ve healed each other.

      

        

      
        We did things in the dark we’re not proud of, things that will forever be kept secret from the world.

      

        

      
        Those sins forged a bond as strong as the love that binds us together.

      

        

      
        King and Queen.

      

        

      
        Freedom and Salvation.

      

        

      
        Now, we have a chance at forever. And nothing—not a jewelry mystery, our friends’ hijinx, or The King himself—will steal it from us.

      

        

      
        BEAUTIFUL SALVATION is a Vegas wedding novella and should be read after BEAUTIFUL RUIN (Enemies #3).

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        ARE YOU A VIP?

      

        

      
        Click here to join Piper’s VIP List and never miss a thing!

      

        

      
        Score a juicy email each month full of hot news, exclusive content, and opportunities you can't find anywhere else.
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      Billion-dollar views.

      One hundred eighty degrees of them.

      Few people will ever experience the glistening Pacific and boulevards and beaches dotted with palm trees the way I’m seeing them from an exclusive house in the Hills.

      But today, they’re not why I’m here.

      “So, you totaled the truck,” Jax Jamieson, the biggest rockstar of all time, chastises from his seat on the sofa.

      “I didn’t see the tree, Daddy.” Sophie’s plaintive seven-year-old voice comes over the FaceTime call. “Mommy wants to know where you got it so they can fix it.”

      “I’ll fix it when I get home.”

      “Mommy wants them to fix it.” A coy giggle.

      “I’ll fix Mommy.”

      There’s no threat in his tone, only the dry admiration of a man for the woman he can’t live without.

      I tug on my collar, my attention shifting over the infinity pool and views of Los Angeles through the floor-to-ceiling living room windows. If anyone else were to subject me to this treatment in a business meeting, I’d be out the door.

      But this isn’t a typical business meeting. I was halfway through my pitch when the SOS came through from Dallas.

      Now, an infant’s wail comes from the bedroom behind us.

      “Saved by the grandkid. Tag, you’re it.” Jax rises from his seat and passes me the phone.

      That’s how I find myself on a video call with a curious child in what was supposed to be my final meeting of the week.

      “Hello, Sophie.”

      Golden eyes blink at me from under dark fringe. One cheek is streaked with dirt, the other lightly dusted with freckles. “Who are you?”

      Harrison King.

      Reformed playboy.

      Billionaire nightclub and real estate magnate.

      “Harry,” I decide. “We met at Annie and Tyler’s wedding.”

      “Are you married?”

      “No.”

      Sophie frowns. “When will you get married?”

      “Soon.”

      I think of my fiancée—the beautiful, intelligent, brave woman I adore. Since Raegan and I got engaged this winter, we’ve both been busy. In the interim, there’s a ring on her finger and it’s mine, and that’s enough for both of us.

      But we agreed to talk about details after her Vegas residency concludes.

      Which it does tonight.

      And as soon as this meeting is finished, I’m on a jet from LAX. Her friends are there already, and damned if her fiancé is going to be late.

      I’ve already been away all week on business, and I miss the fuck out of her.

      “Can you fix a truck?” Sophie holds out the phone, showing me her remote-controlled ride-in toy vehicle that has indeed been smashed to smithereens.

      “Perhaps if you drove on the correct side of the road, unlike most Americans, you wouldn’t have crashed in the first place.”

      She blinks up at me, unimpressed. Evidently, my intimidation skills have slipped of late. I’ll have to practice in advance of my next board meeting lest my management team think I’m losing my touch.

      “I wasn’t driving on the road. I was in the driveway. But Mason ran in front of me with his dinosaur and—”

      “Rose is down and out.” Jax returns, a sleeping one-year-old in one arm. He reaches for the phone with the other. “All right, Soph. Tell Mommy and Mason I’ll be home in a few more sleeps.”

      “Sing to me tonight?”

      “Have I ever not?”

      Jax finishes his conversation and clicks off to refocus on the reason I’m here.

      “As I was saying,” I start, “You and Tyler have been building an enviable pipeline of talent. Wicked has the next generation of artists.”

      “And what do you have?”

      I smile. “Echo has the venues. Dozens, reaching every corner of the globe. A partnership would get your rising stars onto the biggest stages in the world. Sooner and more effectively.”

      “Your company is impressive. But we wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t, regardless of you being friends with my daughter and son-in-law.” He grins. “Give me a week to think about it.”

      I rise from my seat, and Jax walks me to the door, Rose still sound asleep.

      Outside, the warm breeze blows through the palms lining the street and the hedge that separates the house from the street. “Hales is as much a sucker as I am,” Jax comments, noticing my attention. “Money and fame come and go, but being with the people you love never gets old. Don’t take it for granted.”

      Those words echo in my head the entire flight from LAX.

      When I take a limo to the Strip.

      Even when the bouncer lets me in through the back door of the club with a nod. “Mr. King.”

      I fasten my suit jacket with one hand, a movement more natural than breathing, as I head inside.

      Walking through the hallway, the music envelops me. It pulses through the floor and reverberates off the state-of-the-art panels made to look like simple black walls. But it’s not the infrastructure I’m here for.

      At the end of the hall, the club opens up.

      Hundreds of partiers fill the dance floor. Athletes, models, businessmen, and actors line the VIP booths around the perimeter.

      “Mr. King.” The blond hostess gestures at me to follow.

      But I’m not looking at her, because I only have eyes for the stage. The woman in the DJ booth who steals my breath.

      Raegan Madani is a wraith. A goddess. A queen.

      She sways on stage, lost in her own secret beat tucked beneath the pounding baseline and throbbing melodies pumped out by the sound system to adoring partiers.

      Pride and possessiveness mingle, along with the hunger that never leaves whether she’s on the other side of the world or asleep in my arms.

      This past week of making do with all-hours phone calls and one round of sex over video chat from an ocean away only wound me tighter.

      Before I can decide whether to grind my teeth in frustration for another hour or abduct my fiancée from the stage and lock us both in the VIP washroom immediately, someone grabs my shoulder.

      “Sebastian.” I drag him into a one-armed hug.

      “You’re late, brother!”

      We’re shown to a booth with the best view of the stage. Buckets of champagne and glasses of whiskey line the table.

      “Look who’s here!” Elle crows.

      “Jax’s kids derailed me.”

      “Was Rose being demanding?” Annie asks, and Tyler pulls her against his side.

      “She was innocent. Sophie, on the other hand…”

      “Did she crash the truck again?”

      “Again?!”

      Annie and Tyler exchange a look as our hostess pours drinks—my favorite whiskey for me, a vodka for my brother.

      We clink glasses.

      Then I’m looking at the stage, the whiskey a smooth burn down my throat.

      Raegan’s dark hair swings around her shoulders, her brows knit and lips pursed in concentration.

      I love that expression.

      Almost as much as I love kissing that focus away when she’s done.

      She blew into my life like a storm. I tried to control her, but she defied every attempt.

      No matter that I own the biggest chain of nightclubs in the world and she was an aspiring DJ and producer. She didn’t care about my empire.

      She demanded I do better. Be better.

      I vowed I would. For her and the thousands of people who worked for me, the hundreds of thousands who entrust themselves to me by stepping into my clubs knowing they’ll be entertained, kept safe, and respected.

      “The first time we watched her at Debajo, you were going to wring my throat for looking,” Sebastian reminds me.

      “I’m grateful she has better taste and you have more sense.”

      His laugh is lost in the music.

      I spent years mourning the family I lost.

      Now, I want what Jax has.

      I think of Haley’s teasing. Sophie’s smudged face and easy smile. Annie and Tyler, who visit as often as their schedules allow.

      Don’t take it for granted.

      I retrieve a Montblanc from the pocket of my suit to write on a cocktail napkin.

      When our hostess returns, I give her instructions and the napkin, then I turn back to the stage and watch the theater unfold.

      A silver bucket of bottled water appears next to the deck. Raegan reaches into it, ignoring the water and finding the napkin.

      She looks up to meet my gaze, and the connection affects me from here.

      Raegan straightens in the booth, then lifts one hand in the air, her third finger extended so the gem I bought her catches the lights.

      My lips press together.

      She’s mine.

      I’ll do whatever it takes to cement it.

      The track changes to the final one of the night. I know it’s the end because she’s rehearsed the set for weeks.

      It’s time.

      “Excuse me,” I tell our friends as I exit the booth.

      The perimeter of the dance floor is lined with grinding bodies lost in their ecstasy.

      “Only performers are allowed—I’m sorry, Mr. King,” the security guard amends, ducking his head in deference when I reach the curtained boundary.

      I stand behind the booth, watching her in profile as the final seconds of the music tick down.

      The chords explode and the lights cut off.

      I step on stage and drag her against me. Her body, warm and curved, fits mine to perfection. Her sharp intake of breath makes me hard.

      “Marry me now,” I whisper against her mouth. “Here. In Vegas.”
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      There are moments that make me question my reality.

      Not in a Matrix “red pill or blue pill” way. More like, “How did my life become this extraordinary?”

      Tonight, the final night of my nearly yearlong Vegas residency, isn’t only my crowning achievement—it’s a coronation in itself, complete with cheering crowds and glittering confetti. Spending tonight with people I love only makes it sweeter.

      But for all the smiling faces and pumping fists, a part of my heart was locked away until I looked up and saw the man in the VIP booth.

      It’s not the clothes on his perfect body or the way he sips his whiskey as though it’s lucky to be on his lips. It’s not even the way he carries himself with utter confidence and command.

      It’s knowing he’s in love with me.

      Me. A woman who never dated. Never even stargazed in tabloids or on social media. Never wore designer clothes or flew on a private jet.

      I didn’t ask to fall for a man in the public eye, one with enough baggage to sink us both.

      But I don’t regret it for the world. I’m a different person from when we met—more trusting, more open, more whole.

      When the ice bucket arrives, I’m transported back to our games in Ibiza, played out like this. Close enough to tease, too far apart to touch.

      He’s been away all week, and I’m aching for his low voice, his assured touch, the way he knows how to drive me crazy.

      After spending most of his life in pursuit of a vendetta, which he’s now completed, you’d think the man would relax.

      Not even close.

      Two years together and his idea of compromise is letting me pick our coffee maker.

      Still, I love him like I never thought I could love anyone. Despite his flaws, he’s responsible and more than loyal to those he cares about—he’s devout.

      I reach for the napkin. Two words are scrawled in assured handwriting.

      

      MARRY ME.

      

      –H

      

      I stare into the lights, hoping for a glimpse of his expression. He lifts his drink to his mouth, and I imagine there’s a hint of a smile on those lips.

      I flip him off with my ring finger, the huge blue diamond flashing to the crowd even though it’s only for him.

      I said I’d marry you.

      We’ve both been busy since he proposed. I’m grateful neither of us is in a rush because I’m barely keeping up with the way my career has exploded.

      When the track ends, the lights go out and the crowd erupts, screaming.

      I don’t have a moment to catch my breath before hands grab me from behind. I’m pulled against a hard, familiar body. My pulse explodes from arousal, not shock.

      “Marry me now. Here. In Vegas.”

      I’m stunned silent.

      Before I can make sense of the words, his lips claim mine.

      His kiss is deep and drugging, sweet and possessive. It makes every spotlight seem designed for me and every thudding bassline I wrote seem to fade away.

      His hands slide down to my ass. His hardness against my stomach makes me open my mouth on a groan.

      Too soon, the lights come back on.

      “We said we’d wait until life calmed down!” I shout.

      “Life’s never going to calm down, love. But there’s one condition.”

      “You can’t ask me that and put conditions on,” I counter.

      “Wait until you hear the condition.” His thumbs stroke my sides, making heat flood my body. “Don’t tell your friends tonight. Tonight is for you. Tomorrow is for us.”

      That’s why it’s so hard to say no to him—because he gets my need to be my own person even as I want to be part of us.

      “You were incredible!” Annie appears before I can answer, throwing her arms around me. Tyler and our other friends are close on her heels.

      Harrison releases me, but not before he murmurs in my ear, “Tonight, you’re their queen. Tomorrow, you’re mine.”
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        * * *

      

      The six of us collect our things from the VIP booth after we’ve spent the next hour drinking and catching up. The bar bill would be staggering not from the amount of alcohol, but from the quality of it. Still, even if the club wasn’t paying, Harrison or Tyler or Ash would have only had to slide a black card toward the hostess, and it would have been taken care of without hesitation.

      I sign a few autographs and snap some selfies with stragglers on the way out, thanking everyone who made time to come out to the show.

      As we head out of the club, we pass a group of girls wearing “Minnesota to Vegas” T-shirts who ask for a selfie.

      “Sure. What’re you guys in Vegas for?” I ask as I pose with them.

      “Twenty-first birthday. I bet you were playing a club on yours.”

      “Pretty sure I was in my cramped NYC dorm room smoking weed and eating ramen,” I admit, and they laugh. A lifetime ago, but it was barely six years. “Enjoy Vegas.”

      “We will!”

      They’re having so much fun.

      No fancy clothes. No paparazzi.

      “Everything all right?” my billionaire fiancé asks, slipping an arm around my waist.

      “Great.”

      “Don’t forget we have that meeting at noon for Top Women in Music,” Annie says as we reach the street.

      We were both honored to be chosen by a global initiative to inspire young women and help them find success in the business. “I’ll be there.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      As much as I love my life, there are moments when I miss having nothing to do or sleeping in until midafternoon because I can, not because I arrived on a flight at ten in the morning and have to leave on another that same evening.

      That’s not my life anymore.

      “Do you ever wish you could be normal?” I blurt after we say goodbye to our friends and are tucked in the back of the limo to the Wynn.

      “Why would I be anything but what I am?” Harrison threads his fingers through mine, my ring rubbing against his bare finger. “Besides, I wouldn’t know how to begin.”

      The answer is classic Harrison—arrogant first, then honest, because that’s how we are with one another. The world sees one side of him, but I get every glittering facet and rough edge.

      He helps me out of the car and rests a hand on my back as we walk through the private parking area and up to the gilded elevator, which we take to our private suite on the top floor. I expect him to be on me the second the elevator doors close, but his hands slide into his pockets as he holds my gaze.

      Then the doors slide open to reveal hundreds of yellow roses in vases all around the living room.

      My chest expands in awe. “Well, this is extreme.”

      Barney is passed out on the carpet, and I step over him. Harrison stands behind me as I lift a rose out of one of the vases, inhaling its soft scent.

      “I know you prefer lilies, but a thousand might be overpowering, as well as not Barney-resistant,” he says dryly.

      “A thousand?! There are a thousand flowers in here?”

      His lips curve against my neck. “I missed you.”

      That mouth is seriously distracting, but Harrison’s admission sends a new kind of pleasure rippling through me. “They’re beautiful. But I figured you’d enjoy the bachelor life for a few days.”

      “I enjoyed it once. I’m ready for something new.”

      I arch my neck, pleasure spilling through my veins at his clever mouth on my skin. “Retirement?”

      His teeth scrape me. “Careful, love. I can still keep you in line.”

      “You could never keep me in line. That’s why you proposed,” I tease. “You couldn’t stand that there was a woman out there immune to your charms. It was a threat.”

      Moving faster than I thought possible, he spins me to face him, then lifts me onto the table. My back hits the edge of the crystal vase, and he steadies it.

      “Interesting theory,” he murmurs. “However, I’m not in the habit of bestowing tokens of my devotion on those who threaten me.”

      “Pretty sure you’ve sent flowers to your enemies.”

      He sinks to his knees and jerks my hips toward the edge of the table. “Not talking about the flowers.”

      He shoves my skirt up around my hips, then twists the panel of my thong in his fingers.

      Harrison spreads my knees wide, heat and approval in his eyes. “Every person in that club tonight wished they were lucky enough to do this.”

      Pleasure and longing twist together, have my thighs shaking after hours of being on my feet. “I was pretty amazing.”

      “You are fucking incredible.” The admiration in his voice is every bit as affecting as his words.

      When he brushes a finger up my slit, my head falls back.

      Over my shoulder, the Strip blinks in rainbows and neon. Hundreds of thousands of people living their own lives.

      Here it’s only us.

      He sinks a finger inside me, and my body clenches around him.

      He takes his role as a lover every bit as seriously as his role as a CEO.

      “You know what the worst thing was about being gone the past week?”

      I shove my hair back over my shoulder. “You forgot how I taste?”

      “No. I remembered. Every damned night, I remembered.”

      His mouth plunges between my thighs. His tongue makes long sweeps of my slick skin, wicked circles that make my clit throb coupled with deep probing that mimics what he’s going to do to me soon.

      Once, I would have been ashamed to give myself to a man like this.

      Now, I need him like I need to breathe.

      My fingers thread into his hair, my hips rolling, tiny movements that beg for more of this and him.

      When he adds a second finger, it’s game over.

      There’s no playing hard to get with this man.

      I am hard to get.

      He got me anyway.

      I’m chasing the escape he’s holding like a shimmering promise. The climax starts at my core, thrilling me, and he doesn’t stop sucking or stroking until I’m shaking.

      When he rises to face me, his eyes are dark with barely leashed hunger. He swipes a hand across his mouth.

      I’m already ripping off his jacket, going for his belt. I’ve learned lots of skills since meeting Harrison King. One is how to strip a suit off a man in ten seconds flat.

      I shove down his pants and shorts, wrapping a hand around his cock. He hisses out a breath as he works open the final buttons of the shirt.

      Impatient, he rips the shirt and tosses it on the floor. I give him a few slow strokes that make him growl. Then he lifts me off the table and carries me to the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city.

      His narrow hips fit between my thighs. The feel of his cock has my breath catching.

      Harrison sinks inside, and my body adjusts as he holds me against the window, my back sticking to the glass.

      God, I’m so full. As if it’s been months and not days since he’s been there.

      His smug grin can’t hide the extra beat he waits, the patience and concern to make sure I’m okay before he starts to move.

      Tonight was my triumph, but this is the reward.

      “Nothing compares to this,” he rasps against my mouth as if he’s thinking the same thing.

      His hands knead my ass. I grip his shoulders, the flexing muscles tight beneath my hands. His beautiful chest grows damp with sweat, and I trace the scar on his pec and hear him groan.

      We’re part of it, this throbbing, pulsing, alive place.

      It’s the furthest thing from normal, having incredible sex with my billionaire fiancé in our penthouse at one of the world’s most exquisite hotels.

      Who could want anything else?

      I can’t tell if it’s his body or words that nudge me over the edge. My thighs squeeze, pleasure rippling from my core through my legs, my breasts, my fingertips.

      He strokes once more, twice, before erupting in a low groan.

      After, we lie together on the cool sheets, him stroking the damp hair off my forehead as he nestles my back to his front. Beyond the windows, the lights of the Strip beckon, pinks and yellows and greens that went from agitating to familiar in the months we’ve called this city our temporary home.

      “Tonight was a dream come true,” I murmur.

      Harrison leans in, his mouth caressing my cheek. “I’m even more interested in tomorrow. Our wedding, to be precise.”

      I shift onto my back. Despite the adrenaline chasing through my veins and the blissful satisfaction from what we just did, reality catches up. “Tomorrow?! I have interviews for that charity feature.”

      “The day after.”

      “We need a little time,” I counter.

      He frowns. “You said you’d marry me,” he reminds me, rubbing the spot where my ring sits on my finger.

      “I thought I was marrying a sane man.”

      He rubs his forehead as if I’m the one being unreasonable. “Three days. Our friends are already here,” he adds, playing his trump card. “Assuming you want them to attend.”

      Harrison is gloriously naked save for the same take-no-prisoners look that’s practically a trademark.

      Except for one tell.

      He doesn’t breathe, which proves how much this matters to him.

      This man is the other half of my complicated heart. I might grow and change, but he will always be the person who completes me. The one who’ll argue with me until the second we’re under attack, then defend me with fierce savagery.

      I run a hand through his hair, then exhale for both of us. “Vegas wedding, here we come.”
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